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SAMUEL    F  O  O  T  E,    Efq. 

THIS  ingenious  comic  writer  was  born  at 
Truro  in  Cornwall,  but  at  what  period  of 
time  we  cannot  take  upon  ourfelves  to  fay.  His 
father,  John  Foote,  was  member  of  parliament 
for  Tiverton  in  Devonlhire,  and  enjoyed  the 
pofls  of  commiflioner  of  the  prize-office  and  fine- 
contra6l.  His  mother  was  heirefs  of  the  Dinely 
and  Goodcre  families.  The  dreadful  confe- 
quence  of  the  mifunderftanding  between  her  two 
brothers,  Sir  John  Dinely  Goodere,  hart,  and 
Samuel  Goodere,  efq.  captain  of  his  majefty's 
ffiipthe  Ruby,  is  well  known  ;  on  which  a  con- 
fidcrable  part  of  the  Goodere  eftate,  which  was 
better  than  fifty  thoufand  pounds  per  annum, 
ilcfccndcd  to  Mr.  Foote,  her  hufband. 

Our  author  was  educated  at  Worccfler  col- 
lege, in  the  univerfity  of  Oxford,  which  owed 
its  foundation  to  Sir  Thomas  Cockcs  Winford, 
Bart,  a  fecond  coufin  of  our  author.  On  his 
(quitting  the  univerfity,  he  commenced  fludent 
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of  law  in  the  Temple ;  but,  as  the  dullnefs  and 
gravity  of  this  ftudy  did  not  fuit  the  volatile 
vivacity  of   his  temper  and  genius,   he  foon 

quitted  it. 

He  married  a  young  lady  of  a  good  family 
and  fome  fortune ;  but,  their  t,empers  being  very 
oppoHtc  to  each  other,  a  perfefl  harmony  did 
not  long  fubfift  between  them.  He  now  launched 
into  all  the  fafhionable  foiblesof  the  age,  gaming 
not  excepted,  and  in  a  few  years  fpent  his  whole 
fortune.  As  he  had  long  taken  a  difguft  to  the 
Itudy  of  the  law,  he  was  obliged  to  have  recourfc 
to  the  ftagc,  and  made  his  firft  appearance  in  the 
cbarader  of  Othello,  but  with  no  great  fucccfs. 
He  afterwards  performed  Fondlewife,  in  which 
he  fucceeded  much  better;  and,  indeed,  it  wis 
one  of  his  favourite  characters  ever  after.  He 
next  attempted  Lord  Fopplngton,  but  he  liHencd 
to  the  advice  of  his  friends,  and  prudently  gave 
it  up.  As  Mr.  Footc  was  never  a  capital  aJilor 
in  the  plays  of  others,  his  fatary  of  courfe  could 
not  be  equal  to  his  gay  and  extravagant  mode  of 
living:  he  at  lafl  contrafled  fo  many  debts,  that 
he  was  obliged  to  take  refuge  in  the  verge  of  the 
court,  to  fecure  himfelf  from  the  refentment  of 
his  creditors. 

A  very  laughable  ftratagem  at  length  relieved 
him  from  his  neceffiiies.     Sir  Francis  Delaval 
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had  long  been  his  intimate  friend,  and  had  dif- 
fipated  his  fortune  by  fimilar  extravagance.  A 
rich  lady,  an  intimate  acquainunce  dfFoote,  was 
fortunately  at  that  time  bent  upon  a  matrimonial 
fcheme.  Foote  ftrongly  recommended  to  her  to 
confult,  on  this  momentous  affair,  the  conjuror  in 
the  Old  Bailey,  whom  he  reprefented  as  a  man 
of  furiprflng  (kill  and  penetration.  He  employed 
an  acquaintance  of  his  own  to  perfonate  the  con* 
juror,  who  depi3ed  Sir  Francis  Delaval  at  full 
length,  defcribed  the  time  when,  the  place  where, 
and  the  drefs  in  which  fhe  fhould  fee  him.  The 
lady  was  fo  ftruck  with  the  coincidence  of  every 
circumftance,  that  flie  married  the  knight  in  a 
few  days  after.  For  this  fervice  Sir  Francis 
fettled  an  annuity  upon  Foote,  which  enabled 
him  once  more  to  appear  upon  the  bufy  flage 
of  life. 

Mr.  Foote  now  aFTuming  the  double  chara£lcr 
of  author  and  performer,  in  1747  opened  his 
Little  Theatre  in  the  Haymarket,  with  a  dra< 
malic  piece  of  his  own  writing,  called  TheDiver- 
fiom  of  the  Morning.  This  piece  confided  of 
nothing  more  than  the  inirodudion  of  fcveral 
well-known  charaders  in  real  life,  whofe  man- 
ner of  converfarion  and  exprelBun  our  author 
had  very  happily  hit  off"  in  the  diClion  of  his 
drama,  and  Hill  more  happily  reprefented  on  the 
ft  age. 
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flage,  by  an  cxa£t  and  mod  amazing  imitation, 
not  only  of  the  manner  and  tone  of  voice,but  even 
of  the  very  perfons,  wliom  he  intended  to  take  off. 
Among  thefe  characters  there  was  in  particular  a 
certain  phyfician,  who  was  much  better  known 
from  the  oddity  and  fingutarity  of  his  appear- 
ance and  converfation,  than  from  his  eminence 
in  the  praflice  of  his  profeffion.  The  celebrated 
Chevalier  Taylor,  the  oculift,  who  was  at  that 
time  in  the  height  of  his  vogue  and  popularity, 
was  alfo  another  obje£l,  and  indeed  defervedly 
fo,  of  Mr.  Foote's  mimicry  and  ridicule.  In 
the  latter  part  of  this  piece,  under  the  charader 
of  a  theatrical  diredor,  our  author  took  off,  with 
great  humour  and  accuracy,  the  feveral  ftiles  of 
zBing  of  every  principal  performer  on  the  £ng- 
liOi  aage. 

Among  thofe  players,  with  whom  Mr.  Footc 
made  free,  was  the  facetious  Harry  Woodward, 
who  returned  the  compliment  in  a  little  piece, 
called  Tit  for  Tat,  of  which  the  following  was 
the  beginning: 

"  Call'd  forth  to  battle,  fee  poor  I  ;ippear, 
"  'to  try  one  fall  with  thit  fam'd  auClioneer." 

In  the  very  fame  piece  Mr.  Woodward,  in  the 
t  baraflcr  of  Foote,  fays, 

"  But  when  I  play'd  Othello,  thoufands  fwote 
**  They  never  ixn  fmb  tragtij  before." 

Thr 
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The  DiverlionsoftheMorningatBrft  met  with 
fonie  little  oppofition  from  the  civil  magiftrates 
of  Weflminfter,  under  the  fanflion  of  the  a.Et 
of  parliament  for  limiting  the  number  of  play- 
houfes ;  but  our  author  being  pattonifed  by  many 
of  the  principal  nobility  and  gentry,  the  oppofi- 
tion was  over-ruled ;  and,  after  altering  the 
title  to  that  of  Giving  Tea,  he  proceeded  without 
farther  moleftation,  reprefenting  it  through  a 
run  of  upwards  of  forty  mornings  to  crowded 
and  fplendid  audiences. 

The  enfuing  feafon  he  produced  aiiotljcr  piece 
of  the  fame  kind,  which  he  called  An  Ai:Hif.n  of 
Pillures.  In  this  he  introduced  new  and  popu- 
lar charaflers,  all  well  known,  particularly  Sir 
Thomas  de  Veil,  then  the  attingjuftice  of  peace 
for  Wellmiiifter  ;  alfo  Mr.  Cock,  the  celebrated 
auflionecr,  and  the  equally  famous  orator  Hen- 
ley. This  piece  was  alfo  well  received  by  the 
public. 

Notwithflanding  the  favourable  reception  thefe 
pieces  met  with,  they  have  never  ycl  appeared 
in  print,  nor  would  they  perhaps  give  any  great 
pleafure  in  the  penifai ;  for,  confiding  princi- 
pally of  charaflers,  whofe  peculiar  tingulariiies 
could  never  be  perfeflly  rcprefcntcd  in  black 
and  white,  they  might  probably  appear  flat  and 
inGpid,  when  divcftcd  of  tlic  ftrong  colourings 
'vhicb 
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which  Mr.  Foote  bad  given  them  in  his  perfo 
nal  reprefentattons.  It  may  not  be  improper 
here  to  obferve.  that  he  himfelf  reprefented  all 
the  principal  charafters  in  each  piece,  which 
ftood  in  need  of  his  mimic  powers  to  execute, 
fliifiing  from  one  to  the  other  with  all  the  dex- 
terity of  a  Proteus,  to  the  wonder  and  aftonifh* 
ment  of  his  genteel  and  numerous  auditors. 

However,  he  now  proceeded  to  write  pieces 
with  more  dramatic  accuracy  and  regularity^ 
bis  Knighti  being  the  produce  of  an  enfuing 
fealbn;  yet  in  this  alfo,  though  his  plot  and 
chara£ler$  feemed  lefs  immediately  perfonal,  tt 
was  apparent,  that  he  kept  fome  particular  real 
perfonages  Arongly  in  his  eye  in  the  perform- 
ance, and  the  town  took  on  themfelves  to  fix 
them  where  the  rcfemblance  appeared  to  be  the 
moft  ftriking. 

Mr.  Foote  continued  from  time  to  time  to 
entertain  the  public,  by  feleSing  for  their  ufe 
fuch  charaflcrs,  as  well  general  as  individual, 
as  feemed  mofi  likely  to  contribute  to  the  ex- 
citing our  lauglucr,  and  beft  anfwer  the  princi- 
pal end  of  dramatic  writings  of  the  comic  kind, 
fuch  as  relax  the  mind  from  (he  fatigue  of  bufi- 
nefs  or  anxiety. 

The 
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The  foHowjng  is  a  catalogue  of  his  perform- 
ances. 

1.  Tafie,  a  comedy  of  two  aEb,  aCted  at 
Drury-Lane,  8vo.  1758.  This  piece  and  its 
profits  were  given  by  its  author  to  Mr.  Worfdale 
the  painter,  who  a3ed  the  part  of  Lady  Pen- 
tveazle  in  it  with  great  applaufe.  The  general 
intention  of  it  is,  to  point  out  the  numerous  im- 
poGtions  that  perfons  of  fortune  and  fafhion 
daily  fufTer  in  the  purfuit  of  what  is  called  tafie, 
or  a  love  of  Vertii,  from  the  tricks  and  confede- 
racies of  painters,  au£lioneers,  medal  dealers, 
&c.  and  to  Ihew  the  abfurdity  of  placing  an 
tneflimable  value  on,  and  giving  immenfc  prices 
for  a  parcel  of  maimed  bufts,  erazed  piftures, 
and  inexplicable  coins,  only  becaufe  they  have 
the  mere  name  and  appearance  of  antiquity, 
while  the  more  perfeQ:  and  really  valuable  per- 
formances of  the  moft  capital  artiAs  of  our  own 
age  and  country,  if  known  to  be  fuch,  are  totally 
defpifed  and  negle3ed,  and  theartids  themfelves 
fufiered  to  pafs  through  life  unnoticed  and  dif- 
couraged.  Thcfe  points  our  author  has  in  this 
farce  fet  forth  in  a  ver)-  juft,  and  at  the  fame  time 
in  a  very  humorous  light ;  but  whether  the  gene- 
rality of  the  audience  did  not  relifh,  or  perhaps 
did  not  underfland  this  rcBned  fatire,  or  that, 
underAanding  it,  they  were  fo  wedded  to  the 
infatuation 
I         Coogic 
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infatuation  of  being  impofed  upon,  that  they 
were  unwilling  to  fubfcribe  to  the  jiiftice  of  it» 
arc  points  we  cannot  determine  ;  but  it  met 
with  fome  oppofuion  for  a  night  or  two,  and 
during  the  whole  run  of  it,  which  was  not  a 
long  one,  it  found  at  beft  but  a  cold  and  dif- 
taftcful  reception. 

2.  The  Englijhtnan  in  Paris,  a  comedy  of  tivo 
a£U,   8vo.  1753,  performed  at  Covent-Garden 
theatre.     This  piece  met  wilh  great  fuccefs;  its 
firft  appearance  was  for  Macklin's  benefit,  when 
that  performer  a£lcd  the  part   of  Buck,   and 
Mifs  Macklin   Lucinda,  which  fecmcd  written 
entirely  to  give  her  an  opportunity  of  difplay- 
ing  her  various  quaHfications  of  niufic,  finging, 
and  dancing,  in  all  wliich  llic  obtained  univerfat 
applaufc.      The  author  hlmfelf  afterward.';   re- 
peatedly performed  the  part  of  Buck  ;  yet  it  is 
difHcult  to  fay,  which  of  the  two  did  the  cha- 
racter  the   greateil  juflicc.     This  piece  fecms 
defigned  to  cxpofc  the  abfurdity  of  fending  our 
"outh  abroad,  to  catch  the  vices  and  follies  oi' 
;r  ncighouring  nations  ;    yet  there  is  fumcwliar 
an  inconnQciicy  in  the  portrait  of  the  Eiig- 
hman,     that   I'carcely    renders   the   execution 
fwcrai)le  to  the  intention.     This  httic  comedy 
IS  imagined  lo  be  a  hurlcfqucoii  M.  dc  Boifly's 
anfoii  a  Londrti.     On  a  comparifon,  however. 
tht-jc 
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there  do&  not  appear  to  be  the  flighteft  re- 
femblance. 

3.  The  Knights,  a  comedy  of  two  afls,  8vo. 
1754.  This  piece  made  its  firft  appearance  at 
the  Little  Theatre  in  the  riaymarket,  about  the 
year  1747,  and  at  that  time  terminated  with  a 
droll  concert  of  vocal  muGc  between  two  cats, 
in  burlefque  of  the  Italian  comic  operas.  As 
this,  however,  was  only  temporary,  the  author, 
10  adapt  it  more  properly  to  dramatic  tafte,  and 
render  it  a  more  perfeft  farce,  has  wound  up  a 
conclu5on  for  it,  which  however,  even  as  it  now 
Hands,  is  fcarcely  fo  conclufive  or  fo  natural  as 
it  could  be  wilhed ;  but  this  fault  is  amply  made 
amends  for  by  its  poCclfing,  in  the  highed  degree, 
a  much  more  effential  excellence  of  comedy, 
which  is  great  ftrength  of  charafter,  and  the  moft 
accurate  and  lively  colouring  of  nature.  His  two 
knights,  Sir  Penurious  Trifle,  and  Sir  Gregory  Ga- 
zette, the  firft  of  which  has  the  ftrongefl  paffion  for 
perpetually  entertaining  his  friends  with  a  parcel 
of  ftale,  trite,  infiguificant  ftories,  and  the  latter, 
who  is  poflelTed  with  a  moft  infatiable  thirft  for 
news,  without  even  capacity  fufEclent  to  com- 
prehend the  full  meaning  of  the  moft  familiar 
paragraph  in  a  public  journal,  arc  very  ftrongly 
painted.  The  firft  of  them  received  additional 
life  from  the  admirable  execution  of  the  author 
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in  his  reprefentation  of  the  charafter,  in  which 
indeed  it  has  been  reported,  that  he  mimicked 
the  manners  of  a  certain  gentleman  In  the  weft 
of  England ;  and  the  other  feems  to  have  af- 
forded a  hint  to  Mr.  Murphy  in  his  Upholflercr, 
to  expatiate  ftill  more  largely  on  this  extravagant 
and  abfurd  kind  of  folly.  His  other  charaflers 
Tim  and  Mifs  Suck,  with  the  fcene  of  conrt- 
Diip  introduced  between  them,  though  not  ah- 
folutely  new  in  the  firft  conception,  yet  are 
managed  after  a  new  manner,  and  always  give 
great  entertainment  in  their  reprefentation.  It 
was  afterwards  a£ted  at  Drury-Lane. 

4.  The  Englijhman  nlumed  from  Paris,  a 
comedy  of  two  a£ts,  8vo.  1756.  AQed  at 
Coven t-Garden.  This  is  a  fequet  to  The  Engli/Ji- 
man  tn  Paris,  wherein  the  Englifhman,  who  be< 
fore  was  a  brute,  is  now  become  a  coxcomb ; 
from  being  abfurdly  averfe  to  every  thiay 
foreign,  be  is  grown  into  a  deieflation  of  everji' 
thing  domeftic;  and  rojcfts  the  very  woman, 
now  pofieffed  of  every  advantage,  whom  be  be- 
fore was  rufhing  headlong  into  marriage  with, 
when  dellitute  of  any.  This  piece  is  much 
more  dramatic  and  complete  than  the  other,  and 
lias  a  greater  variety  of  charaQers  in  it,  two 
more  efpecially.  Crab  and  Macruihen,  which 
are  Hnely  drawn;  but  the  circumilancc  of  the 
catallrophc 
c,..„z.dbvGooglc 
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catadropbe  being  brought  about  by  Lucinda'a 
pretending  to  have  pdifoned  Sir  John  Buck 
in  a  difli  of  tea,  is  taken  from  Mrs.  Centlivre's 

Artifice. 

5.  The  Author,  a  comedy  of  two  a£b,  8vo. 
1757.  Afted  at  Drury-Lane.  This  piece  was 
written  only  for  the  fake  of  affording  to  the 
writer  of  it  an  opportunity  of  exerting  his  talents 
ofmimickry,  at  the  expence  of  a  gentleman  of 
family  and  fortune,  Mr.  Aprice,  whofe  parti- 
cularities of  charafler,  although  entirety  tnof- 
fenflve,  were  rendered  the  butt  of  public  ridicule 
in  the  part  of  Cadwallader.  The  eager  fond- 
nefs  which  (he  world  ever  fliew  to  perfonat 
flander,  added  to  the  inimitable  humour  of  this 
writer  and  performer  in  the  reprefentation,  for 
fome  time,  brought  crowded  houfes  to  it;  till  at 
length  the  refemblance  appearing  too  flrong,  and 
the  ridicule  too  pungent,  not  to  be  fecn  and 
felt  by  the  gentleman  thus  pointed  out,  occa- 
floned  an  application  for  the  fuppreflion  of  the 
piece,  which  was  therefore  forbidden  to  be  any 
more  performed. 

6.  The  Diverfioni  of  the  Morning,  a  farce, 
aiHed  at  Drury-Lane  in  1768,  but  not  printed. 
This  was  partly  compiled  from  Tafie  and  Mr. 
Wliitehead's  latal  Conjtancy. 
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7.  The  Minor,  a  comedy  of  ihice  afls,  8vo. 
1760.  This  piece  was  firll  reprefented  in  the 
fummer  feafon,  at  the  Little  Theatre  in  the 
Haymarket ;  and  though  it  was  performed  by  an 
entirely  young,  and  unexperienced  company, 
it  brought  full  boufes  for  tbirty-eight  nights  in 
that  time  of  the  year.  As  the  principal  merit 
of  all  our  anthor's  writings  confifts  in  the  draw- 
ing of  peculiar  charaflers  well  known  in  real  life, 
which  he  heightened  by  his  own  manner  of  per- 
fonating  the  originals  on  the  flage.  it  will  be 
neceffary  to  inform  pofterity,  that  in  the  cha- 
ra£lers  of  Mrs.  Cole  and  Mr.  Smirk,  the  author 
reprefented  thofe  of  the  celebrated  Mother 
Douglas,  and  Mr.  Langford,  the  auctioneer  ; 
and  that  in  the  concluGon,  or  rather  epilogue  to 
the  piece,  fpoken  by  Shift,  which  the  author 
performed  together  with  the  other  two  chara3ers, 
he  took  oft',  to  a  great  degree  of  exaSnefs,  the 
manner  and  even  perfon  of  that  noted  preacher, 
and  chief  of  the  Meihodifts,  Mr.  George  White- 
licld.  Indeed,  fo  happy  was  the  fuccefs  of  this 
piece,  in  one  refpe£t,  that  it  fcemed  more  effec- 
tually to  open  our  eyes,  thofe  of  the  populace 
elpccially,  in  regard  to  the  abfurdiiies  of  that  fet 
oF  ciiihufiads,  than  all  the  more  ferious  writings 
that  had  ever  been  publifhed  againft  them. 

8.  The 
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8,  TkeLyar,  a  comedy  of  three  aQs,  8vo.  1764. 
This  comedy  was  originally  intended  to  have 
been  performed  during  the  lummer  partnerfliip 
between  Mr.  Murphy  and  the  author ;  but  the 
run  of  thofe  pieces  they  had  before  brought  on, 
and  the  unexpeded  neceflity  of  playing  the 
Wiflies,  having  exhaufted  the  time  limitted  for 
their  reprefentation,  ihis  was  obliged  to  be  de- 
ferred till  the  enfuing  winter,  when  it  was  repre- 
fcnted,  for  the  firft  time,  at  the  theatre  in  Co- 
vent-Garden.  Its  fuccefs  was  very  indifferent; 
and  indeed  it  muft  be  confelfed,  that  it  was  in 
itfelf  far  from  equal  to  the  generality  of  our 
author's  works.  Though  there  were  here  and 
there  fome  ftrokes  of  humour  in  it,  which  were 
not  unworthy  of  their  author,  and  fome  few 
touches  of  temporary  falirc,  yet  the  charaQer 
of  the  Lyar  had  certainty  neither  native  origi- 
nality enough  in  it  to  pleafe  as  a  novelty,  nor 
additional  beauties  fufiicient  either  in  his  drefs 
or  demeanour,  to  excite  a  frelh  attention  to  him 
as  a  new  acquaintance.  In  Ihort,  on  the  whole, 
it  was  rather  tedious  and  unentertaining,  having 
neither  Enough  of  the  vu  comica  to  keep  up  the 
attention  of  an  audience  through  fo  many  afis 
as  a  farce,  nor  a  fufficiency  of  incident  and  fen- 
timenl  to  engage  their  hearts,  if  confidered 
under  the  denomination  of  a  comedy,  yet  it  has 
Coce  been  often  adcd  as  a  farce. 

Q.  Thf 
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9.  The  Orators,  a  comedy  of  three  afls,  8vo. 
J  762.  This  piece,  which  met  with  very  good 
fuccefs,  was  performed  at  the  Little  Theatre  in 
the  Haymarket,  in  the  middle  of  the  day,  during 
fomc  part  of  the  fummer  of  1762.  Our  author 
has  thrown  into  the  defign  of  this  piece  a  great 
variety  of  charaflers,  fome  of  which  have  been 
fuppofed  to  be  drawn  from  real  life,  particularly 
one  of  3  late  printer  of  Ireland,  who,  with  all 
the  difadvantages  of  age,  perfon,  and  addrefs, 
and  even  the  deficiency  of  a  leg,  was  perpetually 
giving  himfelf  airs  of  the  grcatell  importance, 
continually  repeating  flories  of  his  wit,  and  boaft- 
ing  of  being  a  favourite  of  the  fair  fe^t.  Such  a 
charafter  is  furely  a  genuine  obje£t  of  ridicule, 
and  the  Aage  feems  to  demand  it  as  a  facrifice  at 
the  fhrinc  of  common  fcnfe. 

10.  The  Mayor  of  Garrat,  a  comedy  of  two 
aQs,  performed  at  the  theatre  in  the  Haymarket 
in  1763,  and  printed  in  8vo.  in  1769.  In  this 
very  humorous  and  entertaining  piece,  the  cha- 
lafler  of  Major  Sturgeon,  a  city  militia  officer, 
is  entirely  new,  highly  wrought  up,  and  was 
performed  in  a  moft  capital  flile  by  Mr.  Footc 
himfelf. 

1 1 .  The  Patron,  a  comedy  of  three  a6ks  n- 
formed  at  the  Haymarket  in  1764.    The  h 
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borrowed  from  one  of  Marmontcl'i  Tales.  The 
charaSer  of  the  Patron,  faid  to  be  Lord  Mel- 
combe,  is  that  of  a  fuperficial  pretender  to  wit 
and  learning,  who,  being  a  man  of  fafhion  and 
fortune,  affords  his  countenance  and  proteSion 
to  a  fet  of  contemptible  writings,  for  the  fake  of 
the  incenfe  offered  by  them  to  hts  vanity.  Tbe 
charaflcr  of  a  mere  antiquarian,  a  favourite  ob- 
jed  of  ridicule  with  Mr.  Foote,  is  here  intro- 
duced with  great  pleafaniry,  Mr.  Ruft  having 
fallen  in  love  with  a  fine  young  lady,  becaufe  he 
thought  the  tip  of  her  ear  refembled  tbe  Princefs 
Popcea.  Sir  Peter  Pepperpol,  a  rich  Weft  India 
merchant,  comes  in  likewife,  with  his  account  of 
barbecues  and  turtle  feafts;  andamiferable  poet^ 
with  a  low  Moorfields  bookfeller,  ferve  to  com* 
plete  the  entertainment. 

13.  The  Comviiffary,  a  comedy,  afled  with 
great  fuccefs,  at  the  Haymarket  in  1 765.  Among 
other  real  charaflers  drawn  from  life,  the  late 
celebrated  Dr.  Arne  was  ridiculed  in  this  comedy. 

13.  Pre/iidc  on  opening  the  Theatre,  1767. 

1 4.  The  Devil  upon  two  Slicks,  a  comedy,  a£led 
at  the  Haymarket  in  1768,  printed  in  8vo.  in 
J778.  This  was  one  of  the  moft  fuccefsful  of 
our  author's  performances;  but  though  it  abounds 
with  wit,  humour,  and  fatire  of  the  moft  pleafant 
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and  inofFenfi%-e  kind,  yet  it  reems  lo  have  loll  its 
exiftence  with  its  parent. 

15.  The  Lame  Lover,  a  comedy,  a£led  at  the 
Haymarket  in  1770.  Though  this  piece  was  by 
no  means  inferior  to  any  other  of  his  writing, 
yet  it  did  not  meet  with  the  deferved  fuccefs. 
Sir  Luke  Limp,  the  Serjeant,  and  his  Ton,  are 
admirably  drawn  charaders. 

16.  The  Maid  0/ Bath,  a  comedy,  afled  at  the 
Haymarket  in  1771,  and  printed  in  8vo.  in  1778. 
The  ground-work  of  this  very  interefting  per- 
formance is  taken  from  a  tranfaElion  which 
happened  at  Bath,  in  which  a  pcrfon  of  for- 
tune was  faid  to  have  treated  a  young  lady 
celebrated  for  her  mufical  talents  in  a  very  un- 
generous manner.  The  delinquent  is  here  held 
up  to  ridicule  under  the  name  of  Hiiit,  and  it 
will  be  dKHcuIt  to  point  out  a  chara8er  drawn 
with  more  truth  and  accuracy  than  this,  efpe- 
cially  in  the  fccond  a£l.  The  parts  of  Lady  Ca- 
therine Coldftream,  Sir  ChriftopherCripple,  and 
Billy  Button,  are  all  highly  finilhed,  and  render 
this  piece  one  of  the  moft  pleafing  of  all  our 
author  wrote. 

17.  The  Nabob,  a  comedy,  afled  at  the  Hay- 
market in  1772,  and  printed  in  8vo.  in  1778. 
This  piece  is  a  fevere  fatire  on  the  greater  part 

of 
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oF  thofe  gentlemen  who  have  acquired  wealth  in 
the  Eafl  Indies.  At  the  time  this  play  was  pro- 
duced, a  general  odium  had  been  excited  againft 
the  members  of  the  Eall  India  company,  which 
was  kept  alive  by  every  art  that  virulence  and 
party  could  Tuggeft.  Mr.  Foote,  ever  attentive 
to  avail  himfiflf  of  popular  rubje6ls,  feized  the 
prefent  occaCon  to  entertain  the  town  at  the  ex- 
expence  of  fome  individuals.  The  chara6ter  of 
Sir  Matihcw  Mite  was  intended  for  a  gentleman 
who  bad  rifen  from  the  low  fituation  of  a  cheefe- 
monger. 

1 8.  Piety  in  Paitens,  a  farce,  aScd  at  the  theatre 
in  the  Haymarket  in  1773  ;  but  never  printed. 

19.  The  Bankrupt,  a3ed  at  the  Haymarket  in 
1776.  This  piece,  like  moft  others  written  by 
our  author,  contains  little  elfe  than  detached 
fccnes  without  any  plot.  It  exhibits,  however, 
fome  ftrong  delineations  of  cbaradcr,  and  is  by 
no  means  a  bad  performance. 

20.  The  Cozeners,  a  comedy  of  three  afls,  afted 
at  the  Haymarket  in  1774,  and  printed  in  8vo. 
in  1778.  The  charafler  of  Simony  in  this  piece 
was  defigned  as  a  vehicle  for  fatire  on  the  late 
Dr.  Dodd.  It  may  be  obferved,  as  fome  apology 
for  our  author's  ftage  ridicule,  that   he  rarely 
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/ 
pointed  it  at  any  perfons  who  met  with  public 
refpc£l,  or  dcferved  to  meet  with  it. 

a  1 .  The  Capuchin,  a  comedy,  a^ed  at  the  Hay- 
market  in  1776,  and  printed  in  8vo.  in  1778. 

28.  A  Trip  to  Calais,  a  comedy,  intended  for 
reprefentation  in  1776,  at  the  Haymarket;  but 
containing  a  chara£1cr  dcHgned  for  a  lady  of 
quality,  fhe  had  intercft  enough  to  prevent  its 
obtaining  a  licence. 

Mr.  Foote,  after  having  written  thcfe  pieces, 
fuffered  his  name  to  be  put  to  a  work,  entitled, 
The  Comic  Theatre,  in  five  volumes,  ismo. 
being  a  tranflation  of  a  number  of  French  co- 
medies. Of  thefe,  however,  we  are  affured,  the 
firft  only,  The  Young  Hypocrite,  is  to  be  at- 
tributed to  him. 

All  Mr.  Footc's  works  are  to  be  ranked  only 
among  the  petiUs  pieces  of  the  theatre.  In  the 
execution  ihey  are  fomewhat  loofe,  negligent, 
and  unBnifhed ;  the  plans  are  often  irregular, 
and  the  cataftrophes  not  always  conclufive  ;  but, 
with  all  thefe  deficiencies,  they  contain  more 
ftrengih  of  charafler,  more  ftrokcs  of  keen  fatire, 
and  more  touches  of  temporary  humour,  than 
are  to  be  found  in  the  writings  of  any  other  mo- 
dern (jramatill.     Even  the  language  fpoken  by 
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his  charaders,  incorre£t  as  it  may  fometimes 
appear,  will,  on  a  clofe  examination,  be  found 
entirely  dramatical,  as  it  abounds  with  tliofe 
natural  minutije  of  expreffion,  which  frequently 
form  (he  very  bafis  of  charafler,  and  which  ren< 
der  it  the  true.:  mirror  of  the  converfation  of  the 
times  in  which  he  wrote  and  publifbed  them. 

Being  on  a  par.y  of  pleafure,  in  the  year  1 766, 
with  the  late  D.ike  of  York,  Lord  Mexborough, 
and  Sir  i  rancis  Delaval,  Mr.  Foote  had  the  mif- 
fortune  to  hre<ik  his  leg,  by  a  fall  from  his  horfe. 
in  confequence  of  which  he  was  obliged  to  un- 
dergo an  amputation.  This  aceident.fo  fenGbly 
affeded  the  Duke,  that  he  made  a  point 
of  obtaining  for  Mr.  Foote  a  patent  for  life, 
whereby  he  was  allowed  to  perform,  at  the  Little 
Theatre  in  the  Haymarket,  from  the  15th  of 
May  to  the  15th  of  September  every  year. 

Our  author  now  became  a  greater  favourite 
of  the  town  than  ever ;  his  very  laughable  pieces, 
with  his  more  laughable  performances,  conftantly 
filled  his  houfe,  and  his  receipts  were  feme  fea- 
fons  almoft  incredible.  Parfimony  was  never  a 
vice  to  be  afcribed  to  Mr.  Foote;  his  hofpitality 
and  generofity  were  ever  coBTpicuous;  he  was 
vifited  by  the  firfl,  nobility,  and  he  was  fome- 
times bonoured  even  by  royal  guefts. 

In 
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In  1766,  the  Duchefs  of  K ,  who  had 

long  been  a  general  topic  of  converfatinn,  our 
wit  thought  would  furniOi  a  good  fubjefl  for  a 
three-a£l  piece;  he  fet  about  it,  and  during  the 
time  of  vrritJDg  it,  often  mentioned  it  to  his 
friends,  to  fome  of  whom  he  read  the  chaar£ler 
of  Lady  Kitty  Crocodile,  which  was  intended  for 
her  grace.  We  are  told,  that  the  fatire  was 
highly  reafoned,  and  the  play  one  of  the  bell  he 
ever  wrote.  Herg-^ce  hearing  of  her  being  in- 
tended as  a  principal  chara8er  in  Fooie's  piece 
preparing  for  reprefentation,  applied  by  her 
friends  to  the  Lord  Chamberlain  ;  and  when  the 
play  came  before  his  lordQiip  for  his  approba- 
tion, it  was  critically  fcanned,  and  a  permillion 
refufed.  Mr.  Foote,  however,  certain  that  no 
objciSion  could  be  laid  to  it  on  her  grace's  pan, 
fent  her  the  manafcript  to  read  ;  but  (he  was  in- 
exorable. Upon  this,  a  paper  war  commenced 
between  her  grace  and  the  wit,  to  the  no  fmall 
entertainment  of  the  town. 

The  attack  made  upon  his  charaflerby  one  of 
his  domeflics,  whom  he  had  difmifTed  for  his 
mifbehaviour,  is  too  well  known  to  need  being 
mentioned  here.  It  maybe  fufiicienttofay  he  was 
honourably  actjuiited  of  that  charge.  U  is,  how- 
ever,  believed  by  fome,  that  the  Ihock  he  re- 
ceived from  it  accelerated  his  death,  particularly 
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the  very  a8ive  pan  the  agents  of  a  certain  du- 
chefs  took  in  that  criminal  profecution.  It  is 
more  probable,  that  his  natural  volatility  of 
fpirits  would  fupport  him  againft  all  impreflions 
from  attacks  of  that  nature. 

Our  author,  finding  his  health  decline,  en- 
tered  into  an  agreement  with  Mr.  Colman  for 
his  patent  of  the  theatre,  according  to  which  he 
was  to  receive  from  that  gentleman  1600I.  per 
annum,  befides  a  ftipulated  fum  whenever  he 
chofc  to  perform.  Mr.  Foote,  afterwards  made  his 
appearance  in  two  or  three  of  his  moft  admired 
characters ;  but  being  fuddenly  feized  with  a  pa- 
ralytic llroke  one  night  whilll  upon  the  ftage,  he 
was  compelled  to  retire,  and  from  that  time  the 
public  loft  their  juftly-admired  Ariftophanes. 
He  was  advifed  to  bathe,  and  accordingly  went 
down  to  Brighthelmftone,  where  he  feemed  to 
recover  bis  former  health  and  fpirits. 

A  few  weeks  before  his  death  he  returned  to 
London;  but,  with  the  advice  of  his  phyficians, 
fet  out  with  an  intention  to  fpend  the  winter 
at  Paris,  and  In  the  fouth  of  France.  He  had 
got  no  farther  than  Dover,  when  he  was  fuddenly 
attacked  by  another  Aroke  of  the  palfy,  which 
in  a  few  hours  terminated  bis  exiftence.  He  died 
on  the  sift  of  OQobcr,  1777,  about  the  56th 
year 
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year  of  bii  age,  and  was  privately  interred  in  the 
cloiflers  of  Weftminfler-abbey.  He  left  a  natu- 
ral fon,  a  minor,  to  whom  he  bequeathed  moft 
of  his  fortune. 

We  have  very  good  authority  for  faying,  that 
the  day  on  which  Mr.  Foote  fet  out  for  Dover, 
about  an  hour  before  he  went  into  his  chaife, 
he  walked  into  every  room  in  his  houfe,  and  ex- 
amined, with  an  accuracy  not  ufual  to  hin, 
every  article  of  furniture  he  had,  but  more  par- 
ticularly his  pi3ures,  of  which  he  had  a  large  and 
elegant  colle^ion.  When  he  came  to  the  por- 
trait of  Wefton,  he  made  a  full  Hop,  as  if  by 
fomc  fecret  impulfe,  and  rivetted  his  eyes  upon 
the  countenance  of  his  old  acquaintance  for 
above  ten  minutes,  without  uttering  a  fyllable* 
Then  turning  away,  with  a  tear  in  bis  eye,  he 
exclaimed,  "  Poor  Wefton."  But  the  words  had 
fcarce  dropped  from  his  lips,  when,  with  a  tone 
as  it  were  of  reproach  for  his  fceming  fecurity, 
he  repeated,  "  Poor  Weflon  !  It  will  be  very 
"  fliorily.  Poor  Foote,  or  the  intelligence  of 
*'  my  fpirits  deceive  me  !" 

As  a  private  man,  Mr.  Foote  was  fincere,  ge- 
nerous,  and  humane.     As  no  man  ever  contri- 
buted more  to  the  entertainment  of  the  public, 
fo  no  man  oftencr  made  the  minds  of  his  com- 
panions 
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panioos  expand  with  mirth  and  good  humour ; 
and,  in  the  company  of  men  oF  high  rank  and 
fuperior  roitune,  who  courted  his  acquaintance, 
he  always  preferved  an  eafy  and  noble  indepen- 
dency. That  he  had  his  foibles  and  caprices, 
no  one  wilt  pretend  to  deny;  but  they  were 
amply  counterbalanced  by  his  merit  and  abilities, 
which  will  tranfmit  his  name  to  pofterity  with 
diftinguiftied  reputation. 

There  are  in  print  many  fmart  fayings  and 
repartees  attributed  to  Mr.  Foole ;  but,  as  we 
cannot  vouch  for  their  authority,  we  flialt  not 
infert  them  here.  The  two  following  lines  are 
among  the  verfes  that  have  been  written  on  his 
death  : 

FooTi  from  hit  earthly  Aage,  alas!  isborl'd; 
Death  Uci  him  cff,  who  noi  s^  all  the  world. 
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TASTE 

A 

COMEDY 

IN  TWO   ACTSi 

FKKFOBUED  ATTHK 

THEATRE  ROYAL,  DRURY-LANE: 

WKITTtM    BY    THI   LATE 

SAMUEL    FOOTE,    Efi. 


Be  rich  in  ancient  Brafs,  tbo  not  in  Gold, 
And  keep  hi*  Larei,  tho'  his  Houfe  be  fold} 
To  heedtefi  Phoebe  hii  fair  Bride  poltpone. 
Honour  a  Sjriaii  Prince  above  liif  own; 
Lord  of  an  Otho,  if  I  vouch  it  true* 
Bled  in  one  Niger,  till  he  knows  ol  two. 


t-OPES's  DUHClAD. 


LONDON; 

Printed  for  W.  Lowndes,  J.  Bakkek  and  H.Lowkde*. 

1799. 
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T  O 


Francis  Delaval^    Efq. 


S  I  R. 

WHEN  I  conlider  (he  long  Intimacy 
that  has  Tublifted  betwixt  us,  the  ob- 
ligations I  owe  to  your  generous,  dif- 
interefted  Friendihtp,  and  the  Protection  and 
Encouagemsnt  I  received  both  from  you  and 
your  Brother,  when  NecelGty  tided  me  in  the 
Service  of  the  Public ;  there  is  no  Man  to 
whom  with  equal  Propriety  and  Pleafure  I  can 
addrefs  the  following  Work.  It  would  be  pay- 
ing a  bad  Compliment  to  the  Town,  where  I 
to  trouble  you  with  an  Apology  for  the  in- 
con  fiderablenefs  of  the  preieni.  I  thought  it 
worthy  their  Attention,  and  confequently  not 
beneath  the  Accptance  of  my  Friend.  With 
the  Aid  of  a  Love-plot  I  could  have  fpun  out 
the  Piece  to  the  extent  of  Five  Afls  t  but  be 
fides  that  I  wanted  to  confine  the  Eye  to  the 
iingle  objed  of  my  Satire,  1  declare  myfelf  a 
Rebel 
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Rebel  to  this  univerfal  Tyrant,  who,  not  cort- 
tented  with  exciting  all  that  is  pitiful  or  terri-*. 
ble  in  human  Nature,  has  claimed  the  privi- 
lege of  occafioning  every  thing  that  is  ridicu- 
lous or  contemptible  in  it  j  and  thus,  from  the 
abjeft  Submiffion  of  our  dramatic  PoetSt  is  both 
tragedy  and  Comedy  fubjcfted  to  the  Power  of 
Love.  It  may  be  thought  prefumptuous  in 
me  to  have  dignified  fo  ihort  a  Performance 
with  the  Name  of  a  Comedy  j  but  when  my 
Reafons  why  it  cannot  be  called  a  Farce  are 
coniidercd,  the  Critics  muft  indulge  me  with 
the  Ufc  of  that  Title  ;  at  leaft  till  they  can 
furnilh  me  with  a  better.  As  the  Follies  and 
Abfurdities  of  Men  are  the  fole  Objefts  of 
Comedy,  fo  the  Powers  of  the  Imagination 
(Plot  and  Incident  excepted)  are  in  this  Kind 
of  Writing  greatly  reftrained.  No  unnatural 
AlTemblages,  no  Creatures  of  the  Fancy,  can 
procure  the  Prote^on  of  the  Comic  Mufe  j 
Men  and  Things  mull  appear  as  they  are. 
It  is  employed  either  in  debafing  lofty  Sub- 
jects, or  in  railing  humble  Ones.  Of  the  two 
Kinds  we  have  Examples  in  the  Tom  Thumb  of 
Mr.  F — ,  and  a  Traveftie  of  the  XJhJei, 
where  Penelope  keeps  an  Ale-houfe,  Telema- 
chut  is  a  Tapller,  and  the  HerQe  a  Recruiting 
Serjeant.  In  both  thefe  Inilances  you  fee 
Nature  is  reverfed  j  but  as  I  flatter  myfelf  in 
the  following  Sheets  her  Steps  have  been  trod 
with 
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with  an  undeviating  Simplicity,  give  me  leave 
to  hope,  that  though  I  have  not  attained  the 
Bogota,  yet  I  have  reached  the  JaAernaria  of 
the  Romans.  I  once  intended  to  have  thrown 
into  this  Addrefs,  the  Contents  of  many  of  our 
Converfations  on  the  Subject  of  Com^^^;  for 
in  whatever  DiHipations  the  World  may  fup- 
pcfe  our  Days  to  have  been  confumed,  many, 
many  Hours  have  been  confecrated  to  other 
Subjects  than  generally  employ  the  Gay  and 
the  Giddy.  I  hope  the  prelent  Occafion  wilt 
demonftrate,  that  pleafure  has  not  been  always 
my  Purfuit ;  and  unlefs  I  am  greatly  miftaken, 
it  will  foon  be  difcovered,  that,  joined  to  the 
acknowledged  beft  Heart  in  the  World,  Mr. 
Delaval  has  a  Head  capable  of  direiSing  it. 
As  I  am  now  above  the  reach  of  common 
Obligations,  an  Acknowledgement  of  ihcfe 
Qualities,  in  the  Perfon  of  a  Man  who  has 
honoured  me  with  his  FnendOiip,  is  the  fole 
Caufe  of  the  Trouble  you  now  receive.  Long 
has  been  our  Union,  may  it  never  be  divided 
till  the  fatal  Stroke,  that  demolifhes  alt  fub- 
lunary  Connexions,  fliall  reach  One  of  us, 
which  One  will,  I  hope,  be 

Tour  obligeJy  and 

offeBionate  Servant, 

SAMUEL    FOOTE. 
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PREFACE. 

J  Was  alwayt  apprehenfive  that  the  SuBje^ 
■^  of  the  Jolhwing  Piece  was  too  abjiraBed 
and  fingular  for  the  Comprehenfion  of  a  mix'd 
jljfemiij.  juno»  Lucina.  Jupiter,  Tonans, 
PhiJias,  Praxiteles,  with  the  other  Gentlenun 
and  Ladiet  of  Antiquity f  were,  I  dare  fay,  ut* 
terly  unknown  to  my  very  good  Friends  ^f  the 
Gallery  i  nor,  tof^eak  the  ^ruth,  do  I  believe 
they  had  many  Acquaintances  in  the  other  Partt 
of  the  Houfe.  But  tba*  Ide/pair  of  gratifying 
the  Popalum  Tributim  of  the  Theatre,  vrf 
J  fatter  rr^felfthe  Primores  Populi  will  find  me 
no  difagreeable  Companion  in  toe  Clofet,  et  fatis 
magnum  Thcatrum  mihl  eftis. 

I  was  neither  prompted  by  a  lucrative,  nor 
an  ambitious  Motive  to  this  Undertaking.  My 
Defi^  was  tofirve  a  Man,  who  bad  ever  great 
Merit  with  his  Friends,  and  to  whom,  en  the 
Score  offomelate  Tranfa&ions,  I  think  the  Pub~ 
lie  vajliy  indebted.  7hat  my  good  Intentions 
for  Mr.  WoRSDALE  have  proved  fuccejf- 
ful,  is  entirely  owing  to  the  Generofity  and 
Humanity  of  the  Managers  of  Drury-Lane 
Theatre;  ihey  have  given  him  a  Benefit, 

and 
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and  arejointfy  entitled  to  ny  Tbanki  j  hut  as  to 
Mr,  GARRICK,  /  have  more perfonal  Ob- 
ligations*  I  take  this  Opportunity  of  ajitring 
bim^  that  I  fi:all  ever  retain  the  n^Jl  rratefui 
Remembrance  of  bit  Aff^a^e,  Affidmiyt  Md 
kind  Concerns^  at  the  Btrtb,  Pogrefi,  and  un- 
timefy  End  of  this  mf  lafi  andfamurite  off* 
^rins. 

Toe  OhjeSt  of  my  Satire  viere  Jitcb  as  I 
tbottgbt,  whether  they  vtere  confidered  m  a  mo- 
ral, apolitical,  or  a  ridiculous  Light,  tUferoed 
the  Notice  of  the  Comic  Mufi.  I  was  deter- 
mned  to  brand  tbofe  Goths  in  Science,  who  had 
frojlituted  the  ufeful  Stu^  of  Antiquity  to  tri- 
fing  fuperfcial  Purpofes ;  wba  had  blajled  the 
Frogrefs  of  the  elegant  Arts  amongfi  us,  by 
unpardonable  Frauds  artd  abfurd  Prejudices  i 
and  who  had  corrupted  the  Minds  and  Morals 
^  our  Toutb,  by  perfuading  tbem,  that  what 
onfy  Jerves  to  illujlrate  Literature  was  true 
learning,  and  a£tive  Jdlenejt  real  Bujmefs, 
How  far  this  End  has  been  obtained,  is  now,  in 
tbefoUoiafing  Sheets,  more  generally  fubmitted 
to  the  public* 


PROLOGUE. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Written  by  Mr.  G  A  R  R I C  K, 

And  fpokcn  hj  him  in  the  Charafter  of  an 

DEFOREth'sOurt,  I  Peter  Puft  appear, 
^^^Briton  iorn,  and  bred  an  Auctioneer  j 
Who  for  myfelf,  and  eke  a  hundred  others. 
My  ufeful^  honejit  learned  bawling  Brothers, 
With  much  Humility  and  Fear  implore  ye. 
To  lay  ourpre/ent  de/p'rate  Caje  before  ye. '-~ 
"Tisjaid  this  Ni^ht  a  certain  JVag  intends 
To  laugh  at  us,  our  Calling,  and  our  Friends: 
Jf  Lords  and  Ladies,  andjuch  dainty  Folks, 
Are  cur'd  of  AuElion-huntir.g  by  his  Jokes  ! 
Should  ibis  odd  Do&riue  Jpread  throughout  the 

Land, 
Before  you  boy,  be  fure  to  underftand. 
Oh  !  think  on  us  ivbat  various  Ills  willfionv. 
When  great  Ones  only  pur  chafe — what  the  know. 
Why  laugh  at  Taste?  It  is  a  harmhf  Fajhion, 
And  quite fubdues  each  detrimental  FaJ^m ; 
The  Fair  Ones  Hearts  will  ne'er  incline  toMan, 
While  thus  they  rage  for — -China  and  Japan. 
The  Virtuofo,  too,  and  Connoifleur» 
Are  ever  decent,  delicate,  and  pure  i 
Thejinallejl  Hair  their  looftrThoughts  might  hold^ 
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yi^  Iff  arm  wbenfingUt  and  teben  married  cold: 
^heir  Blood  at  Sight  of  Beauty  gently  jUws  j 
7belr  Venus  muft  be  e/</,  and  want  a  Nofe! 
J^o  anirousPaJJton  with  deep  Knowledge  tbrivet*, 
*^isthe  Complaint,  indeed,  of  all  our  Wives! 
7is  /aid  Virtu  tofuch  a  height  is  grown. 
All  Artifti  are  encourag'd-~^^*but  our  awn* 
Be  not  deceiv'd,  I  here  declare  on  Oath, 
I  never  yet  fold  Goods  of  ioTt\gXi  growth  : 
Ne'erJentCommi^onsoui  toGncceorKomci 
My  befl  Antiquities  are  made  at  Home. 
Tve  Romans,  Greeks,  Italians  near  at  hand. 
True  Britons.  aU—andlhing  in  the  Strand. 
J  ne'er  for  trinkets  rack  my  Pericranium t 
Tbeyfurnijh  out  my  Room  from  Herculaneum* 

But  hujh 

Should  it  be  known  that  EngliQi  are  emplvfd. 
Our  ManufaBure  is  at  once  defir<^'d ; 
No  matter  what  our  Countrymen  deferve^ 
*tbey'lltbrrue  as  Ancients,  hutas  Moderns  fiarve 
If  we  Jhouldfall — to  you  it  will  be  owing} 
Farewell  to  Arts — they're  goings  going,  going; 
7he  fatal  Hammer' t  in  your  Hand,  oh  Town/ 
Tbenfet  Us  up — and  knock  the  Poet  down* 


Drama^ 
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Dramatis     Perfbnae. 


OununCr 

Mr,  Palmer. 

Puff. 

Mr,  Yatee. 

BruOi; 

Mr.  Crofa. 

Nonce, 

Mr.  Blike. 

ZcrJ  Dapc. 

Mr.  Simla. 

jtUtrman  Pentweazle, 

Mr.  TaTwell. 

Cakb. 

Mr.  Coftolk). 

Bojr, 

Mafier  C«fa. 

tadf  Pentweazk, 

Mr.  Woridale. 
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TASTE. 


COMEDY. 


A  C  T    I. 

SCENE  I.    A  Panting  Room, 

Enter  Caruihb,  followed  hy  the  Boyi 


Carmine.  J_iAY  thcfe  Colours  in  the  Window, 
by  die  Pallec    Any  Vifitors  or  MeOiges  ? 

Bo^.  'Squire  Felltree  has  been  herci  atid  inllfts 
upon  Mils  Ratket's  Piifbures  beii^  immediateljr 
finilh'd,  and  cany*d  Home— —As  to  his  Wife  aiid 
Children,  he  fays,  you  may  take  your  own  Time. 

G»m.     Well 

Bey,    Here  has  been  a  Mellage-too,  from  my 

Ladjr  Pen I  can't  remember  her  Name,  buc 

'tis  upon  the  Slate.  She  derires  to  know  if  you 
will  be  at  Home  about  Noon. 

Carm.    Fetch  it.  (£x//.  Boy, 

Was  the  Whole  of  our  Profeflion  confined  to  the 
mere  Bufinefs  of  it,  the  Employment  would  be 
pkafiog  as  well  as  profitable  i  buc  as  matters  are 

now 
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now  tnanaged,  the  Art  is  the  laft  Thing  to  be  re* 

tarded.  Family  Conne£lions,  private  Rrcommen' 
ations,  and  an  cafy,  genteel  Method  of  Flattering, 
it  to  fupply  the  Delicacy  of  a  Guidot  the  colouring 
ofa  Rubenst  and  the  Defign  of  a  Rapbatl — all  their 
Qualities  centring  in  one  Man>  without  the  firft 
Requifites,  would  be  ufclefs)  and  with  thefc,  ona 
of  diem  is  neceflary. 

Enter  Boy  wilb  the  Slate. 

Carm.     Let's  fee Oh  !  Lady  Pentweazfl 

from  Bleiobladdtr-JIreel Admit  her   by  all 

Means ;  and  if  Puff  or  Farnijb  Ihould  come,  I  am 
at  home.  {Exit  Boy. 

Lady  Penttotazel!  ha!  ha  I  Now  here's  a  Proof 
that  Avarice  is  not  the  only,  or  laft  Paflion  old 

Age  is  fubjeft  to this  fuperannuated  Beldame 

gapes  for  Flattery,  like  a  Nelt  of  unfledged  Crows 
for  Food;  and  wich  them>  too,  gulps  down  every 
Thing  that's  offcr'd  her — no  Matter  how  coarft  ; 
welt,  the  Ihall  be  fed  j  I'll  make  her  my  introdec- 
(Ory  K^y  to  the  whole  Bench  of  Aldtrmin, 

Enter  Boy  'witb  Puff. 

Boy.    Mr.  Puff,  Sir. 

Catm.  Let  us  be  private.   What  have  you  there? 

Puff.  Two  of  RetHkrandt*i  Etching  by  S<rafe» 
In  May's  Buildings ;  a  paltry  Affair,  a  Poor  Ten 
Guinea  Job;  however,  a  fmalt  game— you  knew 
Ac  Proverb— —What  became  of  you  Ycftcrday  ? 

Cernr.  I  was  dcr^  ined  by  Sir  Pcfitive  Buhiie. 
How  went  the  Pictures  ?  The  Guido,  what  did 
lliat  fetch? 

Puff, 
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Fi^.    Out  Hundred  and  Thirty. 

Carm.  Hum  I  Four  Guineas  the  Frame,  Three 
the  Punting  i  then  we  divide  juft  One  Hundred 
ud  Twenty  three. 

Puf.    Hold not  altogether  To  fitft— — /^ar- 

nip  had  Two  Pieces  for  bidding  againft  Squander t 
and  Brujb  Five  for  bringing  Sir  Tawdry  'trifle. 

Carm.  Mighty  wellj  look  ye,  Mr,  Puff,  if 
thefe  people  are  eternally  quarter'd  upon  usj  1  de- 
clare off,  Sirj  they  eat  up  the  Profit.     There's 

thatdamn'd  Brujh but  you'll  find  him  out.    I 

have  upon  his  old  Flan  given  htm  Copies  of  all 
the  Work  I  executed  upon  his  Recommendation  j 
and  what  was  the  Confequence  ?  He  clandeftinely 
fold  ^e  Copies,  and  1  have  all  the  Originals  in  my 
Lumber-Room. 

Puff,  Come>  come,  Camine,  you  are  no  great 
Lofer  by  that.  Ah !  that  Lumber-Room !  that 
LumbcTkRoom  out  of  repair,  is  the  beft  condition- 
ed Eftate  in  the  County  of  Middle/ex.  Why  now 
there's  your  Sufannab  j  it  could  not  have  produced 
you  above  Twenty  at  moft,  and  by  the  Addicion  of 
your  Lumber-Room  Dirt,  and  the  falutary  Appli- 
cation of  the  Spaltam  Pot,  it  became  a  Guidot 
worth  a  Hundred  and  Thirty  Pounds;  befides,  in 
all  Traffic  of  this  Kind,  there  mud  be  Combina- 
tions.- yarnijh  and  Brujh  are  our  Jackalls,  and  it  is 
but  fair  they  ftiould  partake  of  the  Prey.  Courage, 
my  Bo)' !  never  ^ar !  Praife  be  to  Folly  and 
FaQiion,  there  arc,  in  this  Town,  J>upes  enough 
xa  gratify  the  Avarice  of  us  all. 

Carm.  Mr.  Puff,  you  are  ignorant  and  Scurri- 
lous, and  very  impertinent  Mr.  Puff;  and  Mr.  Puff, 
I  have  a  flrange  Mind  to  leave  you  to  yourfclves, 

%nd 
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tad  then  fee  what  s  Hand  you  would  make  of  it — 
Sir,  if  I  do  now  and  then  add  fome  Tinfts  of  An- 
tiquity to  my  Piftures,  I  do  it  in  Condefcenfion  K» 
thcFoible  of  the  World:  for.  Sir,  Age,  Age,  Sir, 
is  all  my  Piflures  want  to  render  'em  as  good  Pieces 
as  the  Mafters  from  whom  they  arc  taken  j  and  let 
me  tell  you  Sir,  he  that  took  my  Sufannab  for  a 
Cmde^  gave  no  mighty  Prooft  of  hu  Ignorance, 
Mr.  Puff. 

Pifff.  Why,  diou  Poft-painter,  thou  Dauber, 
rfrau  execrable  White-waOier,  thou — Sirrah,  have 
you  fo  foon  forgot  the  wretched  State  ftom  whence 
I  dragg'd  you.  The  firft  Time  I  fet  eyes  on  you, 
Rafcall  what  was  your  Occupation  then  ?  Scrib- 
bliogi  in  fcarce  legible  Letters,  Coflce,  Tea,  and 
ChocolaK  on  a  Bawdy-houfe  Window  in  Giwdman't 

Carm.  The  Meanncis  of  my  Original  demon- 
flrates  the  greatnefs  of  my  Genius. 

PuJ.  Genius !  Here's  a  Dog.  Pray,  how  high 
did  your  Genius  foar  ?  To  the  daubing  diaboli^ 
Angels  for  Alehoufes,  Dogs  with  Chains  for  Tan- 
ner's Yards,  Rounds  of  Beef  and  roallcd  Pigs  for 
Porridge  Ifland. 

Carm.     Hanibal  Seratcbi  did  the  feme. 

Puff.  From  that  contemptible  State  did  not  I 
rufe  you  to  the  Cat  and  Fiddle  in  Petliteat-lmti  the 
Gto/e  and  Gridiron  in  Paul's  Cburcb-yard%  the  firft 
five  Tlungs  you  ever  drew.  Dog  ? 

CoTM,  Pox  take  your  Memory,  Well,  hvt, 
Mr.  Puff—you  are  fo — 

Puff.  Nor  did  I  quit  you  then :  Who  Sirrah,  re- 
commended you  to  Prim  Stiff,  the  Mercer  upon  Lud- 
ratt'biUi  ham  came  you  to  paint  the  ^eu  diere? 
(Loud  KM9cks  at  tbt  Dtor, 
Can*. 
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Cam.  Mr.  Puf,  for  Heaven's  £ke !  dear  Sir, 
you  are  fo  warm,  we  fliall  be  blown  ■  — 

Enttr  Boy. 

Bty.    Sir,  my  Lady  Pen 

Carm.    Send  her  to  the — Sbow  her  up  Stairs. 

T>cn  Pu0 

Puff.  XDhl  Sir,  I  can  be  calm;  I  only  wanted  ta 

kt  you  &e  I  had  not  forgot,  though  perhaps  you  may. 
Carm.    Sir,  you  arc  very  obli^ng.     Well,  but 

now  as  all  is  over,  if  you  will  retreat  a  fmall  Time 

—Lady  Ptntweezel  fits  for  her  Pidure,  and  Ihe's— 
Pir^i  I  have  fome  Bufincfs  at  next  Doorj   I 

Aippofe  in  half  an  Hour's  Time ■ 

Cam.    I  ihall  be  at  Leifure.     Dear  Puff- 
Puff.    Dear  Carmine (Exit  Puff. 

Carm,  Son  of  a  Whore— —Boy,  (hew  the  Lady 

-lip  Suirs. 

Enter  Lady  Pentweazel. 

La^.  Fine  Pieces! — very  likely  Pieces!  and, 
todecd,  all  alike.  Hum!  Lady  Fuffntk — and,  hal 
ha !  ha !  Lady  Clumftead,  by  all  that's  ugly — Pray 
now,  Mr.  Carmine,  how  do  you  Limners  contrive 
CO  overlook  the  Uglincfs,  and  prcfcrve  the  Ukenefs  i 

Carm.  The  Art,'Madam,  may  be  convey'd  in 
two  words  i  where  nature  has  been  fcvere,  we  foften  j 
where  flic  has  been  kind,  we  aggravate. 

Ladif.  Very  ingenusy  and  very  kind,  truly.  Well, 
good  Sir,  I  bring  you  a  Subje^  that  will  demand 
the  whole  of  the  firft  Part  of  your  Skill  j  and  if 
you  arc  at  Leifure,  you  may  begin  diredly. 

Carm, 
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Carm.  Your  Ladjlhip  is  here  a  little  ungratcfiil 
to  Nature,  and  cruel  to  yourfelf  j  even  Lady  Penu 
wazel'j  Enemies  (if  fuch  there  be)  mull  aUow  Qxe 
is  a  fine  Woman. 

l^^y.  Oh  1  your  Servant,  good  Sir.  Why  I 
have  had  my  Day,  Mr.  Carmine  j  1  have  had  my 
Day. 

Carm.  And  have  ftill.  Madam.  The  only  Dif^ 
ference  I  (hdl  make  between  what  you  were,  and 
what  you  are,  will  be  no  more  than  what  Rumens 
has  diftinguiOied  between  Mary  de  Medidst  a  Vir- 
gin and  a  Regent. 

Lady*  Mr.  Carmine f  1  Vow  you  arc  a  very  judi- 
cious Perfon.  I  was  always  laid  to  be  liKc  that 
Family.  When  my  Piece  was  firft  done,  the  Lim- 
ner did  me  after  Fenus  de  Medicis,  which  I  fuppofe 
might  be  one  of  Mary's  Sillers;  bat  Things  muft 
change  j  to  be  fining  for  my  Pifiure  at  this  Time 
of  Day ;  ha  1  ha '.  but  my  Daughter  Sukey,  you 
muft  Itnow,  is  juft  married  to  Mr.  Deputy  Dripping 
of  Catidlewick-H^ard,  and  would  not  be  faid  nay  j 
fo  it  is  not  fo  much  for  the  Beauty  as  the  Similitude. 
Ha!  hal 

Carm.  True,  Madam  ;  ha !  ha !  but  if  I  hit  the 
Likcnefs,  I  muft  preferve  the  Beauty, — Will  your 
l^dylhip  be  feated  ?  (Hbejits. 

Lady.  1  have  heard,  good  Sir,  that  eveiy  Body 
has  a  more  betterer  and  more  worferer  Side  of  die 
Face  than  the  other — now  which  will  you  chufe  i 

Carm,  The  Right  Side,  Madam— the  Left— 
now,  if  you  pleafc,  the  Full — Your  Ladyftiip's 
Countenance  is  fo  exaflly  proportion'd,  that  1  muft 
have  it  all  i  no  Feature  can  be  fparcd  I 
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£di(r.  When  you  come  to  the  Eyes,  Mr.  dr-> 
miiKf  let  me  know,  that  I  may  call  up  a  Look. 

Carm.  Mighty  well.  Madam Your  Face  a 

Utdc  nearer  to  the  Left,  nearer  me — yonr  Head 
more  up — Shoulders  back — and  Cheft  forward. 

Ladi^.    Blels  me,  Mr.  Carmine,  don't  mind  mf 

Shape  this  Bout;  for  1  am  only  in  Jumps. Shall 

lIcndfbtmyTabbys? 

Carm.  No,  Madam,  we'll  fupply  that  for  die 
prefent— Your  Ladylhip  was  juft  now  mentioning 
a  Daughter— Is  flie — your  Face  a  little  more 
towards  me — Is  fhe  the  fole  Inheritor  of  her  Mo- 
ther's Beauty:  Or— —have  you 

La/fy.  That?  ha!  ha!  ha' — why  that's  my 
youngeft  of  all,  except  Cale^.  1  have  had,  Mr. 
Carmine,  live  bom,  and  chriften'd — ftay— don't 
let  me  lye  now — One — Two — Three — Four— • 

Five— Then  I  lay  fallow but  the  Year  after  I 

had  Twins they  came  in  Mr.  PeHtv/eazeI*s 

Sheriflalty ;  then  Roger,  then  Ro^in,  then  Reuben 

in  Ihort,  I  have  had  Twenty  as  fine  tiabcs  as 

ever  trod  in  Shoe  of  Leather. 

Carm.  Upon  my  Wordj  Madam,  your  Lady- 
fliip  is  an  admirable  Member  of  the  Commonwealth^ 
'tis  a  th*u&nd  Pities  chat,  like  the  Remans,  we  have 
not  fome  H<Htours  to  reward  fuch  dillinguilbed 
Merit. 

Lady.  Ay,ay,Mr.  Cunniff^ifBreedingamongft 
Cbriftians  was  as  much  encouraged  as  amon^ft 
iJo^  and  Horfes,  we  need  not  be  making  Laws 
to  let  in  a  Parcel  of  outlandifh  Locuiis  to  cat  us 
all  up. 

Carm.  1  am  fibid.  Madam,  that  a  Bill  for  fome 
fudt  Pu^fe  is  about  to  pais,  and  that  we  begin  now 
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CO  have  almoft  as  much  Regard  for  the  Pn^xj^^ 
don  of  the  Species^  as  the  Prcfervatlon  of  the 
Game  in  thefe  Kingdoms — Now,  Madam,  I  am 
come  to  the  Eves— Oh  !  that  Look,  du^  that,  I 
Diufi  defpair  of  imitating. 

Ladj.  Ohl  Oh!  good  Sir,  have  you  fom^d  ouc 
that  ?  Why  all  mjr  Family  by  the  Mother'^  Side 
were  Amous  for  their  Eyes :  I  have  a  Great  Aunt 
among  the  Beauties  at  Windfin  (he  has  a  Sidcr  at 
Hampten-Caurl,  zferdigieut  fine  Woman — ftic  had 
but  one  Eye,  indeed,  but  that  was  a  Piercer ;  that 
one  Eye  got  her  three  Hufbands — we  were  called 
the  gimlet-eyed  Family.  Oh !  Mr.  Carmine,  you 
need  not  mind  thefe  Heats  in  my  Face ;  they  always 
difcharge  thcmfelves  about  Chriftmes — my  true 
Carnarion  is  not  fcen  in  my  Countenance.  Thats 
Carnation !  here's  your  Ftelh  and  Blood ! 

(fietotHg  ber  Arm. 
Ctirm.  Delicate,  indeed  1  finely  turn'd,  and  of 
a  charming  Colour. 

Lady.  And  yet  it  has  been  employed  enough  to 
fpoil  ^e  bcft  Hand  and  Arm  in  the  World.  — 
Even  before  Marriage  never  idle  %  none  of  your 
galloping,  gofliping,  Ranilagb  Romps,  like  the 
rorward  Minxes  of  the  prefect  Age.  1  was  always 
empluyed  either  in  painting  your  Lamjkips,  playing 
upon  the  Ha/picoht  making  Fafle,  or  fomething  or 

other All  our  fiimily  had  a  Gene  j  and  then  X 

fung !    Every  Body  liud  I  had  a  monfirous  fine 
Voice  for  MuGc. 

Carm,  Thaimaybedifcem'dbyyourLidyfiup's 
Tones  in  Converlation. 

Lady.  Tones — you  arc  right,  Mr.  Carmine  ^ 
that  was  Mr.  Purtel's  Word.  Mifs  Molly  Grijkiii, 
ibid  he  (my  maiden  Name)  you  have  Tones. 

Carm. 
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Garsi.  As  your  LadyOiip  has  prelcrved  every 
Thing  clfcr  lb  well,  T  dare  (wear  you  have  not  loft 
your  V<wce.     WiU  you  fiivour  me  with  an  Air ! 

La^.  Oh !  Sir.  you  are  fo  polite,  that  it's  im- 

•oflible But  I  have  none  of  your  new  Play- 

noufe  Sous 1  can  give  you  one  that  was  made 

on  niyfeir  by  Lawraut  Lutefirtng,  a  Neighbour's 
Son. 

Gmm.  What  you  pkafe.  Madam. 

At  I  was  a  walking  ly  the  Side  of  a  Rivert 

l9ut  ayouHg  Damjtljo  ebarming  aad  eUverf 

Her  foite  tofka/e  tQuld  Hot  fail. 

She  Jung  like  any  NigbtingaU^ 

Fat  de  rtlt  hugh,  hugi,  &e. 
Blefi  me!  I  have  fiich  a  Cough i  but  there  are 
Tone*. 

Carm.  Immitable  ones. 

Ladf.  6u^  Mr.  Carminet  you  Limners  are  all 
itigenus  Men— you  fing. 

Carm.  A  Ballad,  or  iot  Madam  %  Mufic  is  a 
Sifter  Art;  and  ic  would  be  a  litde  unnatural  not 
ta  ciddvate  an  Acquaintance  there. 

Laify.  Why  truly  we  jought  not  to  be  aOiamed 
of  our  Rebtions,  unlefs  they  are  poor ;  and  then, 
you  know 

Enter  Boy. 

Boy  Alderman  Pentweaxle  and  Mr.  Puff", 

Ladjr.    Oh!  he  was  to  call  upon  mej  we  go  to 

die  AudioD.    Defire  him  to  w^k  up — Mr.  Petit- 

veazUy  you  muft  know,  went  this  Morning  to 

meet  Caleb,  my  youngcft  Boy,  at  the  Bull  and 

Gate,    The  Ctuld  has  been  two  Years  and  three 

Quarten 
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Quarters  at  School  with  Dr.  Jerk,  near  Dcasajlery 
and  comes  To-day  by  the  Teri  Waggon;  fw  ic 
has  always  been  my  Maxum,  Mr.  Carmine,  to  give 
my  Children  Learning  enough  i  for>  as  the  old 
Ssying  is, 

^ben  Hcttfeand  Laud  are  font  and Jpmt, 

^hen  L  armng  is  meft  excellent. 

Carm,  Your Ladyfhipis  quite  right.  Toemuch 
Money  cannot  be  employed  in  lb  material  an 
Ai  ricle. 

Lady.  Nay,the  Cod  isbut  fmalhbut  poor  fourteen 
Pounds  a  Year  for  Head>  Back>  Books,  Bed,  and 
Belly;  and  they  fay  the  Children  are  all  wonderful 
Latincrs,  and  come  up,  lack-a-day,  they  come  up 

ss  fet  as  Pigs Oh  !  here  they  are ;  Odds  me ! 

he's  a  Thumper.  You  fee,  Mr.  Carmine,  I  breed 
no  Starvelings  Come  hither.  Child.  Mind  yopr 
Haviours.  Where's  your  beft  Bow?  Turnout 
your  Toes.  One  would  think  he  had  learnt  to 
dance  of  his  Father,  Yxn  fure  my  Family  were 
none  fo  awkward.  There  was  my  Brother  George^ 
a  perfrd  Pifture  of  a  Mao  ;  he  danced,  Lud!  But 
cume,all  in  good  Time — Hold  up  thy  Head,  Caleb, 

Aid.  Pr'ythee,  fweet  Honey,  let  the  Child 
alone.  His  Mafter  fays  he  comes  on  wonderful  in 
his  Learning;  and  as  to  your  Bows  and  your  Con- 
gees, never  fear,  he'll  learn  them  fall  enough  at 
Home. 

Lady.  Lack-a-day !  well  fad — We  now — ^If  he 
does,  I  know  who  muft  teach  him.  Well,  Child, 
and  doft  remember  me?    Hey?  Who  am  I? 

Calek.  Anon ! 

X^dy,  Doft  know  me  ? 

Caleb.  Yes;  you  be  Mother, 
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Ztfi^.  Nay>  the  Boy  had  always  a  good  Memory. 
And  what  haft  leamt,  CtUh,  hey  ? 

CaUh.  1  be  got  into  Mfop^t  Fahlti^  and  cao  fay 
all  As  in  frttfentt  by  Heart. 

Laify.  Upon  my  Word— dutt's  more  than  ever 
xbif  Father  could. 

Aid.  Nay,  nay,  no  Time  has  been  loft  %  I  quef- 
tioned  die  isd  as  we  came  akuigi  I  aflc'd  bim 
himfelf 

Lady.  Well,  well,  Ipeak  when  you  are  Ipoken  to* 

Mr  Alderman.    How  often  muft  1 WcU, 

Calei,  and  hadft  a  good  deal  of  Compat^  in  the 
Wa^on,  Boy? 

Caleb.  O  Law  I  Powers  of  Company.  Mother. 
There  was  Lord  German't  fat  Cook,  a  Blackamore 
Drumming  Man,  two  AAor  People,  a  Recruinng 
Setjcant,  a  Monkey  and  I: 

Lady.  Upon  my  Word,  a  pretty  Parcel. 

CaM.  Yes,  indeed^  but  the the  6it  Cook 

got  drunk  at  Covm/ry,  and  fo  fell  out  at  die  uil  of 
Uie  Waggon  I  fo  we  left  ihc  behind.  The  next 
Day  the  Seijcant  ran  away  with  the  Showman's 
Wife  I  the  t'other  two  wept  after  j  fo  only  the 
Monkey  and  I  came  to  Town  together. 

Carm,  Upon  my  Word,  the  young  Gentleman 
gives  a  good  Account  of  his  Travels. 

Lady,  Ay,ay,Mr.Cflri»iw,he'salIover  the  blood  of 
djcGri^iVij.  IwarranttheChildwiUmake  his  Way, 
Go,  (^lekt  go  and  look  at  them  pretty  Paintings— 
Now,  Mr.  Carmine,  let  us  lee  if  my  good  Man 
can  find  me  out. 

Md.  Lack-a-dayt  well,  I  profefi  they  are  all 
Jo  handfome,  that  1  am  puzzled  to  know  which  i« 
thine.   Chuck. 

Puff' 
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Piif.  I  am  furprized  at  your  Want  of  Difbem- 
mrnt,  Mr.  Alderman ;  but  die  podfcflion  of  a  Jewd 
deftroys  its  Valua  with  the  Wearer ;  now  fi>  me  it 
icems  impofEble  to  err;  and  tbo*  Mr.  Carmhu  is 
generally  fuccefsfuli  in  this  Inftance  he  is  particularly 
k^py.  Where  can  you  mea  with  that  Mixture 
of  Fire  and  Soff:ef$,  but  la  the  Eyes  of  Lady 
Ptnttoeazlef 

Lady.  Oh,  Sir! 

Pu^.  That  Cleamers  and  Delicacy  of  Com[Jexi- 
on>  with  that  Flow  of  Ruddinefs  and  Health. 

Lady.  Sir  !  Sir  !  Sir  1 

Puff.  That  Fall  of  Shoulders,  Turn  of  Neck, 
(et  on  Head,  fiiU  Chcft,  taper  Waift,  plump— 

Le^.    Sparc  me,  fwect  Sir ! You  fee  Mr. 

Pentwtazle,  Other  People  can  find  out  my  Charms, 
tho'  you  overlook  them — Well,  I  profcfe,  Sir,  you 
are  a  Gentleman  of  great  Dilcernment ;  and  if 
Bufincls  Ihould  bring  you  into  the  City ;  for  alasl 
what  Pleafure  can  bnng  a  Man  of  your  refined 
Tafte  there  ? 

Puff.  Oh !  Ma'am ! 

Lady  I  fay.  Sir,  if  fuch  an  Accident  fhould 
happen,  and  Bloiebladder-fireet  has  any  Charms — 

Puff.  Oh  I  Ma'am !  Ma'am !  Ma'am  1  Ma'am— 

Lady.  It  is  not  impofCble  but  we  may  receive 
you,  tho'  not  equal  to  your  Merits 

Puff.  Ma'am ! 

Lady.  Yet  in  fuch  a  Manner  as  to  fhew  our 
Senle  of  them.     Sir,  I'm  your  very  obedient. 

Puff,  Your  Ladylliip's  moft    -  -  ■ 

La^,  Not  a  Step. 

Puff.  Ma'am. 
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Ladf.  Sir Mr.  Alderman,  your  Bow  to 

As  Gentlemen.    The  very  fineft. 

Puf.   Ma'am! 

Lady.  Sir Tour  moft  obedient. 

Pmj:  Your  devoted.     (Ex.  Aid.  taiJ  Wife, 

Cam.  Hal  ha!  Well  faid,  Pui[.  What  a 
Calamity  thou  haft  drawn  upon  die  Knight !  Thou 
haft  fo  nclcled  the  Vanity  of  the  Haradan,  that  the 
poor  Helpmate  will  experience  a  double  portion 
of  her  Contempt. 

Puff.  Rot  them. 

Carm.  Come>  Puffi  a  matrimonial  AIBfiant  to 
«  rich  Alderman  is  no  contemptible  Empbyment. 

Puff".  Ay,  if  it  werea  Wiw-faM, 

Carm.  No,  that  you  muft  not  cxpc£l ;  but  unlets 
I  am  gready  miftaken  in  the  Language  of  the  Eyes, 
ber  Ladyftiip's  were  addrels'd  to  you  with  moll 
perfuafivc  Tendemefe. 

Puf.  Well,  of  that  hereafter But  to  our 

Bufinefs.  The  Auftion  is  about  b^;inning  j  and  I 
have  promif«d  to  meet  Mr.  David  Dujledorpe,  Sir 
Pofitive  Bubble,  and  Lord  Dupe,  to  examine  the 
Pidures,and  fix  on  thofe  fbrwhich  they  are  to  bid- 
But  fince  wc  have  feided  the  German  Plan ;  fo 
Farniflj  or  Brttfi>  muft  attrnd  them. 

Cam.  Oh !  by  all  means  purfue  that  You  have 
no  Conccprion  how  the  dear  Foreign  Accent  is  to 

{rour  true  Virtuofo;  it  announces  Tafte,  Know- 
edge,  Veracity,  and  in  ftiort,  every  Thing — But 
can  you  enough  difguifc  the  Turn  of  your  Face, 
and  Tone  of  your  Voice  ?  a  Difcovery  of  Mr.  Puff 
in  Mynheer  Greningen  blafts  us  at  once. 

Puff  Never  fear  me.  I  wifli  you  may  have 
equal  Succels  in  the  Pare  of  Canio. 

Carm. 
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Carm.  Pho !  mine's  a  TriBc.  A  man  muft  have 
very  flender  Abilities  intlced,  who  can't  for  ten 
Minutes  imitate  a  Language  and  Deportment  that 
he  has  been  Witntfi  to.  for  ten  Years. 

Puff.  But  you  muft  get  their  Tones,  their  Tones; 
'tis  eafy  enough.  Come,  hand  up  here  that  there 
Cerregio  j  an  inimitable  Piece.  Gentlemen  and 
Ladies;  the  very  beft  Work  of  the  bcft  Mafter, 
Subjeft  agreeable,  highly  finifhed,  and  well  pre- 
fervcdj — a  Seat  for  the  Ladies; — hand  it  to  Sir 
Pefitive ;  a  going  for  Fifty  :  fpeak,  or  it's  gone  for 
Fifty :  Joy  to  your  Ladyftiip.  Come  the  next ;  but 
remember,  let  your  Bob  be  bulhy,  and  your  Bow 
low. 

Carm.  Enough,  enough;  wc  are  Strangers  to 
each  other,  you  know. 

Ppff.  Abfoluce.  Oh!  but  what  Pifturcs  of  yours 
are  in  the  Sale  ? 

Carm.  There's  my  Holy  Family  by  Raphael; 
the  Marriage  in  Cana  by  Reuben  Rouge ;  Tom  Jack- 
Jon's  Tensers  ;  and  for  Bufts,  Taylor's  Head  without 
a  Nofe  from  Herculaneum. 

Puff.  Are  the  Antique  Seals  come  Home  ? 

Carm.  No  j  but  tlicy  will  be  finilh'd  by  next 
■Week. 

Puff.  You  muft  take  care  of  Novice's  CoUeflion 
of  Medals  he'll  want  them  by  the  End  of  the 
Mi-nth. 

Carm.  The  Coins  of  the  firft  Emperor  are  now 
fieeping  in  Copperas ;  and  I  have  an  OthOf  a  Gallia, 
Nero,  and  two  Dumltiam  reeking  from  the  Dung- 
hill—  The  Reft  wc  can  have  from  Doctor  Mummjn 
a«evei  feil'ng  Chap,  you  know. 

Puff.  Adieu 

dm. 
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Carm.   Yours,    Sir a   troublefome  Fellow, 

this — confotindcd    Memory ufefuJ,     tho' 

Rounds  of  Beef  and  roafted  Pigs  1 — muft  get  rid 

of  him Ay,    but  when? — -Why  when? — - 

when  I   have  gain'd  my  Point.    But  how,  how 
then  } — Oh,  tlwn  it  docs  not  fignify  Two  Pence. 


7beEndof  tbeVlKST    ACT. 


ACT    n. 

Enter  Puff,    as  Monfieur  Baron  de  Groningen, 
Carmine  as  Canto,  and  Brufh. 

Canto.  /^  O  M  E,  buftle,  buftle,  Brujb  you 
\^  introduce  Puff^  Puff,  how  are  you 
in  your  German  ? 

Puff.  I  canno  fpcak  for  Englandl,  but  I  can  male 
undeFftand  very  mightily.    Will  that  do  ? 

Brujb^  To  a  Hair.  Remember  you  are  come 
hither  to  purchafe  Piftures  for  the  Eleftor  of  Ba- 
varia. Carmine^  you  muft  dap  Lord  Diet's 
Coat  of  Arms  on  that  Half  Length  of  Era/mus  i  I 
have  fold  it  him,  as  his  Great  Grandfather's  third 
Brother,  for  Fi%  Guineas. 

Canto,  It  Ihall  be  done— Be  it  my  Province  to 
cftablifh  the  Baron's  Reputation  as  a  Connoifleur.— 

Brufi 
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Srufi  has  fcen  you  Abroad  at  die  Court  of  the 
reigning  Prince  of  Blantin. 

Puff,  Yesi  I  was  do  Bufinefi  mightily  for  Prince 
Blantin. 

Brufli.  Your  Portraits  go  firft,  Carmine^  Novice, 
Sir  Pojitive  BuHltt  Jack  Squander,  Lord  Dupe, 
and  Mordecai  Lazarus,  the  Jew  Broker,  have  ap- 
pointed me  to  examine  with  them  the  Hiftory 
Pieces. — Which  are  mofthkely  to  ftick? 

Canto,  Here's  a  Lift. 

Brujh.  Hufti,  hide  the  Era/mus,  I  hear  the  Com- 
pany on  the  Stairs, 

(Exit  Carmine,  and  re-enters  anon. 

Enter  Lord  Dupe,  Bubble,  Squander,  ^c. 

Lord,  Mr.  Brufii.  I  am  your  devoted  Servant. 
You  have  procured  my  Anceftor. 

BruJh.  It  is  in  my  Poffcffion,  my  Lordj  and  I 
have  the  Honor  to  affure  your  Lordfliip,  that  the 
Family  Features  arc  verydifcernablc;  and  allowing 
for  the  Difference  of  Drefs,  there's  a  ftrong  likc- 
ncfs  between  you  and  your  Predeceflor, 

Lord.  Sir,  you  have  obliged  me.  Allthefeyou 
have  mark'd  in  the  Catalogue  are  Originals? 

Bru^}.  Undoubted.  But  my  Lord,  you  need  not 
depend  folcly  on  my  Judgement  j  here's  Mynheer 
Baron  de  Graniagen,  who  is  come  hither  to  lurvey, 
and  purchafe  fur  the  Kledor  of  Bavaria  ;  an  indif- 
putable  Connoifleuti  his  Bidding  will  be  a  Di- 
reftion  for  your  Lordfhip.  'Tis  a  Thoufand 
Pities  that  any  of  thefc  Matters  ftiould  quit  England. 
They  were  condufted  hither  at  an  immenfe  Expence, 
and  if  they  now  leave  us,  what  will  it  be  but  • 
public 
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public  Declaration,  that  all  Tafte  and  liberal  know- 
ledge is  vanifh'd  fiom  amongft  usf 

Lord.  Sir— leave  the  Support  of  the  National 
Credit  to  my  Care.  Could  you  introduce  me  to 
Mynheer  ? — Docs  he  Jpcak  Englijb  ? 

Brttjb.  Not  fluendy>  but  fo  as  to  he  underilood. 
Mynheer,  Lord  Dupe — the  Patron  of  Arts,  the 
Petroniuj  for  Tafte,  and  for  well-timed  Generofity, 
the  Leo — and  the  Mectenas—o(  the  prcfent  Age* 
defires  to  know  you. 

Puff.  Sir,  you  honour  me  very  mightily.  I  was 
hear  of  Lord  Dupes  in  HoUandt.  I  was  tell  he  was 
one  Delatant,  one  Curicufe,  one  Precieufe  of  his 
Country. 

Lord.  The  Dutch  are  an  obliging,  civilized,  well- 
bred,  pretty  Kind  of  People.  But,  pray  Sir,  whac 
occasions  us  the  Honour  of  a  Vifit  from  you  ? 

Puff.  I  was  come  to  bid  for  Paints  for  dc  Elcftor 
of  Bavaria. 

Lord.  Are  there  any  here  that  deferve  your 
Attention  ? 

Puff.  O !  dare  are  good  Pieces ;  but  dare  is  one 
I  likes  mightily  ;  the  off*  Sky,  and  Home  Track 
is  fine,  and  the  Maifler  is  in  it. 

Lord.  What  is  the  Subjcft  ? 

Puff  pat  I  know  not}  vat  I  minds,  vat  you 
caU  the 'Draws  and  the  Colors. 

l^rd.    Mr.  Canto,  what  is  the  Subjcd  ? 

Canto.  It  is.  my  Lord  St.  Anthoriy  of  Padua 
cxercifmg  the  Devil  out  of  a  Kam-Cdt;  it  ha.-^  a 
Companion  fomewhere — Oh !  here,  which  is  the 
&mc  Saint  in  a  Wildcrnels,  reading  his  Brcviaiy 
1^  the  Ught  01  a  Glow-worm, 

Brul}, 
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Brujb,  Invaluable  Piftures,  both !  and  will  match 
your  Lordfhtp's  Corr^^/o  in  the  Saloon. 

Lord.  I'll  have  them.  What  PiAurcs  are  thofci 
Mr.  Canto  f 

Canto.  They  arc  not  in  the  Sale ;  but  I  fancy  I 
could  procure  them  for  your  Lordihip. 

Lord.  This,  1  prefume,  might  have  been  a 
I.and{kipi  but  the  Water,  and  tne  Men,  and  the 
Trees,  and  the  Dogs,  and  the  Ducks,  and  the 
Pigs,  they  are  obliterated,  all  gone. 

Brujb.  An  indiiputablc  Mark  of  its  Antiquity  j 
its  very  Merit ;  befides  a  little  Varnifh  will  fetch  die 
Figures  again. 

Lord.  Set  it  down  for  me — The  next. 

Canto.  That  is  a  Mofes  in  the  Bulrufties.  The 
blended  Joy  and  Grief  in  tlie  Figure  of  the  Sifter 
in  the  Corner,  the  Diftrefs  and  Anxiety  of  the 
Mother  here,  and  the  Beauty  and  Benevolence  of 
Pbaroah's  Daughte--,  ate  Cticumltances  happily 
imagined,  and  boldiy  exprefs'd. 

Brup.  Lack-a-day,  'tis  but  a  modern  Performr 
ance  ;  the  niaftcr  is  alive,  and  an  Englijhman. 

Ltrd,  Oh !  then  I  would  not  give  it  Houfc-room. 

Puff.  Here  is  a  pretty  V'xtcc  I  find  Hick  up  here 
in  de  Corner :  1  was  fee  in  Hoiiandi,  at  Loo,  a 
Piece  mighty  like ;  there  was  little  Miccs,  that 
was  nibble,  nibble,  nibble,  upon  vat  yuu  call 
Frumage,  and  litde  Shurclb  all  with  Brulh  tails  ran 
up  the  trees  i  and  there  was  treat  things  vat  you 
call— Pfhaw,  that  have  long  Bearti.,  and  cry  Ba. 

Srujh.  What  Goats ; 

Puff,  Ay,  dac  was  de  name. 

Lord.  J  (hould  think,  by  the  Cheefe  and  the 
Goats,  Mynheer,  yours  was  a  fFeltb  Piece,  infte^i 
of  a  iiuieb,  Fuff. 
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Tuff.  Ah,  'twas  good  Piece.  J  wifii  to  my  Hcait 
Lord  Du^ti  was  have  that  Piece- 

Enter  Novice. 

Novice,  Where's  Mr.  Brufif  My  dear  Brujht 
am  I  too  late  ? 

Brujb.  In  pretty  good  Time. 

Hev.  May  1  lofc  my  Otbo,  or  be  tumbled  from 
my  Phaeton  the  Brft  T  ime  I  jehup  my  Sorrels,  if 
X  have  not  made  more  Hafle  than  a  young  Surge  oa 
to  his  firft  Labour.  But  the  Lots,  the  Lots,  my 
dear  BruJb,  what  arc  thry  ?  I'm  upon  the  Rack  of 
Impatience  till  I  fee  them,  and  in^a  Fever  of  Dc- 
fire  till  I  poflels  them. 

Brufl>,  Mr.  Cante,  the  Gentleman  would  be  glad 
to  Ice  the  Bufts,  Medals,  and  precious  Reiiqucsof 
Greece  and  ancient  Rome. 

Canto.  Perhaps,  Sir,  we  may  fhow  him  fom 
thing  of  greater  Antiquity — Bring  them  forward 
The  firft  Lot  confifts  of  a  Hand  without  an  Arm, 
the  firft  joint  of  the  Fore-Finger  gone,  fuppofeii  to 
be  a  Limb  of  the  /ipoUo  Delpbos — The  fecond. 
Half  a  Foot,  with  the  Toes  entire,  of  the  Juno 
Lucina — The  third,  the  Caduceus  of  the  M^r(uriut 
Infernalii — The  fourth,  the  Half  of  the  Leg  of 
the  Infant  Hercules — all  indifpuublc  Antiques,  and 
of  the  Mempbian  Marble. 

Puff.  Let  me  fee  Juno's  Half  Foot.  AU  the 
Toes  entire  ? 

Canton.  AU. 

Puff.  Here  is  a  little  Swelt  by  this  Toe,  that 
looks  bad  Proportion. 

All.  Hey,  hey. 

Puff. 
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Pa^.  What's  dat? 

Canto.  That!  Pihav!  that!  Why  that's  only  a 
Com. 

M.  Oh! 

Puff.  Corn !  dat  was  extreme  natural ;  dat  is 
fine  i  the  Maifter  is  in  it. 

All.  Very  fine!  Invaluable! 

Puff.  Where  is  de  HtrtuUs'  Calf?  Upon  my 
Word  'tis  a  very  large  Calf;  big,  big,  big,  all  de 
Way  up,  all  de  Way  down. 

Lord.       believe  this  Hercules  was  an  Trtjb  Man. 

J^cv.  But  where  are  your  Bufts  ?  Here,  hcrc^ 
Gentlemen;  here's  a  Cunofity;  a  MedalofOrt'wfftf, 
got  for  me  by  Dodor  Mummy  %  the  only  one  in  the 
vifibJe  World ;  there  may  be  fomc  under  Ground ! 

l^rd.  Fine,  indeed!  Will  you  permit  me  to 
tafte  it  ?    It  has  the  R  cli(h.  (All  tap. 

Nov.  The  Rdifli !  'Zooks  it  coll  me  a  hundred 
Guineas. 

Puff.  By  Gar,  it  is  a  dear  Bit  tho*. 

Nov.  So  you  may  think ;  but  three  Times  the 
Money  fliould  not  purchafe  it. 

Lord.  Pray,  Sir,  whofe  Bull  is  it  that  dignifies 
this  Coin  ? 

Nov.  The  Emprefs  Oriuna,  my  Lord. 

Lord.  And  who,  Sir,  might  Ihe  be?  I  don't  re- 
coiled to  have  heard  of  the  Lady  before. 

Ni>v.  She,  my  Lord  ?  Oh  !  Ihc  was  a  kind  of  a 
What-dy'e-call'cm.— a  Sort  of  a  Queen,  or  Wife, 
or  fomediing  or  other  to  fomebody,  that  liv'd  a 
damn'd  while  ago — Mummy  told  mc  the  whole 
Story ;  but  before  Gad,  I've  forgot  it.  fiutcome, 
dieSufts. 

Canto. 
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CaBto,  Bring  forwud  die  Head  from  HeratJa- 
ntum.     Now  Gentlemen,  here  is  %  JcweL 

AIL  Ay,  ay,  let's  fee. 

Canto,  'Tis  not  entire,  the*. 

tiov.  So  much  the  better. 

Canto.  Right,  Sir— the  very  Muriladons  of  this 
Piece  are  worth  all  the  moft  perfeft  Performances 
of  modem  Artifls — Now,  Gentlemen,  here's  a 
Touchftone  for  your  Tafte  t 

jIU.  Great !  great,  indeed  < 

Nov.  Great!  Amazing!  Divine  I  Oh,  let  me 
embrace  the  dear  difmember'd  Bull !  a  litde  farther 
oS.  I'm  ravifhed  !  lam  tranfportedl  What  an 
Attitude !  But  then  the  Locks !  How  I  adore  the 
Simplicity  of  the  Andents !  How  unlike,  the  pre- 
fent  priggifli,  prick-ear'd  Puppets!  How  graceful- 
ly they  fall  ^  adown  the  Cheek !  fo  decent,  and  fo 
grave,  and — Who  the  Devil  do  you  think  it  is, 
Brujb  ?  Is  it  a  Man  or  a  Woman  ? 

Canto.  The  Connoifieurs  differ.  Some  will  have 
it  to  be  die  Jupiter  Tonant  of  Phidias,  and  others 
the  Fenus  of  Papbos  from  Praxiteles ;  but  I  don't 
thmk  it  fierce  enough  for  the  firll,  nor  handfome 
enough  for  the  laft. 

Ncv.  Yes,  handftme  enough. 

j^ll.  Very  handfome ;  handfome  enough. 

Canto.  Not  quite — therefore  I  am  inclined  to 
join  with  Signor  Julio  de  PampediJlo,  who,  in  t 
Treadfe  dedicated  to  the  King  of  the  Two  Sicilies^ 
calls  it  the  Serapit  of  the  /Egyptianst  and  fuppofes 
it  to  have  been  fabricated  about  Eleven  Hundred 
and  Three  Years  before  the  Mofaic  Account  of  the 
Creuion. 

JVmt.  Prodigious  I  and  1  dare  fwear  true. 

All. 
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MU  Oh,  triie,  very  troc, 

Paff.  Upon  my  Honour,  'tis  a  very  fine  Buft  > 
But  where  is  de  Nofe  ? 

Ncv.  The  Nofe ,  what  care  I  for  the  Ncrfe  i 
Where  is  de  Nofe  ?  Why,  Sir,  if  it  had  a  Nofe  I 
would  not  give  Sixpence  for  it — How  the  Devil 
ihould  w?  diftinguifh  the  Works  of  the  Aiuicms,  if 

they  were  pcrfcA  ? The  Nofe,  indeed  !  Why  I 

don't  fuppofe  now,  but,  barring  the  Nofe,  Rouii- 

liac  could  cut  as  good  a  Head  every  Whit . 

Brufo,  who  is  this  man  with  his  Nofe  f  The  Fel- 
low fhould  know  fomething  of  fomething  too,  for 
he  fpeaks  broken  Enflijh. 

Brujh.  It  is  Mynheer  Greningetij  a  great  Con- 
noilfeur  in  Painting. 

Nov.  That  may  be,  but  as  to  Sculpture,  I  am  his 
very  humble  S^ervant.  A  Man  muft  know  damn'd 
little  of  Statuary,  thatdlflikesa  BuO:  for  want  of  a 
Nofe. 

Canto.  Right,  Sir — The  Nofe  itfclf  without  the 
Head,  nay,  in  another's  Poflcflion,  would  be  an 
Eftatc — ^But  here  «re  behind  Gcntlcn.cn  and  Ladies, 
an  Equcftrian  Statue  of  Marcfis  Jurelus  withou:  the 
Horfci  and  a  complete  Statue  of  the  Emperor  Tm- 
jarit  with  only  the  Head  and  Legs  milfing ;  both 

from  Heriulaneum. This  Way,    Gcndemen 

and  Ladies. 

Ertler  Lady  Pentweazel,  Alderman,  and  Caleb. 
hady.  Now,  Mr.  Peniwtazcl,  let  us  have  none 
of  your  Blowbladder  Breeding.    Remember  you  are 
atthc  Court  end  of  the  Town.     This  is  a  Quality 
Au£lion. 

jild.  Where  ot  Courfe  nothing  is  fold  that  is  ufe- 
(ii]..«I  am  cutor'd,  fwcet  Honey. 

Lady, 
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ZriSi/f.  CaUh,  keep  behind,  and  dor.'t  be  med^ 
fing.     Sir (ioBrujh. 

Brujh.  Your  Ple;>fure,  Ma'am. 

Lady.  I  Ihould  he  glad  you  would  ir.form  me  if 
there  are  any  Lots  of  very  fine  old  China.  I  find 
the  Quality  are  grown  inRnitely  fond  of  itj  and  I  am 
willing  to  Ihow  the  World,  that  we  in  the  City  have 
Tafte. 

Brufi).  'Tis  a  laudable  Refolution,  Ma'am,  and, 
I  dare  fay,  Mr.  Canto  can  fupport —  Blcfs  me  what'* 
that  ?  (Caleb  throws  down  a  china  Dijb. 

Lady,  That  Boy,  I  fuppofe!  Well,  if  the  mif- 
chievous  Brat  has  not  broke  a — and  look  how  he 
ftanda — Sirrah,  Sirrah,  did  I  not  bid  you  not  med- 
dle ? Leave  fucking  your  Thumbs.     W  hat^ 

I  fuppofe  you  learnt  that  Trick  of  your  Friend  the 
Monkey  in  the  Wa^on  ? 

Caleb.  Indeed  I  did  not  go  to  do  it.  Mother. 

Aid.  Pr'ythce,  fweet  Honey,  don't  be  fo  paf- 
fionatc.  W  hat's  done  can't  be  undone.  Ihc  Lofi 
is  not  great ;  come,  come. 

Brt^.  Mr. Alderman isintheRight.  TheAffair 
is  a  Trifle,  but  a  Twenty  Guinea  Job. 

Lady.  Twenty  Guineas  !  You  (hould  have  twen- 
ty of  my  Teeth  as 

Canto.  You  ipcan  if  you  had  them — Your  Lady- 
Jhip  does  not  know  the  Value  of  that  Piece  of  China. 
It  is  the  right  old  Japan  of  the  Peagreen  Kind. 
Lady  Mandarin  offer'd  me,  if  I  could  match  it,' 
Fourfcore  Guincss  for  the  Pair. 

Lady.  A  fine  Piece,  indeed  ! 

Puff.  'Tis  ver  fine. 

Cnuk  Int!ecd,  Father,  I  did  not  break  it. 
'Twas  crack'd  in  the  Middle,  and  fo  fell  a  two  in 
my  Hand. 

Lady 
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Im^.  What,  was  it  crack 'd  ? 

Caleb,  Yts  indeed.  Mother. 

luidy.  There,  Gendemen  \ 

Lt-rd-  Ma'am,  I  would  willingly  fet  you  right 
in  this  Affair ;  you  don't  feem  acquainted  with  thefe 
Kind  of  Things;  therefore  I  have  the  Honour  to 
tell  you,  that  the  Crack  in  the  Middle  is  a  Mark  of 
its  Antiquity,  and  enhances  its  Value;  and  thefe 
Gendctnen  are,  I  dare  fay,  of  the  fame  Opinion. 

Ml.  Oh,  entirely. 

Lady.  You  are  all  of  a  Gang,  I  think.  A  broken 
Piece  of  China  better  than  a  whole  one. 

herd.  Ma'am,  ^  I  never  difpute  with  a  Lady  \ 
but  this  Gendeman  has  Taftc ;  he  is  a  Foreigner, 
and  fo  can't  be  be  thought  prejudiced ;  refer  it  to 
Jiim  :  the  Day  grows  late,  and  I  want  the  Auftion 
to  begin- 

Aid.  Sweet  Honey,  leave  it  to  the  Qentleman. 

Udy.  Well,  Sir  ? 

Tvff.  Ma'am,  I  love  to  ferve  de  Lady.  'Tis  a 
vcr  fine  Piece  of  China.  I  was  fee  fuch  another 
Piece  fell  at  Amfierdam  for  a  hundred  Ducats.  "Tis 
vcr  well  worth  twenty  Guinea. 

Caleb.  Mother! — Father!  Never  flir  if  that 
Gentleman  ben't  the  fame  that  we  faw  at  the  Paint- 
ing Man's,  that  was  fo  zivil  to  Mother  only  he  has 
got  a  black  W  ig  on,  and  fpeaks  outlandilh,  I'll  be 
ftir  enough  if  it  c'nt  a  May-game. 
>  Lady.  Lee  me  die  but  the  Boy's  in  the  Right. 
My  Dear,  as  I'm  alive,  Mr.  P«j?i  that  we  faw  at  the 
Limner's.  I  told  you  he  was  a  more  cleverer  Man 
than  I  ever  faw.  Caleb  is  right  j  fome  Matter  of 
Merriment,  1  warrant. 

Puff.  1  wiJh  it  was.    (Aftde.)  I  no  underftand. 
Canto, 
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Canto.  So,  Mailer  Puf,  you  are  caught.   (AfiJe. 

Lord.  This  is  a  mou  unfortunate  old  lidy. — 
Ma'am,  you  are  here  under  another  miftake. 
This  is  Mynheer  Baron  de 

La^.  Mynheer  Figs-ends.  Can*t  I  believe 
my  own  Eyes  ?  What,  do  you  think,  becaufe  we 
Uve  in  die  City,    we  can't  fee  ? 

Nov.  Fire  me,  my  Lord,  there  may  be  more 
in  this  than  we  can  auefs.  It's  worth  examining 
into.  Come,  Sir,  if  you  are  Mynheer,  who  the 
Devil  knows  you  ? 

Puff.  I  was  now  maiftcr  Canto  mightily. 

Hov.  Mr.  Canto,  do  you  know  this  Baron  ? 

Canto.  I  fee  the  Dog  will  be  detefted,  and  now 
is  my  time  to  be  even  with  him  for  his  Rounds  of 
Beef  and  roafting  Pigs.  (Afide.)  I  can't  lay  I 
ever  faw  the  Gendeman  before. 

Nirv.  Oh !  oh ! 

Lord'  The  Fellow  is  an  Impoftor;  a  palpable 
Cheat.  Sir,  I  think  you  came  from  the  Rhine  % 
pray,  how  ftiould  you  like  walking  into  the  Thames? 

Nov.  Or  what  think  you,  my  Lord  ?  The 
Rafcal  complain'd  but  now  that  the  Buft  wanted 
a  Nofej  fuppofe  we  were  to  fupply  the  De- 
ficiency with  his  ? 

Lord.  But  Juftice,    Mr.  Novice. 

Canto.  Great  Rafcal,  indeed,  Gendemen.  If 
Rogues  of  this  Stamp  get  once  a  Fooung  in  thefe 
Affemblies,  adieu  to  di  moral  Honefty.  1  think 
an  Example  Ihould  be  made  of  him-  But,  were 
I  to  advife,  he  is  a  properer  Subjedl  for  the  Rabble 
to  handle  than  the  prefent  Company. 

All.  Away  with  him 

Puf. 
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Puf.  Hands  oE  If  I  muft  fuffcr,  it  (hall  not 
be  fingly.  Here  is  the  obfequious  Mr.  Brufh, 
and  the  very  courtly  Mr.  CantOy  (hall  be  the 
Partners  of  my  Diftrefs-  Know  then,  we  all  arc 
Rogues,  if  the  taking  Advantage  of  the  Abfurdities 
and  Follies  of  Mankind  can  be  call'd  Roguery.  I 
own  I  have  been  a  Cheat,  and  I  glory  in  it.  But 
what  Point  will  you  Virtuo(i,  you  Connoifieurs, 
gain  by  the  Detection  ?  Will  not  the  publiQiing  of 
our  Crimes  trumpet  forth  your  Folly  ? 

Lord.  Matchlefs  Impudence ! 

Puff,  My  noble  Lord  here  the  Dilettanti^  the 
Cttrieu,  the  Precieu  of  this  Nation,  what  In(initc 
Glory  will  he  acquire  from  this  Story,  that  tho 
I^Of  the  Mectetias,  the  Petronius,  notwithftanding 
his  exquifite  Tafte,  has  been  drawn  in  to  piirchafe» 
at  an  immcnfe  Expence,  a  Carl-  load  of — Rubbilh ! 

Lord.  Gentlemen  and  Ladies — I  have  the 
Honour  to  take  my  leave. 

Puff.  Your  Lordfhip's  moft  obedient — When 
fliall  I  fend  your  Corregtif,  your  St.  Anthony  of 
Padua,  your  Ram  Cat,  my  good  Lord  ? 

Lord.   Rafcal!  (Exit. 

Nov.  This  won't  do,  Sir. — Tho,  my  Lord  has 
not  Spirit  enough,  damn  me  if  I  quit  you. 

Puff.  What,  my  fprightly  Squire  !  Pray  favour 
me  with  a  Sight  of  ypur  Oriuna. — It  has  the  Relifh; 
an  Indifputable  Antique  ;  being  a  Brijlol  Fathing, 
coin'd  by  a  Soap-boiler  to  pay  his  Journeymen  in 
the  Scarcity  of  Cafh,  and  purchafed  for  Two- 
pence of  a  travelling  Tinker  by.  Sir,  your  humble 
Servant,  Timclhy  Puff.     Ha,  ha,  ha  1 

JVcw.  My  Oriuna  a  Brifiol  Farthing! 

Puff.  Moftafluredly. 

Nov. 
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Nov.  I'll  be  reveng'd  Going 

Puff.  Stay,  ftay,  and  take  yoyr  Buftj  my  fweet 
Squire;  your  Serapis.  Two  Heads,  they  fay, 
sre  better  than  one;  lay  them  together.  But  the 
Locks !  how  gracefully  they  fall  all  adoWn  I  fo 
decent,  and  lb — ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

AW.  Confound  you  ! 

Puff.  Why,  Sir,  if  it  had  a  Nofe,  I  would  not 
give  Sixpence  for  it — Pray,  how  many  Years 
before  the  Creation  was  it  fabricated.  Squire  ? 

iVflv.  I  Ihall  live  to  fee  you  hang'd,  you  Dog. 
(Exit. 

Puff.  Nay,  but.  Squire ;  ha,  ha,  ha  1 Now, 

Madam,  to  your  Ladyfhip  1  come  ;  to  whofe  Dif- 
cernment,  aided  by  the  Sagacity  of  your  Son  CaUbt 
1  owe  my  Difcovery. 

^Id,  Look  you,  don't  think  to  abufc  my  Lady, 
I  am  one  of  the 

Puff.  Riorum — I  know  it,  Mr.  Alderman  ;  but 
I  mean  to  fervc  your  Worlhip  by  humbling  a  little 
ihe  Vanity  of  your  Wife. 

Lady.  Come  along,  Chuck.  I'll  not  ftay  to 
hear  the  rafcality  of  rhe  Fellow. 

Puff  Oh,  my  Lady  Pentweazle,  corrcft  the 
Severity  of  that  Frown,  left  you  (hould  have  more 
of  the  Meduja  than  the  Medicis  in  your  Face. 

Lady.  Saucy  Jackanapes ! 

Puff  What,  then,  1  have  quite  loft  my  City 
Acquaintance ;  why,  I've  promifed  all  my  Friends 
Tickets  for  my  Lord  Mayor's  Bail,  through  your 
J-adylbip's  Intereft. 

Lady,  My  intercft,  indeed,  for  fuch  a — 

Puff.  If  Biewbtadder-ftreet   has  any  Charms — 

Sir— Ma'am— Not  a  fte p— The  fincft  Gentleman ! 

ha,  ha. 
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iia,  ha,  ha ! — And  what  can  you  jay  for  yourleiC 
you  cowardly  ill-looking  Rafcal  ?  (to  Canto.) 
DefcFt  your  Friend  at  the  firft  Pinch — your  Ally 
—your  Partner — No  Apology,  Sir— I  have  done 
with  you.  From  Foveny  and  Shame  I  took  you ;  to 
that  I  reftore  you.  Your  Crime  be  your  Puni(h- 
ment.  (Turning  to  the  Audience.) 

Could  I  be  as  fccure  from  the  Cenfure  of  this  Af. 
lembly  as  I  am  fafc  from  the  Refentment  of  Dupe^ 
JNoviee,  Squander ;  from  the  alluring  Baits  of  my 
amorous  City  Lady  i.  and  the  dangerous  Combina- 
tion of  my  falfe  Friend  I  Oiould  be  happy. 

*Tis/romyour  Sentence  lexpeSI  my  Fate; 
Tour  yoice  atone  my  Triumph  (antomplete. 


J?    I    N    I    S. 


:,.;,l,ZDdbyG00gle 


AUTHOR; 


COMEDY, 


IN  TWO  ACTS, 


I    IT    IS    PERPORUED    AT  THE 


THEATRE-ROYAL    IN    DRURY-LANE. 


SAMUEL  FOOTE,  Esq. 


LONDON: 
PtiKTiD  roR  W.  LOWNDES,  3S,  Bbpfokd  Sikibt. 


.,  ,z,;i.,C00gIC 


:,.;,l,ZDdbyG00gle 


PROLOGUE, 

written  ana  spoken  by 
Mb.  FOOTE. 


Severe  their  talk,  who  in  this  critic  age. 

With  frelh  materials  furnifh  out  the  tiage  I 

Not  that  our  fathers  dratn'd  the  comic  store; 

Frefb  characters  spring  up  as  heretofore'^— 

Nature  with  novelty  docs  still  abound; 

On  every  side  Ircsh  follies  may  be  found. 

But  then  the  taste  of  every  guest  to  hit,  '\ 

To  pleafe  at  oDcc,  the  gatl'ry,  box,  and  pit ;  f 

Requires  at  least — no  common  share  of  wit,  J 

Thofe,  who  adorn  the  orb  of  higher  life, 
Demand  the  lively  rake,  or  modilh  wife; 
Whilst  they,  who  in  a  lower  circle  move. 
Yawn  at  their  wit,  and  flumber  at  their  love. 
If  ligbt.  low  minh  employs  tbe  comic  scene. 
Such  minh  as  drives  from  vulgar  minds  the  spleen ; 
The  polifh'd  Critic  damns  the  wretched  fluff. 
And  cries, — "  'twill  pleafe  the  gaU'ries  well  enough." 
Such  jarring  judgments  wbo  can  reconcile. 
Since  fops  will  frown,  where  humble  traders  smile  ? 

To  daOi  the  poet's  ineffectual  claim, 
And  quench  bis  thirst  for  univerfal  fame. 
The  Grecian  fabulist,  in  moral  lay. 
Has  thus  addrefs'd  tbe  writers  of  tins  day. 

Once  on  a  time,  a  fon  and  fire  we're  told. 
The  stripling  tender,  and  the  father  old, 
Purcbas'd  a  jack'afs  at  a  country  fair, 
To  cafe  their  limbs,  and  hawk  about  their  ware : 
But  at  ibe  fluggifh  animal  was  weak, 
They  fear'd.  if  both  fliould  mount,  hii  back  wou'd  break:     i 


PROLOGUE. 

Up  gets  the  boy  ;  tbe  father  Icddi  ihe  afs, 

And  through  the  gazing  crowd  ;>itcnipts  to  paf* ; 

Forth  from  tbe  throng,  the  grey-beards  hobble  out. 

And  hail  the  cavalcade  with  feeble  (hout. 

"  This  ibe  rcfpcct  to  reverend  age  you  fliew  ? 

"  And  this  the  duty  you  to  parents  owe  ? 

"  He  beau  the  hoof,  and  you  are  fet  astride ; 

"  Sirrah?  get  down,  and  let  your  father  ride." 

As  Grecian  lads  were  feldom  void  of  grace. 

The  decent,  duteous  youth,  refign'd  bis  place. 

Then  a  frelh  murmur  through  the  rabble  ran ; 

Boys,  gtrls,  wives,  widows,  all  attack  the  man. 

"  Sure  never  was  brute  beast  fo  void  of  nature  I 

"  Have  you  no  pity  for  the  pretty  creature  ? 

"  To  your  own  baby  can  you  be  unkind  ? 

"  Here — Suke,  Bill,  Betry — put  the  child  behind." 

Old  Dapple  next,  the  clowns  companion  claim'd ; 

"  'Tis  wonderment,  them  boobies  ben't  alham'd. 

"  Two  at  a  time  upon  a  poor  dumb  b^aft  1 

"  They  might  ai  well  have  carried  he  at  leaft." 

The  pair,  still  pliant  to  the  partial  voice, 

Difmouni  and  bear  the  afs — then  what  a  nojfe  t 

Huzzas — loud  laughs,  low  gibe,  and  bitter  joke. 
From  the  yet  filent  fire,  thefe  words  provoke. 
"  Proceed,  my  boy,  nor  heed  their  farther  call, 
*'  Vain  his  attempt,  who  strives  to  pleafe  them  all !" 
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EPILOGUE: 

WRITTEN    BY    A   LADY, 

SPOKEN  BY  Mrs.  CUVE. 


W  ELL— thank  my  tears,  that  I  have  done  my  talk, 
Ard  now  throw  ofTrH.s  aukward,  tdeot  mulk. 
Cou'd  we  fuppofc  this  circle  so  refin'd. 
Who  feck  thore  pleifures  that  improve  (he  mind, 
Coii'dfiom  fuch  vulgarifms  feel  delight; 
Or  IdUgh  at  charafiers,  To  unpoliie  ? 
Who  corye  to  pla\  »,  lo  fee,  and  to  be  fecn ; 
Not  lo  hear  tilings  that  (hock,  or  give  the  Ipleen ; 
Who  fliun  an  Opera,  when  they  hear  'tis  thin. 
"  Lord  !  do  you  know  r"'  fays  lady  Bell — "  I'm  told 
"  That  Tacky  Dapplf  got  fo  ^reai  a  cold 
"  X-aft  Tut-fday  n^ht — ilieie  vva'n'i  a  creature  there; 
"  Not  a  male  thing  tu  hand  one  to  one's  chair. 
"  Divine  Mingoici !  what  a  fwell  has  ftic  ! 
"  O  !  such  a  Suftinuio  upon  B! 
"  Ma'am,  when  Die's  quite  in  voice  (he'll  go  to  C. 
"  Lord,"  (ays  my  lady  Englilh — "  here's  a  pother  1 
*'  Go  where  (he  will,  I'll  never  {i:e  anoihcr." 
Her  ladylhip,  hall  choak'dwith  London  air. 
And  brought  to  town  to  fee  the  figliis — and  (tare. 
'*  Fine  Tinging  that! — I'm  furc  it's  more  like  fcreaming: 
"  1  o  me,  I  vow,  they're  alt  a  pack  of  women  I 

"  Oh  Barbare! — luhumana  Tramontane! 

'•  Does  not  this  creature  come  from  Pudding  Lane? 

"  Look,  look,  my  lord ! — She  goggles !—  Ha,  ha,  pray  be 

qniet  ; 
"  Dear  lady  Bell,  for  (hame  I  You'll  make  a  riot. 
"  Why  will  they  mix  with  us  to  make  this  rout  ? 
"  Bring  in  a  bill,  my  lord,  lo  keep  'em  out. 
"  We'll  have  a  tafte  afl,  faith  I" — my  lord  replied ; 
"  And  (hut  out  all,  that  are  not  qti.tlitied." 
Thus  ridicule  is  bounded  like  a  bill,  ^ 

Struck  by  the  great,  t.ien  anfwcr'd  by  (he  fmall ;  v 

While  we,  at  nraes,  return  it  to  you  all.  J 

A  fkilful  hand  will  ne'er  your  rage  provoke; 
For  though  it  his  you,  you'll  applaud  the  Aroke ; 
Let  it  but  only  glance,  you'll  never  frown ; 
Nay,  you'll  forgive,  tho't  knocks  your  neighbour  dowD> 
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THE 

AUTHOR. 

ACT  I. 

Enter  Governor  Cape^  and  Rohin. 

Governor. 

And  he  believes  me  dead,  Robin  ? 

Rob.    Most  certainly. 

Gov.  You  have  given  him  no  intimation  that 
his  fortunes  might  mend. 

Rob.    Not  a  distant  hint. 

Gov.    How  did  he  receive  the  news  ? 

Rob.  Calmly  enough:  when  I  told  him  that 
his  hopes  from  abroad  were  at  an  eid,  that  the 
friend  of  his  deceased  father  thought  he  had  done 
enough  in  putting  it  in  his  power  to  earn  his  own 
livelihood,  he  replied  'twas  no  more  than  he  had 
long  expected ;  charged  me  with  his  warmest 
acknowledginents  to  his  conceal'd  benefactor; 
thanked  me  for  my  care,  sigh'd  and  left  me. 

Gov.    And  how  has  he  lived  since  ? 

Rob.  Poorly,  but  honestly :  To  his  pen  he  owes 
all  his  subsistence.  1  am  sure  my  heart  bleeds  for 
him:  consider^  sir,  to  what  temptations  you  expose 
him. 

Gov.  The  severer  his  trials,  the  greater  his  tri- 
umph. Shall  the  fruits  of  my  honest  industry,  the 
fiurchase  of  many  perils,  be  lavish'd  on  a  lazy 
usurious  booby,  who  has  no  other  merit  than  be- 
ing bom  five-and-twenty  years  after  me  ?  No,  no, 
Robin  i  him,  and  a  profusion  of  debts  were  all  that 
the  extravagance  of  his  mother  left  me. 
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Roh.     You  loved  her,  sir. 

Gov,  Fondly — nay,  foolbhlv,  or  necessity  had 
not  compeird  me  to  seek  for  shelter  in  ar>other  rli- 
mate.  Tis  true,  fortune  has  been  favourable  'o 
my  labours,  and  vrhen  George  convinces  me  that 
he  inherits  my  spirit,  he  shall  share  my  property; 
not  else. 

Ro6.  Consider,  sir,  he  has  not  your  opportu- 
nities. 

Gov.     Nor  had  I  his  education. 

Rei.  As  the  world  goes,  the  worst  you  cou'd 
have  given  him.  Lack-a-dav,  learning,  learning, 
sir,  is  no  commodity  for  this  market ;  nothing 
makes  money  here,  sir,  but  money  ;  or  some  cer- 
tain fashionable  qualities  that  you  would  not  wish 
your  son  to  possess. 

Gov.  Learning  useless?  impossible! — Where 
are  the  Oxfords,  the  Halifaxes,  the  great  protectors 
and  patrons  of  the  liberal  arts? 

Roi.  Patron! — The  word  has  lost  its  use;  a 
guinea  subscription  at  the  request  of  a  lady, 
whose  chambermaid  is  acquainted  with  the  author, 

may  be  now  and  then  pick'd  up protectors  ! — 

Why  I  dare  believe  there's  more  money  laid  out 
upon  Islington  turnpike  in  a  month,  than  upon 
all  the  learned  men  in  Great  Britain  in  seven 
years. 

Gov.  And  yet  the  press  groans  with  their  pro- 
ductions.    How  do  they  all  exisr  ? 

Ro^.  In  garrets,  sir;  as.  if  you  will  step  to 
your  son's  apartment  in  the  next  street,  you  will 
see. 

Gov.  But  what  apology  shall  we  make  for  the 
visit  ? 

jRo*.— — That  you  want  the  aid  of  his  profes- 
sion ;  a  well  penn'd  address  now,  from  the  sub- 
jects of  your  late  government,  with  your  gracious 
reply,  to  put  into  the  news-papers. 

Gov.  Aye ;  is  that  part  of  nis  practice  ? — V/eH, 
lead  on,  Robin.  Cookie 
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Scrvr  J'-.'tws  and  discovers  Young  Cape  with  tie  Prin- 
ter's Devil. 

Cape.  Prythee  go  about  thy  business — vanish, 
deal  devil 

DevU.  Master  bid  me  not  come  without  the 
proof ;  he  savs  as  how  there  are  two  other  answers 
ready  for  the  press,  and  if  your's  don't  come  out  a 
Saturday  'iwon't  pay  for  the  paper;  but  you  are 
always  so  lazy:  I  have  more  plague  with  you — 
There's  Mr.  Guzzle,  the  iranslator,  never  keeps  me 
aniniitC' — unless  the  poor  gentleman  happens  to 
be  fru^dled. 

Cape.  Why,  you  little  sooty,  sniv'ling,  diaboli- 
cal puppv,  is  it  not  sufficient  to  be  plagu'd  with 
the  stupidity  of  your  ab'  urd  master,  but  I  must  be 
pester'd  with  your  impeninence  ? 

Devil.  Impertinence  I — marry,  come  up,  I  keep 
as  good  company  as  your  worship  every  day  in  the 

year There's  master  Clench,  in  Little  Britain, 

does  not  think  it  beneath  him  to  take  part  of  a  pot 
of  porter  with  me,  tho'  he  has  wrote  two  volumes 
of  lives  in  quarto,  and  has  a  folio  a  coming  out  in 
numbers. 

Cape.  Harky',  sirrah,  if  you  don't  quit  the  room 
this  mstant,  I'll  shew  you  a  shorter  way  into  the 
street  than  the  stairs. 

Devil.  I  shall  save  you  the  trouble — ^give  me 
the  French  book  that  you  took  the  story  from  for 
the  last  journal. 

Cape.     Take  \i—— (throws  it  at  htm.) 

Dtvil.  What,  d'ye  think  it  belongs  to  the  cir- 
culating library,  or  that  it  is  one  of  your  own  per- 
formances, that  you —  - 

Cape.  You  shall  have  a  larger — (Exit  DevU. 
^eath  !  a  pretty  situation  I  am  in  !  and  are  these 
the  fruits  I  am  to  reap  from  a  long,  laborious  and 
expensive C.oo>^lc 
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Re-enter  Devil. 


Devil.  I  had  like  to  have  forgot,  here's  your 
week's  pay  for  the  news-paper,  five  and  five  pence, 
which  with  the  two-ana-a-p«nny,  master  pass'd 
his  word  for  to  Mrs.  Suds,  your  washer-womaa^ 
makes  the  three  half  crowns. 

Cape.     Lay  it  od  the  table. 

Devil.  Here's  a  man  on  the  stairs  wants  you  ; 
by  the  sheepishness  of  his  looks,  and  the  sSabbmesa 
of  his  dress,  he's  either  a  pick-pocket,  or  a  poet- 
Here,  walk  in,  Mr.  What-d'ye-call-'um,  the  gen- 
tleman's at  home. 

(Surveys  thefi^e^  laughs,  and  exit.) 

Enter  Poet. 

Poet.    Your  name,  I  presume^  is  Cape. 

Cape.     You  have  hit  it,  sir. 

Poet.  Sir,  I  beg  pardon ;  you  are  a  gentleman 
that  write  ? 

Cape.    Sometimes. 

Poet.  Why,  sir,  my  case,  in  a  word,  is  this  ;  I, 
like  you,  have  long  been  a  retainer  of  the  muses, 
as  you  may  see  by  their  livery. 

Cape.    They  have  not  discarded  you,  I  hope. 

Poet.     No,   sir,   but  their  upper  servanis.  the 

booksellers,  have. 1  printed  a  collection  of  jests 

upon  my  own  account,  and  they  hav-.-  ever  since 
refused  to  employ  me;  you,  sir,  I  hear,  are  in  their 
graces  :  now  I  have  brought  you,  sir,  three  imitations 
of  Juvenal  in  prose;  TuUy's  oration  for  Milo,  in 
bla-k  verse ;  two  essays  on  the  British  herring 
fishery,  with  a  large  collection  of  rebusses;  which, 
if  you  will  dispose  of  to  them,  in  your  own  name* 
we'll  divide  the  profits. 

Cape.  I  am  really,  sir,  sorry  for  your  distress, 
but  1  have  a  larger  cargo  of  my  own  maoufactur- 
iog  than  they  cbuse  to  engage  in. 

Poet.    That's  pity;  you  have  nothing  ,ii^:;^„|^. 


A   COMEDY.  11 

compiling  or  index  way,  that  you  wou'd  intrast  to 
the  care  of  another? 

Cape.     Nothing. 

Poet.    Til  do  it  at  half  price. 

Cape,  I'm  concern'd  it  is  not  in  my  power  st 
present  to  be  useful  to  you  ;  but  if  this  trifle — 

Poet.  Sir,  your  servant.  Shall  I  leave  you  any 
of  my 

Cape,     By  no  means. 

Poet.     An  essay,  or  an  ode  ? 

Cape.     Not  a  line. 

Poet.     Your  very  obedient. —  (Exit  Poet. 

Cap€.  Poor  fellow  !  and  how  far  am  I  removed 
from  his  condition  ?  Virgil  had  his  Pollio ;  Horace 
his  Mecsnas;  Martial  his  Pliny:  my  protectors 
are  Title-page,  the  publisher;  Vamp,  the  booksel- 
ler ;  and  Index,  the  printer,  a  most  noble  triumvi- 
rate ;  and  the  rascals  are  as  prescriptive  and  ar- 
bitary,  as  the  famous  Roman  one,  into  the  bargain. 

Enter  Sprightly. 

Spri.  What !  in  soliloquy,  George  ?  reciting 
some  of  the  pleasantries,  1  suppose,  m  your  new 
piece. 

Q^.  My  disposition  has,  at  present,  very  litlle 
of  the  vii  comica. 

Spri.     What's  the  matter  ? 

Cape.  Survey  that  mass  of  wealth  upon  the 
table;  ail  my  own,  and  earn'd  in  little  more  than 
a  week. 

Spri,     Why,  'lis  an  inexhaustible  mine! 

Cape.  Ay,  and  delivered  to  me,  too,  with  all 
the  soft  civility  of  Billingsgate,  by  a  printer's  prime 
minister,  csll'd  a  Devil. 

Spri.  1  met  the  imp  upon  the  stairs;  but  I 
thought  these  midwives  to  the  muses  were  the 
idolizers  of  you,  their  favourite  suns. 

Ct^.  Our  tyrants,  Tom.  Had  1  indeed  a  posN 
humous  piece  of  infidelity,  or  an  amourous  novel* 
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decorated  with  luscious  copper-plates,  the  slaves 
would  be  civil  enough. 

Spri.    Why  don't  you  publish  your  own  works  ? 

Cape.  What !  and  paper  my  room  with  'em  ? 
no  .  no,  that  will  never  do  ;  there  are  secrets  in  all 
tiJiOes  ;  ours  is  one  great  mystery,  but  the  explana- 
tion vvou'd  be  too  tedious  at  present. 

Spri  Then  why  don't  you  divert  your  attention 
to  biime  other  object  ? 

Cape.    That  subject  was  employing  my  thoughts. 

Spri.     How  have  you  resolved  ? 

Cape.  1  have,  I  think,  at  present,  two  strings  to 
my  bow ;  if  my  comedy  succeeds,  it  buys  me  a 
commission ;  if  my  mistress,  my  Laura,  proves  kind, 
I  am  settled  for  life ;  but  if  both  my  cords  snap> 
adieu  to  the  quilt,  and  welcome  the  musket. 

Spri.  Heroically  determined  ! — But  &  propos~— 
how  proceeds  your  honourable  passion  } 

Cape.  But  slowly — I  believe  I  have  a  friend  in 
her  heart,  but  a  most  potent  enemy  in  her  head : 
you  know,  I  am  poor,  and  she  is  prudent.  With 
regard  to  her  fortune  too,  I  believe  her  brother's 
consent  essentially  necessary-^^But  you  promised 
to  make  me  acquainted  with  him. 

Spri.  I  expect  him  here  every  instant.  He 
may,  Georee,  be  useful  to  you  in  more  than  one 
capacity ;  it  your  comedy  is  not  crouded,  he  is  a 
character,  I  can  tell  you,  that  will  make  no  con- 
temptible figure  in  it. 

Cape.  His  sister  gave  me  a  sketch  of  him  last 
summer. 

Spri.  A  sketch  can  never  convey  him.  His 
peculiarities  require  infinite  labour  and  high  finish- 
ing. 

Cape.    Give  me  the  out-lines. 

Spri.  He  is  a  compound  of  contrarieties ;  pride 
and  meanness;  folly  and  archness:  at  the  same 
time  that  he  wou'd  take  the  wall  of  a  prince  of 
the  blood,  he  would  not  scruple  eating  a  fry'd 
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sausage  at  the  Mews-Gate.  There  is  a  minuteness, 
now  and  then,  in  his  descriptions ;  and  some 
whimsical,  unaccountable  turns  in  his  conversation, 
that  are  entertaining  enough  :    but  the  extrava- 

fance  and  oddity  of  his  manner,  and  the  boast  of 
is  birth,  compleat  his  character. 

Cape.  But  how  will  a  person  of  his  pride  and 
pedigree  relish  the  humility  of  this  apartment  ? 

Spri.  Oh,  he  is  prepar'd — You  are,  George, 
tho'  prodigiously  learn 'd  and  ingenious,  an  abstract- 
ed being,  odd  and^  whimsical ;  the  case  with  all 
you  great  geniuses;  You  love  the  snug,  the  chim- 
ney-corner of  life;  and  retire  to  this  obscure  nook, 
merely  to  avoid  the  Importunity  of  the  great. 

Cape.    Your  servant But   what    attraction 

can  a  character  of  this  kind  have  for  Mr.  Cad- 
wallader  ? 

Spri.  Infinite !  next  to  a  peer,  he  honours  a 
poet :  and  modestly  imputes  his  not  making  a  fi- 
gure in  the  learned  world  himself  to  the  neglect 

of  his  education — hush  !  he's  on  the  stairs on 

with  your  cap,  and  open  your  book.  Remember 
great  dignity  and  absence. 

Enter  Vamp. 

Cape.  Oh,  no;  'tis  Mr.  Vamp:  your  com- 
mands, good  sir  ? 

Vamp.  I  have  a  word,  master  Cape,  for  your 
private  ear. 

Cape.  You  may  communicate;  this  gentleman 
is  a  friend. 

Famp.     An  author  ? 

Cape.     Voluminous. 

Vamp.     In  what  way  ? 

Cape.     Universal. 

Vamp.  Biess  me  !  he's  very  young,  and  e^jeed- 
ingly  well  rigg'd ;  what,  a  good  subscription,  I 
reckon. 

Cape.    Not  a  month  from  Lcydcn :  an  adraira-  . 
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ble  theologist ;  he  studj'd  it  in  Gennany  j  if  jrou 
should  want  such  a  thing  now,  as  ten  or  a  dozen 
manuscript  sermons,  by  a  deceas'd  clergynmn,  I 
believe  he  can  supply  you. 

Famp,     No. 

Cape.     Warranted  Originals. 

yamp.  No,  no,  I  don't  deal  in  the  sermon  way, 
now ;  I  lost  money  by  the  last  I  printed,  for  all 
'twas  wrote  by  a  methodist ;  but,  I  believe,  sir,  if 
they  be'nt  long,  and  have  a  good  deal  of  Latin  in 
'em,  I  can  get  you  a  chap. 

Spri.     For  what,  sir  ? 

Famp.  The  manuscript  sermons  you  have  wrote> 
and  want  to  dispose  of. 

Spri.    Sermons  that  I  have  wrote  ? 

Famp.  Ay,  ay ;  master  Cape  has  been  telling 
me — 

Spri.    He  has  i  I  am  mightily  oblig'd  to  him. 

Famp.  Nay,  nay,  don't  be  afraid  -,  I'll  keep 
council ;  old  Vamp  had  not  kept  a  shop  so  long  at 
the  Turnstile,  if  he  did  not  know  how  to  be  secret  j 
why  in  the  year  forty-five,  when  1  was  in  the  trea- 
sonable way,  I  never  sc^deak'd ;  I  never  gave  up 
but  one  author  in  my  life,  and  he  was  dymg  of  a 
consumption,  so  it  never  came  to  a  trial. 

Spri.    Indeed  ! 

Famp.  Never-^— look  here  (shoos  the  side  of 
his  head)  crop'd  close ! — bare  as  a  board  ! — and 
for  nothing  in  the  world  but  an  innocent  book  of 
bawdy,  as  I  hope  for  mercy :  Oh !  the  laws  are 
very  hard,  very  severe  upon  us. 

Spri.  You  have  given  me,  sir,  so  positive  a 
proof  of  your  secresy  that  you  may  rely  upon  my 
communication. 

Famp.  You  will  be  safe— —but  gadso,  we  must 
mind  business,  tho* ;  here,  master  Cape,  you  must 
provide  me  with  three  taking  titles  for  these 
pamphlets,  and  if  you  can  think  of  a  pat  i.atin 
motto  for  the  largest^^ 
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Ctpe.  They  shall  he  done. 
-  Vimp.  Do  so,  do  so.  Books  are  like  women, 
master  Cape ;  to  strike,  they  must  be  well  dress'd  j 
fine  feathers  make  fine  birds ;  a  good  paper,  an 
elegant  type,  a  handsome  motto,  and  a  catcbi'g 
title,  has  drove  many  a  dull  treai-'»ie  thro'  three 
editions— —Did  you  know  Harry  Handy  ? 

Spri.    Not  that  I  recollect. 

Vamp.  He  was  a  pretty  fellow ;  he*  had  his 
Latin,  ad  anguem,  as  they  say ;  he  would  have  ^uni'd 
you  a  fable  of  Dryden's,  or  an  epistle  of  Pope's  into 
Latin  verse  in  a  twinkling  ;  except  Peter  Hasty  the 
voyage-writer,  he  was  as  great  a  loss  to  the  trade 
as  any  within  my  memory. 

Cape.    What  carry'd  him  off? 

Vamp.  A  halter  i  hang'd  for  clipping  and  coin- 
ing, master  Cape  j  I  thought  there  wis  some- 
thing the  matter  by  his  not  coming  to  our  shop  for 
a  month  or  two :  He  was  a  pretty  fellow  ! 

Spri.    Were  you  a  great  loser  by  his  death  ? 

Kamp.  I  can't  say  :^-^as  he  had  taken  to  ano- 
ther course  of  living,  his  execution  made  a  noise  ; 
It  sold  me  seven  hundred  of  his  translations,  besides 
his  last  dying  speech  and  confession;  I  got  it;  he 
was  mindful  of  his  friends  in  his  last  moments:  he 
was  a  pretty  fellow  ! 

Cape.  You  have  no  further  commands,  Mr. 
Vamp  ? 

Vamp.  Not  at  present ;  about  the  spring  I'll 
deal  with  you,  if  we  can  agree  tor  a  couple  of 
volumes  in  octavo. 

Spri.    Upon  what  subject  ? 

Vamp.  1  leave  that  to  him  ;  master  Cape  knows 
■what  will  do,  tho'  novels  are  a  pretty  light  summer 
reading,  and  do  very  well  at  Tunbridge,  Bristol, 
and  the  other  watering  places:  no  bad  commodity 
for  the  West-India  trade  neither;  let  'em  be  novels, 
master  Cape. 

Cape.    Ypu  shall  be  certainly  siipplv'd 
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Vamp.  I  duubi  not ',  pray  how  does  Index  go 
on  wiih  your  journal? 

Cape.     He  does  not  complain. 

Vamp.     Ah,  I  knew  the  time but  you  have 

over-stock'd  the  market.  Tillepage  and  I  had 
once  lik'd  to  have  engag'd  in  a  paper.  We  had 
got  a  young  Cantab  for  the  essays;  a  pretty  histo- 
rian from  Aberdeen;  and  an  attorney's  clerk  for 
the  true  intelligence  i  but  I  don't  know  how,  it 
drop'd  for  want  of  a  politician. 

Cape.     If  in  that  capacity  I  can  be  of  any — 

Vamp.  No,  thank  you,  master  Cape ;  in  half  a 
year's  time,  I  have  a  grandson  of  my  own  that  will 
come  in;  he's  now  in  training  as  a  waiter  at  the 
Cocoa-Tree  coffee-house;  I  intend  giving  hira 
the  run  of  Jonathan's  for  three  months  to  under- 
stand trade  and  the  funds;  and  then  I'll  start  him 
no,  no,  you  have  enough  on  your  hands  j 
stick  to  your  business:  and  aye  hear,  'ware  clip- 
ping and  coining ;  remember  Harry  Handy  ;  he 
was  a  pretty  fellow  !  fExit. 

Spri.  And  I'm  sure  thou  art  a  most  extraor- 
dinary fellow !  iiut  prythee,  George,  what  cou'd 
provoke  thee  to  make  me  a  writer  of  sermons? 

Cape.  You  seem 'd  desirous  of  being  acquainted 
with  our  business,  and  I  knew  old  Vamp  wou'd 
let  you  more  into  the  secret  in  five  minutes  than  I 
cou'd  in  as  many  hours.         (Knocking  below,  loud.) 

Spri.  C^pe,  to  your  post ;  here  they  are  e'faith, 
a  coachful !  Ill's  see,  Mr.  a-id  Mrs.  Cadwallader, 
and  your  fl^inie,  the  sister,  as  I  live. 

(Cadwallader  without) 

l-'ray,  by  the  bye,  hin't  you  a  poet  above  ? 

(Withotit.)  Higher  up. 

Cad.  Egad,  1  wonder  what  makes  your  poets 
bave  sucli  an  aversion  to  middle  floors — they  are 
always  to  be  found  in  the  extremities ;  in  garrets, 
or  cellars  -^— 
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Enier  Mr.  and  Mrs,  Cadwallader  and  Arobella. 

Cad.    Ah  I  Sprightly ! 

SprL     Hush ! 

Cad.    Hey,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Spri.  Hard  at  it ;  untwisting  some  knotty  point ; 
totally  absorb'd  I 

Cad.  Gadso!  what,  that's  he !  Beck,  Bell,  there 
he  is,  egad,  as  great  a  poet,  and  as  ingenious  a*— ^- 
what's  he  about  ?— Hebrew  ? 

Spri.  Weaving  the  whole  j£neid  into  a  tragedy: 
I  have  been  here  this  half  hour,  but  he  has  not 
mark'd  mc  yet. 

Cad.    Cou'd  not  I  take  a  peep  ? 

Spri.    An  earthquake  wou'd  not  rouze  him. 

Cad.     He  seems  in  a  damn'd  passion. 

Cape.  The  belt  of  Pallas  I  nor  prayers,  nor 
tears,  nor  supplicating  gods  shall  save  thee  now. 

Cad.    Hey !  zounds,  what  the  devil  ?  who  ? 

Cape. 

Pallas !  le  hoc  vulnere,  Pallai 

Immolat,  &  pcenam  scelerato  ex  sanguine  sumit. 

Cad.  Damn  your  palace ;  I  wish  I  was  well  out 
of  your  garret. 

Cape.  Sir,  I  beg  ten  thousand  pardons :  ladies, 
your  most  devoted.  You  will  excuse  me,  sir,  but 
beingjust  on  the  catastrophe  of  my  tragedy,  I  am 
afraid  the  poetic  furor  may  have  betray'd  me  into 
some  indecency. 

Spri.  Ob,  Mr.  Cadwallader  is  too  great  a  genius 
himself,  not  to  allow  for  these  intemperate  sallies 
of  a  heated  imagination. 

Cad.  Genius!  look  ye  here,  Mr.  What's-your- 
name? 

Cape.    Cape. 

Cad.  Cape!  true;  iho'  by  the  bye  here,  hey! 
you  live  devilish  high  ;  but  perhaps  you  may  chuse 
that  for  exercise,  hey  !  Sprightly !  Genius !  look'e 
here,  Mr.  Cape,  I  had  as  pretty  natural  parts,  as 
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fine  talents! — but  between  you  and  I,  I  had  % 
damn'd  fool  of  a  guardian,  an  ignorant,  illiterate, 
ecod  'he  cou'd  as  soon  pay  the  national  debt  as 
write  his  own  name,  and  so  was  resolv'd  to  make 
his  ward  no  wiser  than  himself,  I  thinlc. 

Spri.  Oh !  fye,  Mr.  Cadwallader,  you  don't  do 
yourself  justice. 

Cape.  Indeed,  sir,  we  must  contradict  you,  we 
can't,  suffer  this  defamation.  I  have  more  than 
once  heard  Mr.  Cadwallader's  literary  acquisitioni 
loudly  talk'd  of. 

Cad.    Have  you  ? no,  no,  it  can't  be,  hey ! 

tho'  let  me  tell  you,  last  winter,  before  I  had  the 
measles,  I  cou'd  have  made  as  good  a  speech  upon 

any  subject,  in  Italian,  French,  German but  I 

am  all  unhing'd ;  all  — — ^—  Oh  I  Lord,  Mr.  Cape, 
this  is  Becky  ;  my  dear  Becky,  child,  this  is  a  great 
poet  -—- —  ah,  but  she  does  not  know  what  that  is 
—~-  a  little  foolish  or  so,  but  of  a  very  good  fami- 
.y — here  Becky,  child,  won't  you  ask  Mt.  Cape  to 
come  and  see  you  ? 

Mrs.  Cad,  As  Dicky  says,  I  shall  be  glad  to  see 
you  at  our  house,  sir. 

Cape.  I  have  too  great  a  regard  for  my  own 
happiness,  ma'am,  to  miss  so  certain  an  opportunity 
of  creating  it. 

Mrs.  Cad.     Hey  !  What  ? 

Cape.  My  inclinations,  as  well  as  my  duty,  I 
say,  will  compel  me  to  obey  your  kind  injunctions. 

Mrs.  Cad.     What  does  he  say,  our  Bell  ? 

Arab.  Oh,  that  he  can  have  no  greater  pleasure 
than  waiting  on  you. 

Mrs.  Cad.  I'm  sure  that's  more  his  goodness 
than  my  desert ;  but  when  you  be'nt  better  en- 
gag'd  we  shou'd  be  glad  of  your  company  of  an 
evening  to  make  one  with  our  Dicky,  sister  Bell, 
and  I,  at  whisk  and  swabbers. 

Cad.  Hey,  ecod  do,  Cape,  come  and  look  at 
her  grotto  and  shells,  and  see  what  she  has  got—  , 
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Well,  hell  come,  Beck. — ecod  do,  and  she'll  come 
to  the  third  night  of  your  tragedy,  hey !  won't  you. 
Beck  ?  ■     is'nt  she  a  fine  girl  ?  hey,  you  ;  humour 

her  a  little,  do ; ^hey.  Beck  j  he  says  you  are  as 

fine  a  woman  as  ever  he  —  ecod  who  knows  but 
he  may  make  a  copy  of  verses  on  you  F — there,  go, 
and  have  a  little  chat  with  her,  talk  any  nonsense 
to  her,  DO  matter  what;  she's  a  damn'd  fool,  and 
won't  know  the  difference — there,  go.  Beck — well, 
Sprightly,  hey !  what  are  you  and  Belt  like  to 
come  together?  Oh,  ecod,  they  tell  me,  Mr. 
Sprightly,  that  you  have  frequently  lords  and  vis- 
counts and  earls,  that  take  a  dinner  with  you  j 
now  I  shou'd  look  upon  it  as  a  very  particular  fa- 
vour, if  you  would  invite  me  at  the  same  lime, 
hey !  will  you? 

Spri.    You  may  depend  on  it. 

Cad.  Will  you  f  Gad,  that's  kind  ;  for  between 
you  and  I,  Mr.  Sprightly,  I  am  of  as  antient  a  fa- 
mily  as  the  best  orthemj  and  people  of  fashion 
shou'd  know  one  another,  you  know. 

Spri.     By  all  manner  of  means. 

Qtd.  Hey !  should  not  they  so  ?  When  you 
have  any  lord,  or  baron,  nay  ej;ad,  if  it  be  but  a 
baronet,  or  a  member  of  parUament,  I  shou'd  take 
it  as  a  favour. 

Spri.  You  will  do  them  honour;  they  must  all 
have  heard  of  the  antiquity  of  your  house. 

Cad,  Antiquity !  hey !  Beckj  where 's  my  pedi- 
gree? 

Mrs.  Cad.  Why  at  home,  lock'd  up  in  the  but- 
ler's pantry. 

Cad.  In  the  pantry !  What  the  devil,  how  often 
have  I  bid  you  never  to  come  out  without  it? 

Mrs.  Cad.  Lord  !  What  signifies  carrying  such 
a  lumb'ring  thing  about? 

Cad.  Signifies  !  you  are  a  fool.  Beck,  why  sup- 
pose we  should  have  any  disputes  when  we  are 
abroad,  about  precedence  ?  how  the  devil  shall  we 
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be  able  to  settle  it  ?  But  you  shall  see  it  at  home. 
Oh  Becky,  come  hither>  we  will  refer  our  dispute 
to  ■■  (T^l'ty  £0  apart.) 

Arab.  Well,  sir,  your  friend  has  prevail'd  ;  you 
are  acquainted  with  my  brother  j  but  what  use 
you  propose 

Cape.  The  pleasure  of  a  more  frequent  admis- 
sion to  you. 

Arab.    That  all  ? 

Cape.  Who  knows  but  a  strict  intimacy  with 
Mr.  Cadwallader  may  in  time  incline  him  to  favour 
my  hopes  ? 

Arab.  A  sandy  foundation !  Cou*d  he  be  pre- 
vail'd upon  to  forgive  your  want  of  fortune  ;  the 
obscurity,  or  at  least  uncertainty,  of  your  birth, 
will  prove  an  unsurmountable  bar. 

Cad.  Hold,  hold>  hold.  Beck ;  zounds !  you  are 
so  ' 

Spri.     Well,  but  hear  him  out,  ma'am. 

Cape.  Consider  we  have  but  an  instant.  What 
project?  What  advice? 

Arab.  O  fye !  You  would  be  asham'd  to  receive 
succour  from  a  weak  woman !  Poetry  is  your  pro- 
fession, you  know  ;  so  that  plots,  contrivances,  and 
all  the  powers  of  imagination,  are  more  peculiarly 
your  province. 

Cape.     Is  this  a  season  to  rally  ? 

Cad.     Hold,  hold,  hold ;  ask  Mr.  Cape. 

Arab.  To  be  serious  then;  if  you  have  any 
point  to  gain  with  my  brother,  your  application 
must  be  made  to  his  better  part. 

Cape.  I  understand  you;  plough  with  the  hei- 
fer. 

Arab.  A  delicate  allusion,  on  my  word ;  but 
take  this  hint — amongst  her  passions,  admiration, 
or  rather  adoration,  is  the  principal. 

Cape.     Oh ;  that  is  her  fuible  ? 

Arab.  One  of  them ;  against  that  fort  you  must 
plant  your  batteries — But  here  they  are. 
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Mrs,  Cad.  I  tell  you.  yo-  are  a  nonsense  man, 
and  I  won't  agree  to  any  such  thing:  Why  what 
signifies  a  parhament  man  ?  You  make  such  a  rout 
indeed. 

Cad.  Hold,  Becky,  my  dear,  don't  be  in  a  pa»- 
sion  now,  hold  ;  let  us  reason  the  thing  a  little,  my 
dear. 

Mrs.  Cad.  I  tell  you  I  won't  j  what's  the  man 
an  oafe  ?  1  won't  reason,  1  hate  reason,  and  so 
there's  an  end  on't. 

Cad.  Why  then  you  are  obstinate  ecod,  perverse 
hey !  But  my  dear,  now,  Becky,  that's  a  good  girl : 
Hey !  come,  hold,  hold— Egad,  we'll  refer  it  to 
Mr.  Cape. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Defer  it  to  who  you  will,  it  will 
signify  nothing. 

Cape.  Bless  me,  what's  the  matter,  madam  ? 
Sure,  Mr.  Cadwallader,  you  must  have  lieen  to, 
blame ;  no  inconsiderable  matter  cou'd  have  ruf- 
fled the  natural  softness  of  that  tender  and  delicate 
mind. , 

Arab.     Pretty  well  commenced. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Why  he's  always  a  fool,  I  think; 
he  wants  to  send  our  little  Dicky  to  sshool,  and 
make  him  a  parliament  man. 

GjjM.     How  old  is  master,  ma'am  ? 

Mrs.  Cad.  Three  years  and  a  quarter,  come 
lady-day. 

Cape.     The  intention  is  rather  early. 

Cad.  Hey !  early,  hold,  hold ;  but  Becky,  mis- 
takes the  thing,  egad  I'll  tell  you  the  whole 
affair. 

Mrs.  Cad.  You  had  better  hold  your -chattering, 
so  you  had. 

Cad.  Nay,  prithee,  my  dear;  Mr.  Sprightly, 
do,  stop  her  mouth,  hold,  hold ;  the  matter,  Mr. 
Cape,  is  this.     Have  you  ever  seen  my  Dicky  ? 

Cape.     Never. 

Cad.    No  P  Hold,  hold,  egad  he's  a  fine,  a  sensi- 
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blc  child  i  I  tell  Becky  he's  like  her,  to  keep  her 
in  humour ;  but  between  you  and  I  he  has  more 
sense  already,  than  all  her  family  put  together. 
Hey !  Becky !  is  not  Dicky  the  picture  of  you  ? 
Hes  a  sweet  child  I  Now,  Mr.  Cape,  you  must 
know,  I  want  to  put  little  Dicky  to  schoo);  now 
between — hey !  you,  hold,  you,  hold,  the  great  use 
of  a  school  is,  hey  !  egad,  for  children  to  make  ac- 
quaintances, that  may  hereafter  be  useful  to  them; 
for  between  you  and  I,  as  to  what  they  learn  there, 
does  not  signify  two-pence. 

Ctpe.    Not  a  farthing. 

CaJ.  Does  it,  hey?  Now  this  is  our  dispute, 
whether  poor  little  Dicky,  he's  a  sweefboy,  shall 
go  to  Mr.  Quse-Genius's  at  Edgware,  and  make 
an  acquaintance  with  my  young  lord  Knap,  the 
eldest  son  of  the  earl  of  Frize,  or  to  doctor  Tickle- 
pitcher's  at  Barnet,  to  form  a  friendship  with  young 
Stocks,  the  rich  broker's  only  child. 

Capg.    And  for  which  does  the  lady  determine  ? 

C^J.  Why  I  have  told  her  the  case  ;  says  I,  Becky, 
my  dear ;  who  knows,  if  Dicky  goes  to  Qux-Geot- 
us's,  but  my  lord  Knap  may  take  such  a  fancy  to 
him,  that  upon  the  death  of  his  father,  and  he  comes 
to  be  earl  of  Frize,  he  may  make  poor  little  Dicky 
a  member  of  parliament  ?  Hey !  Cape  ? 

Mrs.  Cad.  Ay,  but  then  if  Dicky  goes  to 
Ticklepitcher's  who  can  tell  but  young  Stocks, 
when  he  comes  to  his  fortune,  may  lend  him  money 
if  he  wants  it?. 

Cad.  And  if  he  does  not  vrant  it,  be  won't  take 
after  his  father,  hey  !  Well,  what's  your  opinion, 
master  Cape. 

Cape.  Why  Sir,  I  can't  but  join  with  the  lady, 
money  is  the  main  article ;  it  is  that  that  makes  the 
mare  to  go. 

Cad.  Hey  !  egad,  and  the  alderman  too,  you  ; 
so  Dicky  may  be  a  member,  and  a  fig  for  my  lord ; 
Well,  Becky,  be  quiet,  he  shall  stitk  to  Stocks. 
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Mrs.  Cad.  Ay  let'n  j  I  was  sure  as  how  I  was 
right. 

CaJ.  Well,  hush  Becky.  Mr.  Cape,  will  you 
eat  a  bit  with  us  to-day,  hey !  will  you  ? 

Cape.     You  command  me. 

Cad.  That's  kind ;  why  then  Becky  and  Bell 
shall  step  and  order  the  cook  to  toss  up  a  little. 
nice^— Hey !  will  you,  Becky  ?  Do,  and  I'll  bring 
Cape. 

Mrs.  Cad,  Ay,  with  alt  my  heart.  Well,  Mr. 
What-d'ye-call'um,  the  poet  j  ecod  the  man's  well 
enough — Your  servant. 

Cape.  I  am  a  little  too  much  in  dishabille,  to 
offer  your  ladyship  my  hand  to  your  coach. 

Cad.  Pshaw !  never  mind,  I'll  do  it — Here  you 
have  company  coming. 

(Exeunt  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Cad.  and  Arab. 

Enter  Governor  and  Robin. 

Cape.     Ah,  master  Robin ! 

Robin.  Why,  you  have  a  great  levee  this  morn- 
ing, sir. 

Cape.  Ay  Robin,  there's  no  obscuring  extraor- 
dinary talents. 

Rob.  Irue,  sir;  and  this  friend  of  mine  begs 
to  claim  the  benefit  of  them. 

Cape.  Any  friend  of  yours :  But  how  can  I  be 
serviceable  to  him  ? 

Rob.  Why,  sir,  he  is  lately  retum'd  from  a  pro- 
fitable government;  and  as  you  know  the  unsatis- 
fied mind  of  man,  no  sooner  is  one  object  possess'd, 
but  another  starts  up  to  ■  "    ■ 

Cape.  A  truce  to  moralizing,  dear  Robin,  to  the 
matter;  I  am  a  little  busy. 

Rob.  In  a  word  then,  this  gentleman,  having  a 
good  deal  of  wealth,  is  desirous  of  a  liltle  honour. 

Cape.    How  can  I  confer  it  ? 

Rm.    Your  pen  may. 

Cape.    1  don't  understand  you. 
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Ro^.  Why  touch  him  un  a  handsome  compli- 
mentary address  from  his  colonv,  by  way  of  praisiiiff 
the  prudence  of  his  administration,  his  justice,  va- 
lour, benevolenccj  and 

Cape.  I  am  s^^rv  'tis  imiossible  for  me  now  to 
misunderstand  yoii.  The  c>!>;igations  [  owe  you, 
Robin,  n. 'thing  can  cancel ;  otherwise,  this  wou'd 

prove  onr  last  interview. Your  friend,  sir,  has 

been  a  little  mistake,  .  in  recommending  me  as  a 
person  fit  for  your  purpose.  Letters  have  been  al- 
ways my  pasMon,  and  indeed  are  now  my  profession ; 
but  tho'  I  am  the  servant  of  the  public,  I  am  not 
the  prostitute  of  pariiculars :  As  my  pen  has  never 
been  ting'd  with  gall,  to  gratify  popular  resentment 
or  private  pique,  so  it  shall  never  sacrifice  its  inte- 
grity to  flatter  pride,  impose  faUhood,  or  palliate 
guilt.  Your  merit  may  be  great,  but  let  those, 
sir,  be  the  herald.s  of  your  worth,  who  are  better 
acquainted  with  it. 

Gov.  Young  man,  I  like  your  principles  and 
spirit ;  your  manly  refusal  gives  me  more  pleasure, 
than  any  honors  your  papers  cou'd  have  pro- 
cured me. 

Spri.  Now  this  business  is  dispalch'd,  let  us  re- 
turn to  our  own  atFairs— — You  dine  at  Cadwal- 
lader's  ? 

Cape.    I  do, 

Spri.  Wou'd  it  not  be  convenient  to  you  to 
have  him  out  of  the  way? 

Cape.     Extremely. 

Spri     I  have  a  project  that  I  think  will  prevail. 

Cape.     Of  what  kind? 

Spri.  Bordering  upon  the  dramatic;  but  the 
time  is  so  pressing,  I  shall  be  at  a  loss  to  procuie 

performers.     Let's  see Robin  is  asure  card  ■    ■  ■ 

A  principal  may  easily  be  met  with,  but  where 
the  duce  can  1  get  an  interpreter? 

Rok  Offer  yourself.  Sir;  it  will  give  you  an 
opportunity  of  more  closely  inspecting  the  con- 
duct of  your  son. 
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Gov.  True.  Sir,  tho*  a  scheme  of  this  sort 
may  ill  suit  with  my  character  and  time  of  life,  yet 
from  a  private  interest  I  take  in  that  gentleman's 
affairs,  if  the  means  are  honourable— 

Spri.     Innocent  upon  my  credit. 

Gov,  Why  then,  sir,  I  have  no  objection,  if  you 
think  me  equal  to  the  task 

Spri.  Most  happily  fitted  for  it.  I  shou'd  not 
htve  taken  the  liberty — but  hush  !  He's  return'd. 

Enter  Cadwallader. 

Spri.  My  dear  friend !  the  luckiest  circum- 
stance ! 

Cad.    Hey !  how  ?  Stay,  hey ! 

Sp-i.    You  see  that  gentleman  ? 

Cad.    Well,  hey! 

5^/.    Do  you  know  who  he  is  ? 

Cad.     Not  I. 

Spri.     He  is  interpreter  to  prince  Potowowsky. 

Cad.     Wowsky?  Who  the  devil  is  he? 

Spri,  Why  the  Tartarian  prince,  that's  come 
over  ambassador  from  the  Cham  of  the  Calmucks. 

Cad.     Indeed. 

Spri.  His  highness  has  just  sent  me  nn  invita- 
tion to  dine  with  him  ;  now  every  body  that  dines 
with  a  Tartarian  lord,  has  a  right  to  carry  with 
him  what  the  Latins  caD'd  his  Umbrae  in  their 
language  it  is  Jablanousky. 

Cad.     Jablanousky  I  well  ? 

Spri.  Now  if  you  will  go  in  that  capacity,  I 
shall  be  glad  of  the  honour. 

Cad.  Hey !  why  wou'd  you  carry  me  to  dine 
with  his  royal  highness  ? 

Spri,     With  pleasure. 

Cad.     My  dear  friend,  I  shall    take  it  as  the 

greatest  favour,  the  greatest  obligatlor, 1 

shall  never  be  able  to  ret'jrn  i:. 
Spri.     Don't  meinicn  it. 
Cad.     Hey !  but  hold,  hold,  how  the  devil  shall 
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I  get  off  with  the  poet?  You  know  I  have  ask'd 
him  to  dinner. 

Spri.  Oh !  the  occasion  will  be  apology  sufiici'- 
ent }  besides,  there  will  be  the  ladies  to  receive 
him. 

Cad.  My  dear  Mr.  Cape,  I  beg  ten  thousand 
pardons,  but  here  your  friend  is  invited  to  dinner 
with  prince  —    .        what  the  devil  is  his  name  ? 

Spri.     Potowowski. 

Cad.  True ;  now,  sir,  ecod  he  has  been  so  kind 
as  to  offer  to  carry  me  as  his  Jablanousky,  wou'd 
you  be  so  good  to  excuse — 

Cape.    By  all  means ;  not  a  word,  I  beg. 

Cad.  That  is  exceeding  kind;  I'll  come  to  you 
after  dinner ;  hey !  stay,  but  is  there  any  ceremony 
to  be  used  with  his  highness? 

Spri.    You  dine  upon  carpets,  cross-legg'd. 

Cad.  Hey !  hold,  hold,  cross-legg'd,  zounds ' 
that's  odd,  well,  well,  you  shall  teach  me. 

Spri.  And  his  highness  is  particularly  pleased 
with  those  amongst  his  guests  that  do  honour  to 
his  country  soup. 

Cad.  Oh  !  let  me  alone  for  that ;  but  should 
not  I  dress  ? 

5^/.     No,  there's  no  occasion  for  it. 

Cad.  Dear  friend,  forgive  me;  nothing  should 
lake  me  from  you,  but  being  a  Hobblin  Wiskey. 
Well,  I'll  go  and  study  to  sit  cross-legg'd,  'till  you 
call  me. 

Spri.     Do  so. 

Cad.  His  highness  Potowowsky !  This  is  the 
luckiest  accident !  (Exit. 

Cape.  Hah  !  hah  !  hah  !  but  how  will  you  con- 
duct  your  enterprize? 

Spri.  We'll  carry  him  toyour  friend  Robin's;  dress 
up  one  of  the  under  actors  in  a  ridiculous  habit  ; 
this  gentleman  shall  talk  a  little  gibberish  with  him. 
I'll  compose  a  soup  of  some  nauseous  ingredients ; 
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let  me  alone  to  manage.    But  do  you  chuse,  sir 
the  part  we  have  assign 'd  ? 

Gov.    As  it  seems  to  be  but  a  harmless  piece  of 
mirtb,  1  have  no  objection. 

Spri.     Well  then  let's  about  it  ;  come,  sir. 

Cape.    Mr.  Sprightly ! 

Spri.     What's  the  matter  ? 

Cape.  Wou'd  it  not  be  right  to  be  a  little  spruce, 
a  little  smart  upon  this  occasion  ? 

Spri.  No  doubt;  dress,  dress,  man;  no  time  is 
to  be  lost. 

Cape.  Well,  but  Jack,  I  cannot  say  that  at 
present  I  — 

Spri.    Prythee  explain.     What  would  you  say  ? 

C^.  Why  then,  1  cannot  say,  that  I  have  any 
other  garments  at  home. 

Spri.  Oh,  I  understand  you,  is  that  alt  i  Here, 
here,  take  my^— 

Cape.  Dear  Sprightly,  I  am  quite  ashamed,  and 
sorry. 

Spri.    That's  not  so  obliging,  George  j  what* 

sony  to  give  me  the  greatest  pleasure  that But 

I  have  no  time  for  speeches ;  1  must  run  to  get  rea- 
dy my  soup.     Come,  gentlemen. 

Jlot.     Did  you  observe,  sir  ? 

Gov.    Most  feelingly !  But  it  will  soon  be  over. 

Ro^.    Courage,  sir ;  times  perhaps  may  change. 

Cape.  A  poor  prospect,  Robin !  But  this  scheme 
of  life  at  least  must  be  changed;  for  what  spirit, 
with  the  least  spark  of  generosity,  can  oupport  a 
lifeofeternalobligation.and  disagreeable  drudgery? 
Inclination  not  consulted,  genius  cramp'd,  and  ta- 
lents misapply'd. 

What  prospect  have  those  authors  to  be  read. 

Whose  daily  writings  earn  their  daily  bread  ? 
{Exeunt. 


END    OF    THE    FIRST    ACT. 
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ACT      II. 

Young  Cape  and  Mrs.  Cadwallader  at  Cards, 

Mrs.  Cad. 
You  want  four,  and  I  two,  and  my  deal :  now, 
knave  noddy  '  no,  hearts  be  trumps. 

Cape.     I  beg. 

Mrs.  Cad.     Will  you  stock  'em  ? 

Cape.     Go  on,  if  you  please,  madam. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Hearts  again — One,  two,  three  ;  one* 
two, — hang  'em,  they  won't  slip,  three.  Dia- 
monds   the  two :  have  you  higher  than  the 

queen  ? 

Cape.     No,  madam. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Then  there's  highest— and  lowest, 
by  gosh.     Games  are  even;  you  are  to  deal. 

Cape.  Pshaw,  hang  cards;  there  are  other 
amusements  better  suited  to  a  t^te-a  tete,  than  any 
the  four  aces  can  afford  us. 

Mrs.  Cad.    What  pastimes  be  they  ? We 

ben't  enough  for  hunt  the  whistle,  nor  blind-man's 
buflF:  but  I'll  call  our  BeU,  and  Robin  the  butler. 
Dicky  will  be  here  by-an-bye. 

Qipe.  Hold  a  minute.  1  have  a  game  to  pro- 
pose, where  the  presence  of  a  third  person,  especi- 
ally Mr.  Cadwallader's,  wou'd  totally  ruin  the 
sport. 

Mrs.  Cad.     Ay,  what  can  that  be? 

Cape.    Can't  you  guess  ? 

Mrs.  Cad.  Not  1 ;  questions  and  commands, 
mayhap. 

Cape.  Not  absolutely  that some  little  re- 
semblance ;  for  I  am  to  request,  and  you  are  to 
command. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Oh  daisy !  that's  charming,  I  never 
play'datthat  in  all  my  born  days;  come,  begin 
then. 
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Cape.    Can  you  love  me  ? 

Mrs.  Cad.  Love  you !  But  is  it  in  jest  or  earnest  ? 

Cape.    That  is  as  you  plgase  to  determine. 

Mrs.  Cad.     But  mayn't  I  ask  you  questions  too  ? 

Cape.    Doubtless. 

Mrs.  Cad.     WKy  then  do  you  love  me? 

Cape.    With  all'my  soul. 

Mrs.  Cad.    Upon  your  sayso. 


Cape.     Upon  my  sayso. 
Mrs.C 


.  Cad.  I'm  glad  on't  with  all  my  heart. 
This  is  the  rarest  pastime  ! 

Cape.     But  you  have  not  answer'd  my  question. 

Mrs. Cad.  Hey?  that's  true.  Why  1  believe 
there's  no  love  lost. 

Cape.  So ;  our  game  will  soon  be  over ;  I  shall 
be  up  at  a  deal.  1  wish  I  mayn't  be  engaged  to 
play  deeper  here  than  I  intended  tho'.        (Aiide.) 

Mrs.  Cad.     Well,  now  'tis  your  turn. 

Cape.  True;  aye  ;  but  zooksyou  are  too  hasty  j 
the  pleasure  of  this  play,  like  hunting,  does  not 
consist  in  immediately  chopping  the  prey. 

Mrs.  Cad.     No  !  How  then  f 

Cape.  Why  first  [  am  to  start  you,  then  run 
you  a  little  in  view,  then  lose  you,  then  unravel  all 
the  tricks  and  doubles  you  make  to  escape  me. 

You  fly  o'er  hedge  and  stile, 
I  pursue  for  many  a  mile. 
You  grow  lir'd  at  last  and  quat 
T)ien  I  catch  you,  and  all  that. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Dear  me,  there's  a  deal  on't !  I  shall 
never  be  able  to  hold  out  long ;  1  had  rather  be 
taken  in  view. 

Cape.    I  believe  you. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Well,  come,  begin  and  start  me, 
that  I  may  come  the  sooner  to  quatting — Hush  I 
here's  sister ;  what  the  deuce  brought  her?  Bell 
will  be  for  learning  this  game  too,  but  don't  you 
teach  her  for  yourUfe,  Mr.  Poet. 
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Eitler  Arabella. 

Arab.  Your  mantua-maker,  with  jrour  new 
sack,  sister. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Is  that  all  ?  She  might  have  stay'd, 
I  think. 

Arab.  What  ?  You  were  better  engaged  ?  But 
don't  be  angry,  1  am  sorry  I  interrupted  you. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Hey!  Now  will  I  be  hang'd  if  she 
be'nt  jealous  of  Mr.  Poet  i  but  I'll  lislen,  and  see 
the  end  on't,  I'm  resolved.  ( Aside  and  exit. 

Armb.    Are  you  concern'd  atthe  interruption  too? 

Cape.  It  was  a  very  seasonable  one,  I  promise 
you;  had  you  stay'd  a  little  longer,  I  don  t  know 
what  might  have  been  the  consequence. 

Arab.    No  danger  to  your  person,  I  hope. 

Cttpt.    Some  little  attacks  upon  it. 

Arab.    Which  were  as  feebly  resisted. 

Cape.  Why,  consider,  my  dear  Bell ;  tho*  your 
sister  is  a  fool,  she  is  a  fine  woman,  and  flesh  is 
fotil. 

Arab.  Dear  Bell!  And  flesh  is  frail!  We  are 
grown  strangely  familiar,  I  think. 

Cape.  Heydey!  In  what  comer  sits  the  wind  now? 

Armb.  Where  it  may  possibly  blow  strong 
enough  to  overset  your  hopes. 

Cape.    That  a  breeze  of  your  breath  can  do. 

Arab.    Affected ! 

Cape.  You  are  obliging,  madaoi  j  but  pray,  what 
is  the  meaning  of  all  this  ? 

Arab.     Ask  your  own  guilty  conscience. 

Cape.  Were  I  inclined  to  flatter  myself,  this  lit- 
tle passion  wou'd  be  no  bad  presage. 

Arab.     You  may  prove  a  false  prophet. 

Cape.  Let  me  die,  if  I  know  what  to —  But  to 
descend  to  a  little  common  sense ;  what  part  of  my 
cimduct^-^ 

Arab.  Look'e,  Mr.  Cape,  all  explanations  are 
unnecessary:  I  have  been  lucky  enough  todiscoy^|^> 
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your  disposition  before  it  is  too  late ;  and  so  you 
know  there's  no  occasioo  — but  however,  I'll  not  be 
any  impediment  to  you  ;  my  sister  will  be  back 
immediately ;  I  suppose  my  presence  will  only  — 
But  consider,  sir,  I  have  a  brother's  honour—— 

Cape.  Which  is  as  safe  from  me,  as  if  it  was 
lock'd  up  in  your  brother's  closet :  But  surely,  ma- 
dam, you  are  a  little  capricious,  here ;  have  I  done 
any  thing  but  obey  your  directions  ? 

Jra6.  That  was  founded  upon  a  supposition 
that  —'  but  no  matter. 

Cape.     That  what  ? 

jlra^.  Why,  I  was  weak  enough  to  believe, 
what  you  was  wicked  enough  to  protest  —  '   i- 

Cape.  That  1  loved  you ;  and  what  reason  have  I 
given  you  to  doubt  it  ? 

Jrai.  A  pretty  situation  [  found  you  in  at  my 
entrance. 

Cape.  An  assumed  warmth,  for  the  better  con- 
cealing the  fraud. 

Mrs.  Cad.    What's  that  i*  (Aside,  /istenm^. 

Cape.  Surely  if  you  doubted  my  constancy,  you 
must  have  a  better  opinion  of  my  understanding. 

Mrs.  Cad.     Mighty  well.  (Aside. 

Cape.  What  an  ideot,  a  driveller !  no  conside- 
ration upon  earth,  but  my  paving  the  way  to  the 
possession  of  you,  could  have  prevail'd  upon  me  to 
support  her  folly  a  minute. 

EiUer  Mrs.  Cadivalhder. 

Mrs.  Cad,  Soh !  Mr.  Poet,  you  are  a  pretty 
gentleman,  indeed ;  ecod,  I'm  glad  I  have  caught 
you.  I'm  not  such  a  fool  as  you  think  for,  man; 
but  here  will  be  Dicky  presently,  he  shall  hear  of 
your  tricks,  he  shall ;  I II  let  him  know  what  a  pret- 
ty person  he  has  got  in  his  bouse. 

Cape.  There's  no  parrying  this ;  had  not  I  bet- 
ter decamp. 

Arab.    And  leave  me  to  the  mercy  of  the  enemy : 
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My  brother's  temper  is  so  odd,  there's  no  knowing 
in  what  light  he'll  see  this. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Oh,  he's  lielow,  I  hear  him.  Now 
we  shall  hear  what  he'll  say  lo  vou,  madam. 

Enter  Csdwallader,  Governor,  Sprighlly,  and  Robin. 
Cad.     No,  pray  walk  in,  Mr.  Interpreter,  be- 
tween you  and  I,  I  like  his  royal  highness  mightily  ; 

he's  a  polite,  pretty,  well-bred  gentleman but 

damn  his  soup. 

Gov.     Why,  sir,  you  eat  as  if  you  lik'd  it. 

Cad.  Lik'd  it !  hey,  egad,  I  would  not  eat  ano- 
ther mess  to  be  his  master's  prime  minister ;  as 
bitter  as  gall,  and  as  black  as  my  hat;  and  there 
have  I  been  sitting  these  two  hours  with  my  legs 
under  me  'till  they  are  both  as  dead  as  a  herring. 

Cape.     Your  dinner  displeas'd  you  ? 

Cad.  Displeas'd!  hey!  Look'e,  Mr.  Sprightly, 
I'm  mightily  obliged  to  you  for  the  honour;  but 
hold,  hold,  you  shall  never  persuade  me  to  be  a  hob- 
blinwisky  again,  if  the  great  cham  of  the  Calmucks 
were  to  come  over  himself.  Hey !  and  what  a 
damn'd  language  has  he  got  ?  Whte,  haw,  haw  ! 
but  you  speak  it  very  fluently. 

Gov.     I  was  long  resident  in  the  country. 

Cad.  May  be  so,  but  he  seems  to  speak  it  bet- 
ter ;  you  have  a  foreign  kind  of  an  accent,  you  don't 
sound  it  through  the  nose  so  well  as  he.  Hey  ! 
well  Becky,  what,  and  how  have  you  entertain'd 
Mr.  Cape. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Oh !  here  have  been  tine  doings 
since  you  have  been  gone. 

Cape.     So,  now  comes  on  the  storm. 

Cad.  Hey !  hold,  hold,  what  has  been  the  mat- 
ter? 

Mrs.  Cad.  Matter !  why  the  devil  is  in  the  poet, 
I  think. 

Cad.    The  devil !  hold. 
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Mrs.  Cad.  Why  here  he  has  been  making  love 
to  me  like  bewitch'd. 

Cad.    How,  which  way  ? 

Mrs.  Cad.  Why  some  on't  was  out  of  his  poe- 
try I  think. 

Cad.  Hey !  hold,  hold,  egad  I  believe  he's  a 
little  mad ;  this  morning  he  took  me  for  king  Tur- 
nus,  you;  now  who  can  tell,  but  this  afternoon  he 
may  take  you  for  queen  Dido? 

Mrs.  Cad.  And  there  he  told  me  1  was  to  run, 
and  to  double,  and  quat,  and  there  he  was  to  catch 
me,  and  all  that. 

Cad.  Hold,  hold,  catch  you?  Mr.  Cape,  [  take 
it  very  unkindly ;  it  was,  d'ye  see,  a  very  unfriendly 
thing  to  make  love  to  Becky  in  my  absence. 

Cape.     But,  sir. 

Cad.  And  it  was  the  more  ungenerous,  Mr. 
Cape,  to  take  this  advantage,  as  you  know  she  is 
but  a  foolish  woman. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Ay,  mej  who  am  but  a  foolish 
woman. 

Cape.     But  hear  me. 

Cad.  A  poor  ignorant,  illiterate,  poor  Becky  ! 
And  for  a  man  of  your  parts  to  attack 

Cape.     There's  no  ■ 

Cad.  Hold,  hold,  ecod  it  is  just  as  if  the  grand 
signor,  at  the  head  of  his  janisaries,  was  to  kick  a 
chimney-sweeper. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Hey  !  what's  that  you  say,  Dicky  ; 
what,  be  I  like  a  chimney-sweeper  ? 

Cad.  Hey!  hold,  hold.  Zounds!  no,  Beck; 
hey !  no  :  That's  only  by  way  of  simile,  to  let  him 
see  I  understand  your  tropes,  and  figures,  as*well 
as  himself,  egad  !  and  therefore 

Spri.     Nay,  but  Mr.  Cadwallader 

Cad.  Don't  mention  it,  Mr.  Sprightly ;  he  is  the 
first  poet  I  ever  had  in  my  house,  except  the  bell- 
man for  a  Christmas-box. 

Spri.    Good  sir.  u,... Google 


34  THB  author: 

Cad.  And  hold,  hold ;  1  am  resolved  he  sh&U 
be  the  last. 

l^ri.     I  have  but  one  way  to  silence  him. 

Cad.    And  let  me  tell  you — 

Spri.  Nay,  sir,  if  I  must  tell  him ;  he  owes  his 
reception  here  to  my  recommendation ;  any  abuse 
of  your  goodness,  any  breach  of  hospitality  here,  he 
is  answerable  to  me  for. 

Cad.  Hey !  hold,  hold,  so  he  is,  ecod  i  at  him ; 
give  it  him  home. 

Spri.  Ungrateful  monster !  and  is  this  your  re- 
turn for  the  open,  generous  treatment 

Mrs.  Cad.  As  good  fry'd  cow-heel,  with  a 
roast  fowl  and  sausages,  as  ever  came  to  a  table. 

Cad.  Hush,  Beck,  hush  ! 

Spri.  And  cou'd  you  find  no  other  object,  but 
Mr.  Cadwallader  j  a  man,  perhaps,  possess'd  of  a 
genius  superior  to  your  own 

Cad.     If  I  had  had  a  university  education — 

Spri.     And  of  a  family  as  old  as  the  creation. 

Cad.     Older;  Beck,  fetch  the  pedigree. 

Spri.  Thus  far  relates  to  this  gentleman ;  but 
now,  sir,  what  apology  can  you  make  me,  who 
was  your  passport,  your  security  ? 

Cad.     Zounds,  none}  fight  him. 

Spri.     Fight  him  ? 

Cad.  Ay,  do  ;  I'd  fight  him  myself,  if  I  had  not 
had  the  measles  last  winter  j  but  stay  till  I  get  out 
of  the  room. 

Spri.  No,  he's  sure  of  a  protection  here,  the 
presence  of  the  ladies. 

Cad.  Pshaw,  pox !  they  belong  to  the  family, 
never  mind  thera. 

Spri.  Well,  sir,  are  you  dumb  ?  No  excuse  ? 
No  pallation  ? 

Cad.    Ay,  no  palliation  > 

Mrs.  Old.  Ay,  no  tribulation  ?  It's  a  shame,  so 
it  is. 

Cape.    When  I  have  leave  to  speak——      CooqIc 
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Cad.    Speak  !  what  the  devil  can  you  say  ? 

Cape.    Nay,  sir 

Spri.     Let's  hear  him,  Mr.Cadwallader,  however. 

Cad.    Hold,  hold  j  come,  begin  then. 

Cape.  And  iirst  to  you,  Mr.  Sprightly,  as  you 
seem  most  interested ;  pray  does  this  charge  corres- 
poDd  with  any  other  action  of  my  life,  since  1  have 
had  the  honour  to  know  you  ? — 

Spri.  Indeed,  1  can't  say  that  I  recollect,  but 
still  as  the  scholiasts  say  — Nemo  repenie  fuit  turpts- 
simus. 

Cad.    Hold,  hold,  what's  that  ? 

Spri.  Why,  that  is  as  much  as  to  say,  this  is 
bad  enough. 

Mrs.  Cad.     By  gosh!  and  so  it  is. 

Cad.  Ecod,  and  so  it  is ;  speak  a  little  more  La- 
tin to  him  J  if  I  had  been  bred  at  the  university, 
you  shou'd  have  it  both  sides  of  your  ears. 

Cape.  A  Hitle  patience,  gentlemen ;  now,  to 
you;  you  were  pleased  yourself  to  drop  a  few 
hints  of  your  lady's  weakness;  might  not  she  take 
too  seriously,  what  was  meant  as  a  mere  mattei;  of 
merriment? 

Cad.     Hey  !  hold,  hold. 

Spri.  A  paltry  excuse ;  can  any  woman  be  such 
a  fool  as  not  to  know  when  a  man  has  a  design 
upon  her  person } 

Cad.    Answer  that  Mr.  Cape,  hey  I  answer  that. 

Cape.  I  can  only  answer  for  the  innocency  of 
my  own  intentions  i  may  not  your  lady,  apprehen- 
sive of  my  becoming  too  great  a  favourite,  contrive 
this  charge  with  a  view  of  destroying  the  con- 
nexion—— 

Spri.     Connexion ! 

Cad.     Hey  !  hold,  hold,  connexion. 

Spri.     There's  something  in  that   .         ■  - 

Cad.  Hey!  is  there?  Hold,  hold,  hey!  egad, 
he  is  righi— You're  right,  Mr.  Cape;  hold, 
Becky,  my  dear,  how  the  devil  cou'd  you  be  so 
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wicked,  hey !  child  ;  ecod,  hold,  hold,  how  could 
you  have  the  wickedness  to  attempt  to  destroy 
the  connexion  ? 

Mrs.  Cad.     I  don't  know  what  you  say. 

Cad.  D'ye  hear  ?  You  are  an  incendiary,  hut  you 
have  miss'd  your  point ;  the  connexion  shall  only 
be  the  stronger :  my  dear  friend,  I  beg  ten  thousand 
pardons,  I  was  too  hasty ;  but  ecod,  Becky's  to 
blame. 

Cape.  The  return  of  your  tavour  has  effaced  eve- 
ry other  impression. 

Gid.    There's  a  good-natured  creature ! 

Cape.  But  iFyou  have  the  least  doubts  remaining, 
this  lady,  your  sister,  I  believe,  will  do  me  the  jus- 
tice to  own 

Mrs.  Cad.     Ay,  ask  my  fellow,  if  I  be  a  thief. 

Cad.     What  the  devil  is  Becky  at  now? 

Mrs.  Cad.     She's  as  bad  as  he, 

Cad.  Bad  as  he?  Hey  !  how;  what  the  devil, 
she  did  not  make  love  to  you  too  ?  Stop,  hey  I 
hold,  hold,  hold. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Why  no,  foolish,  but  you  are  always 
running  on  with  your  riggmonrowles,  and  won't 
stay  to  hear  a  body's  story  out. 

Cad.     Well,  Beck,  come  lei's  have  it. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Be  quiet  then  :  why,  as  I  was  tell- 
ing you,  first  he  made  love  to  me,  and  wanted  me 
to  be  a  hare. 

Cad.  A  hare!  hold,  ecod,  that  was  whimsical; 
a  hare  I  hey  !  oh  ecod,  that  might  be  because  he 
thought  you  a  little  hair-brain'd  already  ;  Becky,  a 
damn'd  good  story.  Well,  Beck,  go  on,  lei's  have 
it  out. 

Mrs.  Cad.  No,  I  won't  tell  you  no  more,  so  I 
won't. 

Cad.     Nay,  prythee.  Beck. 

Mrs.Csd.  IJoid  your  tongue  then;  And  so 
there  he  was  going  on  with  his  nonsense,  and  so  in 
come  our  Bell ;  and  so 
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Cad.     Hold,  hold,  Becky;  damn  yourso's;  go 

on,  child,  but  leave  out  your  so's ;  lis  a  low 

hold,  hold,  vulgar but  go  on. 

Mrs.  Cad,  Why  how  can  I  go  on,  when  you 
stop  me  every  minute?  Well,  and  then  our  Bell 
came  in  and  interrupted  him,  and  methought  she 
looked  very  frumpish  and  jealous. 

Cad.     Well. 

Mrs.  Cad.     And  so  I  went  out  and  listen'd. 

Cad.    So,  what  you  staid  and  listen'd  ? 

Mrs.  Cad.  No  ;  I  tell  you  upon  my  slaying,  she 
went  out ;  no upon  my  going  out,  she  staid. 

Cad.  This  is  a  damn'd  blind  story,  but  go  on, 
Beck. 

Mrs.  Cad.  And  then  at  first  she  scolded  him 
roundly  for  making  love  to  me ;  and  then  he  said 
as  how  she  advised  hira  to  it;  and  then  she  said 
no ;  and  then  he  said 

Cad.  Hold,  hold  j  we  shall  never  understand 
all  these  he's  and  she's ;  this  may  all  be  very  true. 
Beck,  but,  hold,  hold  ;  as  I  hope  to  be  saved,  thou 
art  the  worst  teller  of  a  story 

Mrs.  Cad.  Well,  I  have  but  a  word  more  ;  and 
then  he  said  as  how  I  was  a  great  fool. 

Cad.     Not  much  mistaken  in  that.  (Aside.) 

Mrs.  Cad.  And  that  he  wou'd  not  have  stay'd 
with  me  a  minute,  but  to  pave  the  way  to  the  pos- 
sesion of  she. 

Cad.     Well,  Beck,  well? 

Mrs.  Cad.     And  so-  ■    that's  all. 

Cad.  Make  love  to  her,  in  order  to  get  posses- 
sion of  you  i" 

Mrs.  Cad.     Love  to  me,  in  order  to  get  she. 

Cad.  Hey!  Oh,  now  I  begin  to  understand. 
Hey  !  What's  this  true.  Bell  ?  Hey !  Hold,  hold, 
hold  ;  ecod,  I  begin  to  smoke,  hey!  Mr.  Cape. 

Cape.     How  shall  1  act  ? 

Rob.    Own  it,  sir,  i  have  a  reason. 

Cad.    Well,  what  say  you,  Mr.  Cape  ?    Let's 
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have  it,  without  equivocation ;  or,  hold,  hold,  hold, 
mental  reservation.    Guilty,  or  not? 

Cape.     Of  what,  sir  ? 

Cad.  Of  what  F  Hold,  hold,  of  making  love  to 
Bell. 

Cape.    Guilty. 

Cad.  Hey !  how  ?  Hold,  zounds !  No.  what 
not  with  an  intention  to  marry  her? 

Cape.  With  the  lady's  approbation,  and  your 
kind  consent. 

Cad.  Hold,  hold,  what  my  consent  to  marry 
you? 

Cape.     Ay,  sir. 

Cad.  Hold,  hold,  hold,  what  our  Bell  ?  To  mix 
the  Mood  of  the  Cadwalladers  with  the  puddle  of 
a  poet? 

Cape.     Sir  ? 

Cad.    A  petty,  paltry,  ragged,  rhiming 

Spri.     But  Mr.  - 


Cad.    A  scribbling,  hold,  hold,  hold- 


Garretteer  ?  that  has  no  more  cloatbs  than  backs, 
no  more  heads  than  hats,  and  no  shoes  to  his  feet. 

Spri.    Nay,  but 

Cad.  The  offspring  of  a  dunghill !  Born  in  a 
cellar,  hold,  hold,  and  living  in  a  garret ;  a  fungus, 
a  mushroom. 

Cape.    Sir,  my  family  — — 

Cad.  Your  family  !  hold,  hold,  hold,  Peter, 
fetch  the  pedigree  i  I'll  shew  you Your  fami- 
ly !  a  little  obscure hold,  hold,  I  don't  believe 

you  ever  had  a  grandfather. 

Enter  Peter  with  the  pedigree. 
There  it  is;  there;  Peter,  help  me  to  stretch  it 
out:  There's  seven  yards  more  of  lineals,  besides 
three  of  collaterals,  that  1  expect  next  Monday 
from  the  herald's  office ;  d'ye  see,  Mr.  Sprightly  ? 

Spri.    Prodigious ! 

Cad.    Nay,  but  look'e,  there's  Welch  princes, 
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and  ambassadors,  and  kings  of  Scotland,  and  mem- 
bers of  parliament:  Hold,  hold,  ecod,  I  no  more 
mind  an  earl  or  a  lord  in  my  pedigree,  hold,  hold, 
than  Kouli  Khan  wou'd  a  seijeant  in  the  train'd 
bands. 

Spri.    An  amazing  descent ! 

Cad.  Hey,  is  it  not  ?  And  for  this  low,  lousy 
son  of  a  shoe-maker,  to  talk  of  families  —  hold, 
hold,  get  out  of  my  house. 

Re^.     Now  is  your  time,  sir. 

Cad.     Mr.  Sprightly,  turn  him  out. 

Gov.  Stop,  sir,  I  have  a  secret  to  disclose,  that 
may  make  you  alter  your  intentions. 

Cad.     Hold,  hold ;  how,  Mr.  Interpreter  ? 

Gov.  You  are  now  to  regard  ihat  young  man 
in  a  very  different  light,  and  consider  him  as  my 
son. 

Cape.    Your  son,  sir  ? 

Gov.  In  a  moment,  George,  the  mysteries  shall 
be  explain'd. 

Cad.    Your  son  ?  Hold,  hold ;  and  what  then  ? 

Gov.  Then !  Why  then  he  is  no  longer  the 
scribbler,  the  mushroom  you  have  described,  but 
of  birth  and  fortune  equal  to  your  own. 

Cad,  What !  the  son  of  an  interpreter  equal  to 
me !  A  fellow  that  trudges  about,  teaching  of  lan- 
guages to  foreign  counts. 

Gov.    A  teacher  of  languages ! 

Cad.  Stay;  ecod,  a  runner  to  monsteurs  and 
marquisses ! 

Spri.    You  are  mistaken,  sir- 

Cad.  A  jack-pudding !  that  takes  fillips  on  the 
nose  for  six-pence  a  piece !  Hold,  hold,  ecod,  give 
me  eighteen-pennyworth,  and  change  for  half  a 
crown. 

Gov.    Stop,  when  you  are  well. 

Cad.  A  spunger  at  other  men's  tables !  that  has 
jallop  put  into  his  beer,  and  his  face  black'd  at 
Christmas  for  the  diversion  of  children. 
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Gdv.  lean  hold  no  longer.  'Sdeath.sir;  who 
is  it  you  dare  treat  in  this  manner  ? 

Cad.  Hey !  zounds,  Mr.  Sprightly,  lay  hold  of 
him. 

Spri.  Calm  your  choler.  Indeed,  Mr.  Cadwal- 
lader,  nothing  cou'd  excuse  your  behaviour  to  this 
gentleman,  but  your  mistaking  his  person. 

CaJ.     Hold,  hold.    Is  not  he  interpreter  to  — 

Spri.     No. 

Cad.     Why  did  not  you  tell  — -  ■ 

Spri.  That  was  a  mistake.  This  gentleman  is 
the  prince's  friend ;  and,  by  a  long  residence  in  the 
monarch's  country,  is  perfect  master  of  the  lan- 
guage. 

CaJ.    But  who  the  devil  is  he  then  ? 

Spri.  He  is  Mr.  Cape,  sir ;  a  man  of  unblemish'd 
honour,  capital  fortune,  and  late  governor  of  one 
of  our  most  considerable  settlements. 

Cad.  Governor!  Hold,  hold,  and  how  came 
you  father  to hey ! 

Gov.    By  marrying  his  mother. 

Cape.    But  how  am  I  to  regard  this? 

Gov.  As  a  solemn  truth  ;  that  foreign  friend,  to 
whom  you  owe  your  education,  was  no  other  than 
myself;  I  had  my  reasons,  perhaps  capricious  ones, 
for  concealing  this;  but  now  they  cease,  and  1  am 
proud  to  own  my  son. 

Cape.  Sir;  it  is  not  for  me  (knee/itig)  but  if 
gratitude,  duty  filial ■ 

Gov.  Rise,  my  boy  ;  I  have  ventured  far  to  fix 
thy  fortune,  George  j  but  to  6nd  ihec  worthy  of 
it,  more  than  o'erpays  my  toil ;  the  rest  of  my  sto- 
ry shall  be  reserved  till  we  are  alone. 

Cad.  Hey!  Hold,  hold,  hold;  ecod,  a  good 
sensible  old  fellow  this;  but,  hark'e.  Sprightly,  I 
have  made  a  damn'd  blunder  here :  Hold,  hold, 
Mr.  Governor,  I  ask  ten  thousand  pardons ;  but 
who  the  devil  cou'd  have  thought  that  the  inter- 
preter to  prince  Potowowsky 
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Gov.  Oh,  sir,  you  have  in  your  power  sufficient 
means  to  atone  for  the  injuries  done  lis  both. 

Cad.     Hold,  how  ? 

Gov.  By  bestowing  your  sister,  with,  I  flatter 
myself,  no  great  violence  to  her  inclinations,  here. 

CaJ.  What,  marry  Bell  ?  Hey  !  Hold,  hold ; 
zounds,  Bell,  take  him,  do ;  ecod,  he  is  a  good  like- 
ly ■  hey !  Will  you  ? 

j4ra^.     I  shan't  disobey  you,  sir. 

Cad.  Shan't  you?  That's  right.  Who  the  de- 
vil knows  but  he  may  come  to  be  a  governor  him- 
self ;  hey  !  Hold,  hold  ;  come  here  then,  give  me 
your  hands  both  ;  (Joins  their  handi.)  There,  there, 
the  business  is  done :  And  now  brother  governor — 

Gov.     And  now,  brother  Cadwalladcr. 

Cad.  Hey,  Beck!  here's  something  new  for  my 
pedigree  ;  we'll  pop  in  the  governor  to-morrow. 

Mrs,  Cad.  Hark'e,  Mr.  Governor,  can  you  give 
me  a  black  boy  and  a  monkey  ? 

Cad.  Hey !  Ay,  ay,  you  shall  have  a  black  boy, 
and  a  monkey,  and  a  parrot  too.  Beck. 

Spri.  Dear  George,  I  am  a  little  late  in  my  con- 
gratulations ;  but 

Gov.  Which  if  he  is  in  acknowledging  your 
disinterested  friendship,  I  shall  be  sorry  I  ever  own'd 
him.  Now,  Robin,  my  cares  are  over,  and  my 
wishes  full ;  and  if  George  remains  as  untainted 
by  affluence,  as  he  has  been  untempted  by  distress, 
I  have  given  the  poor  a  protector,  his  country  an 
advocate,  and  the  world  a  friend. 

(Exetml  Omties. 
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NOVELS 

Printed  Jor   W.  LOWNDES. 


AbELARD  &  ELOISA,  with  seven  Poems 

Antigallican,  or  Harry  Cobhatn 

Auction,  s  vols 

Beaufort,  Hiiiory  of  Sir  Charles,  s  vols 

Birmingham  Coumerfeic,  2  vols 

Boyle's  Voyages  and  Adventures  I  Brother,  s  vols 

Casket,  or  Double  Discovery,  B  vols 

Clive,  Adventures  of  Francis,  a  vols 

Country  Seat,  or  Evening's  Amusement,  2  vols 

Delia  Stanhope,  2  vols 

Evelina,  by  Miss  Burney,  2  vols 

Fmr  Philosopher,  %  vols 

Fanny  Seymour,  by  Mr.  Shields 

Fatal  Friendship,  %  vols  |  Fine  Lady,  >  vols 

Fortunate  Country  Maid,  3  vols  |  French  I<ady,  2  vole 

Henrietta,  by  Mrs.  Lennox,  2  vols 

High  Life,  or  Miss  Frankland,  e  vols 

Inthana  Danby,  4  vols 

Jack  Connor,  B  vols 

Joseph  Andrews,  by  Fielding,  2  vols 

Ladies  Miscellany,  i  vols 

I^dy  Manchester,  or  Husband's  Resentment,  s  vols 

Lucilla.  or  Progress  of  Virtue 

Major  Bromley,  and  Miss  ClifGn,  2  vols 

Margareita,  by  Miss  Minifie,  a  vols 

Miss  Melmoih,  or  New  Clarissa,  3  vols 

Modern  Fine  Gentleman,  2  vols  |  Modern  Wife,  8  volt 

Mount  Henneth,  by  Mr.  Bage,  2  vols 

Novelist,  or  Tea-Table  Miscellany,  2  vols 

Pamela  Hotvard,  2  vols 

Relapse,  a  vols 

Sentimental  Spy,  a  vols 

Singleton's  Voyages  and  Adventures 

Surprises  of  Love,  by  Cleland 

Telemachus,  by  Fenelon  |  Tom  Jones,  by  Fielding,  4  vols 

Thoughtless  Ward  |  Trinket 

Unfashionable  Wife,  2  vols 

Vaughan's  Voyages  and  Adventures,  2  vols 

Wilhelmina,  by  Jiingcr,  2  vols 

Woman  of  Fashion,  2  vols 

Woman  of  Honor,  bv  Cleland,  3  vols 

Younger  Sister,  2  vols 
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PROLOGUE, 


SPOKEN  BY 


Mr.     FOOT] 


Of  all  the  paEsions  that  possess  manklni), 

The  love  of  novelty  rules  most  the  mind  ; 

In  search  of  this,  from  realm  to  realm  we  roam. 

Our  fleets  come  fraught  with  every  folly  home ; 

From  Lybta's  deserts  hostile  brutes  advance. 

And  dancing  dogs  in  droves  skip  here  from  France  ; 

From  Latian  lands  gigantic  forms  appear. 

Striking  our  British  breasts  with  awe  and  fear. 

As  once  the  Lilliputians .—Gulliver. 

Not  only  objects  that  alTect  the  sight. 
In  foreign  arts  and  artists  wc  delight : 
Near  to  that  spot  where  Charles  bestrides  a  horse. 
In  humble  prose  the  place  is  Charing  Cross; 
Close  by  the  margin  of  a  kennel's  side, 
A  dirty  dismal  entry  opens  wide. 
There  with  hoarse  voice,  check  shirt,  and  callous  hand. 
Duff's  Indian  English  trader  lakes  bis  siand, 
Surveys  each  passenger  with  curious  eyes, 
And  rustic  Roger  falls  an  easy  prize  ; 
Here's  China  porcelain  that  Chelsea  yields, 
And  India  handkerchiefs  from  Spitalficliis. 
With  Turkey  carpets  that  from  Wilton  came. 
And  Spanish  tucks  and  blades  from  Birmingham, 
Factors  are  Forced  to  favour  this  deceit. 
And  English  goods  are  smuggled  thro'  the  street 
The  rude  to  polish,  and  the  lair  to  please. 
The  hero  of  to-night  has  cross'd  the  seas, 
3- 
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Tho'  to  be  born  a  Briton  be  bit  crime. 

He's  manufactured  in  another  clime. 

*Tis  Buck  begs  leave  once  more  to  come  before  ye. 

The  little  subject  of  a  former  sioryi 

How  chang'd,  bow  fashion'd,  whether  brute  or  beau. 

We  trust  the  following  scenes  will  fully  shew. 

For  them  and  bim  we  your  indulgence  crave, 

*Tis  ours  still  to  sin  on,  and  yours  to  save. 


EPILOGUE: 

SPOKEN   BY 

Mrs.    BELLAMY. 

xVMONG  the  arts  to  make  a  piece  go  down. 
And  fix  the  fickle  favour  of  the  town. 
An  Epilogue  is  deem'd  the  surest  way 
To  atone  lor  all  the  errors  of  the  play  ; 
Thus  when  pathetic  strains  have  made  you  cry. 
In  trips  the  Comic  Muse,  and  wipes  your  eye. 
With  equal  reason,  when  she  has  made  you  laugh, 
Melpomene  should  send  you  snivelling  off. 
But  our  Bard,  unequal  to  the  task. 
Rejects  the  dagger,  and  retains  the  mask  : 
Fain  would  he  send  you  chearful  home  to-night. 
And  harmless  mirth  by  honest  means  excite ; 
Scorning  with  luscious  ph'-ase  or  double  sense. 
To  raise  a  laughter  at  the  fair's  expence. 
What  method  shall  we  choose  your  taste  to  hit  !* 
Will  no  one  lend  our  Bard  a  little  wit  ? 
Thank  yc,  kind  souli,  I'll  take  it  from  the  pit. 


.vCoogIc 


EPILOGUE. 

The  piece  concluded,  and  the  curtain  down. 

Up  starts  that  fatal  phalanx,  call'd  I'hc  Town : 

In  full  aisembly  weighs  our  author's  fate. 

And  Surly  thus  commences  the  debate : 

Pniy,  amonj;  friends,  docs  not  lliis  poisoning  scene 

The  sacred  righu  of  Tragedy  profane  ? 

If  Farce  may  mimic  thus  her  awful  bowl  : 

Oh  fir,  all  wrong,  stark  naught,  upon  my  soul ! 

Then  Buck  cries,  Billy,  can  it  be  in  nature? 

Not  the  least  likeness  in  a  single  feature. 

My  lord,  Ix>rd  love  him,  'tis  a  precious  piece ; 

Let's  come  on  Friday  night  and  have  a  hiss. 

To  this  a  peruquier  assents  with  joy, 

Parctfu'il  affrontt  Us  Francois,  oui,  majoi. 

In  such  distress  what  can  the  poet  do  ? 

Where  seek  for  shelter  when  those  foes  pursue  ? 

He  dares  demand  protection,  sirs,  from  you. 
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DRAMATIS     PERSOHjE. 


AT  COVENT  GARDEN. 


Buck, 

Crab, 

Lord  John, 

Macrutmen, 

Racket, 

Tallthoe, 

Latitat, 

Serceon, 


Mr.  Foote. 
Mr.  Sparks. 
Mr.  White. 
Mr.  Shuter. 
Mr.  Cushing. 
Mr.  Castallo. 
Mr.  Dunstall. 
Mr.  Wignel. 


LuciNDA,  Mrs.  Bellamy. 

La  Jonquil,  La  Loire»  Bearnois,  and  Servants. 
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THE  ENGLISHMAN  RETURNED 
FROM   PARIS. 


ACT  I. 

Cra^  discovered  reading. 

An  D  I  do  constitute  my  very  good  friend, 
Giles  Crab,  esq.  of  St.  Martin  in  the  Fields,  execu- 
tor to  this  my  will;  and  do  appoint  him  guardian 
to  my  ward  Lucinda ;  and  do  submit  to  his  direc- 
tion, the  management  of  all  my  affairs,  till  the  re- 
turn of  my  son  from  his  travels ;  whom  I  do  intreat 
my  said  executor  in  consideration  of  our  ancient 
friendship,  to  advise,  to  counsel.  Sec.  Sec. — 

John  Buck." 
A  good,  pretty  legacy !  Let's  see,  I  find  myself  heir, 
by  this  generous  devise  of  my  very  good  friend,  to 
ten  actions  at  common  law,  nine  suits  in  chancery, 
the  conduct  of  a  boy,  bred  a  booby  at  home,  and 
finish'd  a  fop  abroad  ;  together  with  the  direction 
of  a  marriageable,  and  therefore  an  unmanageable 
wench;  and  all  this  to  an  old  fellow  of  sixty-six, 
who  heartily  bates  business,  is  tired  of  the  world, 
and  despises  every  thing  in  it.  Why  how  the  de- 
vil came  i  to  merit 

Etfler  Servant. 
Ser.     Mr.  latitat,  of  Staple's  Inn. 
CraA.     So,  here  begin  my  plagues.     Shew  the 
hound  in. 

Enter  Latitat  with  a  bag^  kic. 
Lot.     1  would,  Mr.  Crab,  have  attended  your 
fummons  immediately,  but  1  was  obliged  \o  ^Vr»\M  ■ 
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judgment  ia  error  at  the  Common  Pleas ;  sue  out 
of  the  Exchequer  a  writ  of  qua  minus,  and  surren- 
der in  banco  regis  the  defendant,  before  the  return 
of  the  scifa,  to  discharge  the  bait. 

Crah.  Prithee,  man,  none  of  thy  unintelligible 
law  jargon  to  me;  but  tell  me  in  the  language  of 
common  sense,  and  thy  country,  what  I  am  to  do. 

Lat.  Why,  Mr.  Crab,  as  you  are  already  pos- 
sessed of  a  probat,  zind  letters  of  administration  de 
bems  are  granted,  you  may  sue,  or,  be  sued ;  I  hold 
it  sound  doctrine  for  no  executor  to  discharge 
debts,  without  a  receipt  upon  record  i  this  can  be 
obtained  by  no  means  but  by  an  action.  Now, 
actions,  sir,  are  of  various  kinds,  there  are  special 
actions,  actions  on  the  case,  or  assumpsil's,  actions 
of  trover,  actions  of  clausumfiegity  actions  of  batte- 
ry, actions  of — 

Crab.  Hey,  the  devil,  where's  the  fellow  run- 
ning now  ? — But  hark'ee.  Latitat,  why  1  thought 
all  our  law  proceedings  were  directed  to  be  in 
English.. 

Z*tf.    True,  Mr.  Crab. 

Crab.     And  what  do  you  call  all  this  stuff,  ha! 

Lat.     English. 

Crab.    The  devil  you  do. 

Lat.  Vernacular,  upon  my  honour,  Mr.  Crab. 
For  as  lord  Coke  describes  the  common  law,  to  be 
the  perfection  — 

Crab.  So,  here's  a  fresh  deluge  of  impertinence. 
A  truce  to  thy  authorities,  1  beg ;  and  as  I  find  it 
will  be  impossible  to  understand  thee  without  an 
interpreter,  if  you  will  meet  me  at  five,  at  Mr. 
Briefs  chambers,  why,  if  you  have  any  thing  to 
say,  he  will  translate  it  for  me. 

Lat.  Mr.  Brief,  sir,  and  translate,  sir! — Sir,  1 
would  have  you  to  know,  that  no  practitioner  in 
Westminster  Hall,  gives  clearer 

O^ab.    Sir,  I  believe  it  j  for  which  reason  I  have 
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referred  you  to  a  man  who  never  goes  Into  West- 
minster Hall. 

L^t.    A  bad  proof  of  his  practice,  Mr.  Crab. 

Crai.    A  good  one  of  his  principles,  Mr.  Latitat. 

Lat.     Why,  sir,  do  you  think  that  a  lawyer 

Craff.  Zounds,  sir,  I  never  thought  about  a 
lawyer.  The  law  is  an  oracular  idol,  you  are  the 
explanatory  ministers;  nor  should  any  of  my  own 
private  concerps  have  made  me  bow  to  your 
beastly  Baal.  1  had  rather  lose  a  cause,  than  con- 
test it.  And  had  not  this  old,  doating  dunce,  sir 
John  Buck,  plagued  me  with  the  management  of 
his  money,  and  the  care  of  his  booby  boy.  Bedlam 
should  sooner  have  had  me,  than  the  bar. 

Lat.  Bedlam,  the  bar!  Since,  sir,  I  am  pro- 
voked, I  don't  know  what  your  choice  may  be,  or 
what  your  friends  may  choose  for  you ;  I  wish  I 
was  your  prochain  ami  :  but  I  am  under  some  doubts 
as  to  the  sanity  of  the  testator,  otherwise  he  could 
not  have  chosen  for  his  executor,  under  the  sanc- 
tion of  the  law,  a  person  who  despises  the  law. 
And  the  law,  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  Mr.  Crab, 
is  the  bulwark,  the  fence,  the  protection,  the  sine 
qua  noil,  the  ne  fltts  ultra 

Crab.   Mercy,  good  Six-and-eight-pence. 

Lat.  The  defence  and  oiTence,  the  by  which, 
and  the  whereby,  the  statute  common  and  custo- 
mary, or  as  Plowden  classically  and  elegantly  ex- 
presses it,  'tis 

Mos  commune  vetus  mores,  consulta  senatus, 
Hxc  tria  jus  statuunt  terra  Britanna  tibi. 

Crab.  Zounds,  sir,  among  all  your  laws,  are 
there  none  to  protect  a  man  in  his  own  house  ? 

Lat.  Sir,  a  man's  house  is  his  castellum,  his  cas- 
tle ;  and  so  tender  is  the  law  of  any  infringement 
of  that  sacred  right,  that  any  attempt  to  invade  it 
by  force,  fraud,  or  violence,  clandestinely,  or  vi  et 
armis,  is  not  only  deemed  felomm  but  burglariits. 
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Now,  sir,  a  burglary  may  be  committed  either  upon 
the  dwelling,  or  out-house. 
aak.    O  laud  !  O  laud ! 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.     Your  clerk,  sir The  parties,  he  says, 

are  all  in  waiting  at  your  chambers. 

Lot.  I  come.  I  will  but  just  explain  to  Mr. 
Crab,  the  nature  of  a  burglary,  as  it  has  been  de- 
scribed by  a  late  statute. 

G-a^.    Zounds,  sir,  I  have  not  the  least  curiosity. 

Lot.    Sir,  but  every  gentleman  should  know  — 

Crat.    I  won't  know.     Besides,  your  clients  — 

Lat.  O,  they  may  stay.  I  shan't  take  up  five 
minutes,  sir A  burglary  -'— 

Crab.     Not  an  instant. 

Lat.    By  the  common  law. 

Crab.     I'll  not  hear  a  word. 

Lat.    It  was  but  a  clausumfregit. 

Crab.     Dear  sir,  be  gone. 

Lat.    But  by  the  late  acts  of  par- 

Crab.  Help,  you  dog.  Zounds,  sir,  get  out  of 
my  house. 

Ser.    Your  clients,  sir 

Crab.  Push  him  out  {the  lawyer  talking  all  the 
wiile]  So,  ho !  Hark'ee,  rascal,  if  you  suffer  that 
fellow  to  enter  my  doors  again,  I'll  strip  and  dis- 
card you  the  very  minute. — [Exit  Servant] — This  is 
but  the  beginning  of  my  torments.     But  that  I  cx- 

fect  the  young  whelp  from  abroad,  every  instant, 
d  fly  for  it  myself  and  quit  the  kingdom  at  once. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  My  young  master's  travelling  tutor,  sir, 
just  arrived. 

Crab.  Oh,  then  I  suppose,  the  blockhead  of  a 
baronet  is  close  at  his  heels.  Shew  him  in.  This 
bear-leader,  I  reckon  now,  is  cither  the  clumsy  cu- 
rate of  the  knight'i  own  parish  church,  or  some 
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needy  highlander,  the  out-cast  of  his  country,  who, 
with  the  pride  of  a  German  baron,  the  poverty  of 
a  French  marquis,  the  address  of  a  Swiss  soldier, 
and  the  learning  of  an  academy  usher,  is  to  give 
our  heir  apparent  politeness,  taste,  literature ;  a 
perfect  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  of  himself. 

Enter  Macrulhen. 

Mac.    Maister  Crab,  I  am  your  devoted  servant. 

Crah.  Oh,  a  British  child  by  the  mess.— Well, 
Where's  your  charge  ? 

Mac.  O,  the  young  baronet  is  o'the  road.  I 
was  mighty  afraid  he  had  o'er  ta'en  me  i  for  be- 
tween Canterbury  and  Rochester,  I  was  stopt,  and 
robb'd  by  a  highwayman. 

Crab.  Robb'd!  what  the  devjl  could  he  rob 
you  of? 

Mac.  In  gude  troth,  not  a  mighty  booty.  Bu- 
chanan's history,  Lauder  against  Melton,  and  two 
pound  of  high-dried  Glasgow. 

Qab.  A  travelling  equipage.  Well,  and  what's 
become  of  your  cub  ?  Where  have  you  left  him  ? 

Mac.  Main  you  sir  Charles  ?  1  left  him  at  Ca- 
lais, with  another  young  nobleman,  returning  from 
bis  travels.  But  why  caw  ye  him  cub,  maister 
Crab?  In  cude  troth  there's  a  mecghty  alteration. 

Crab.  Yes,  yes,  I  have  a  shrewd  guess  at  his 
improvements. 

Mac.     He's  quite  a  phenomenon. 

Crab.  Oh,  a  comet,  I  dare  swear,  but  not  an 
unusual  one  at  Paris.  The  Faux-bourg  of  St.  Ger- 
mains,  swarms  with  such,  to  the  no  small  amuse- 
ment of  our  very  good  triends  the  French. 

Mac.     Oh  !  the  French  were  very  fond  of  Iilm. 

Crab.  But  as  to  the  language,  I  suppose  he's  a 
perfect  master  of  that. 

Mac.  Me  can  caw  for  aught  that  he  need,  but 
he  is  na  quite  maister  of  the  accent. 

Crab.     A  most  astonishing  progress! 
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Mac.  Suspend  your  judgment  awhile,  and 
you'll  find  him  all  you  wish,  allowing  for  the  sallies 
of  juvenility ;  and  must  take  the  vanity  to  myself 
of  Deing,  in  a  great  measure,  the  author. 

G-aS.  Oh,  if  he  be  but  a  faithful  copy  of  the 
admirable  original,  he  must  be  a  finished  piece. 

Mac.     You  are  pleased  to  compliment. 

Crah.  Not  a  whit.  Well,  and  what — I  suppose 
you,  and  your — what's  your  name  ? 

Mac.     Macruthen,  at  your  service. 

Crat.  Macruthen  !  Hum !  You  and  your  pupil 
agreed  very  well  ? 

Mac.  Perfectly.  The  young  gentleman  is  of 
an  amiable  disposition. 

G-a^.  Oh,  ay :  And  it  would  be  wrong  to  sour 
his  temper.  You  knew  your  duty  better,  I  hope, 
than  to  contradict  him. 

Mac.    It  was  na  for  me,  Maister  Crab. 

Cral>.  Oh,  by  no  means,  master  Macruthen ; 
all  your  business  was  to  keep  him  out  of  frays ;  to 
take  care,  for  the  sake  of  his  health,  that  his  wine 
was  genuine,  and  his  mistresses  as  they  should  be. 
You  pirip'd  for  him  I  suppose  ? 

Mac.     Pimp  for  him!  D'ye  mean  to  affront  — 

Crai.  To  suppose  the  contrary  would  be  the 
aff'ront,  Mr.  Tutor.  What,  man,  you  know  the 
world.  'Tis  not  by  contradiction,  but  by  compli- 
ance, that  men  make  their  fortunes.  And  was  it 
for  you  to  thwart  the  humour  of  a  lad  upon  the 
threshold  of  ten  thousand  a  year  ? 

Mac.  Why,  to  be  sure  great  allowances  must 
be  made. 

G-at.    No  doubt,  no  doubt. 

Mac.  I  see,  maister  Crab,  you  know  mankind ; 
you  are  sir  John  Buck's  executor. 

CraL     True. 

Mac.  I  have  a  little  thought  that  may  be  use- 
ful to  us  both. 
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Cah.    As  how  f 

Mac.  Could  na  we  contrive  to  make  a  hond 
o'the  young  baronet? 

G'ai.    Explain. 

Mac.  Why  you,  by  the  will,  have  the  care 
o'the  cash :  and  I  caw  make  a  shift  to  manage  the 
lad. 

Crai.  Oh,  I  conceive  you.  And  so  between 
us  both,  we  may  contrive  to  ease  him  of  that  inhe* 
ritance  which  he  knows  not  how  properly  to  em- 
ploy ;  and  apply  it  to  our  own  use.  You  do 
know  how. 

Mac.    Ye  ha  hit  it. 

Oa^.  Why  what  a  superlative  rascal  art  thou, 
thou  inhospitable  villain !  Under  the  roof,  and  in 
the  presence,  of  thy  benefactor's  representative, 
with  almost  his  ill-bestowed  bread  in  your  mouth, 
art  thou  plotting  the  perdition  of  his  only  child* 
And,  from  what  part  of  my  life  didst  thou  derive  a 
hope  of  my  compliance  with  such  a  hellish  scheme? 

Mac.     Maister  Crab,  I  am  of  a  nation  —  — ■ 

G'ah.  01  known  honour  and  integrity;  1  allow 
it.  The  kingdom  you  have  quitted,  in  consigning 
the  care  of  its  monarch,  for  ages,  to  your  predeces- 
sors, in  preference  to  its  proper  subjects,  has  given 
you  a  brilliant  panegyric,  that  do  other  people 
can  parallel. 

Mac.     Why,  to  be  sure 

Cra&.  And  one  happiness  it  is,  that  though  na- 
tional glory  can  beam  a  brightness  on  particulars, 
the  crimes  of  individuals  can  never  reflect  a  dis- 
grace upon  their  country.  Thy  apology  but  ag- 
gravates thy  guilt. 

Mac.     Why,  maister  Crab,  I 

G-alf.  Guilt  and  confusion  ctioak  thy  utterance. 
Avoid  my  sight.  Vanish! — [Exit  Mac] — A  fine 
fellow  this,  to  protect  the  person,  inform  the  inex- 
perience, direct  and  moderate  the  desires  of  an 
unbridled  boy !  But  can  it  be  strange,  'w\vi\5,\.  >^t 
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parent  negligently  accepts  a  superficial  recommen- 
dation to  so  important  a  trust,  that  the  person 
whose  wants  perhaps,  more  than  his  abilities  make 
desirous  of  it,  should  consider  the  youth  as  a  kind 
of  property,  and  not  consider  what  to  make  him, 
but  what  to  make  of  him;  and  thus  prudently  lay 
a  foundation  for  his  future  sordid  hopes,  by  a  cri- 
minal compliance  with  the  lad's  present  prevailing 
passions  ?  But  vice  and  folly  rule  the  world. — 
Without,  there  ! — [Enter  Servant.'] — Rascal,  where 
d'you  run,  blockhead  ?  Bid  the  girl  come  hither. — 
Fresh  instances,  every  moment,  fortify  my  abhor- 
rence, my  detestation  of  mankind.  This  turn  may 
be  term'd  misanthropy ;  and  imputed  to  chagrin 
and  disappointment.  But  it  can  only  be  by  those 
fools,  who,  through  softness  or  ignorance,  regard 
the  faults  of  others,  like  their  own,  through  the 
wrong  end  of  the  perspective. 

Enter  LucinJa. 

So,  what  I  suppose  your  spirits  are  all  afloat 
You  have  heard  your  fellow's  coming. 

Lac.  If  you  had  your  usual  discernment,  sir, 
you  would  distinguish,  in  my  countenance,  an  ex- 
pression very  different  from  that  of  joy. 

Oab.  Oh,  what.  I  suppose  your  monkey  has 
broke  his  chain,  or  your  parrot  died  in  moulting. 

Luc.  A  person  less  censorious  than  Mr.  Crab, 
might  assign  a  more  generous  motive  for  my  distress. 

G-rt^.  Distress  !  a  pretty,  poetical  phrase.  What 
motive  canst  thou  have  for  distress?  Has  not  sir 
John  Buck's  death  assured  thy  forluiie?  and  art 
not  thou 

Luc.  By  that  very  means,  a  helpless  unpro- 
tected orphan^ 

Cfai.  Pho',  prishcc,  wench,  none  of  thy  roman- 
tic cant  to  me.  What,  1  know  the  sex:  the  ob- 
jects of  cverv  woman's  wish  arc  property  and 
power.    The  first  you  have,  and  the  second  you 
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won't  be  long  without ;  for  here's  a  puppy  riding 
post  to  put  on  your  chains. 

Luc.  It  would  appear  affectation  not  to  under- 
stand you.  And,  lo  deal  freely,  it  was  upon  that 
subject  I  wisb'd  to  engasre  you. 

Crah.  Your  information  was  needless  ;  I  knew 
it. 

Luc.  Nay,  but  why  so  severe  ?  I  did  flatter  my- 
self that  the  very  warm  recommendation  of  your 
deceased  friend,  would  have  abated  a  little  of  that 
rigour. 

Crab.  No  wheedling,  Lucy.  Age  and  contempt 
have  long  shut  these  gates  against  flattery  and  dis- 
simulation. You  have  no  sex  for  me.  Without 
preface,  speak  your  purpose. 

Luc.  What  then,  in  a  word,  is  your  advice 
with  regard  to  my  marrying  sir  Charles  Buck  ? 

Crab.     And  do  you  seriously  want  my  advice  ? 

Luc.    Most  sincerely. 

Crab.  Then  you  are  a  blockhead.  Why  where 
coutdyou  mend  yourself  ?  Is  not  he  a  fool,  a  fortune, 
and  in  love  ?  — Look'ee,  girl. — [^Ettter  Servant']-^ 
Who  sent  for  you,  sir  ? 

Str.  Sir,  my  young  master's  post-chaise  is  broke 
down,  at  the  corner  of  the  street,  by  a  coal-cart. 
His  clothes  are  all  dirt,  and  he  swears  like  a  trooper. 

Crab.  Ay !  Why  then  carry  his  chaise  to  the 
coach-maker's,  his  coat  to  a  scowerer's,  and  him 
before  a  justice.-*— Prithee,  why  dost  trouble  me? 
1  suppose  you  would  not  meet  your  gallant. 

Luc.    Do  you  think  1  should  ? 

Crab.  No,  retiie.  And  if  this  application  for 
my  advice,  is  not  a  copy  of  your  countenance,  a 
mask ;  if  you  are  obedient,  I  may  yet  set  you  right. 

Luc.  i  shall,  with  pleasure,  follow  your  direc- 
tions. yExit. 

Crab.  Yes,  so  long  as  they  correspond  with  your 
own  inclination.  Now  we  shall  see  what  Paris  has 


:,.;,l,ZDdbyG00gle 


IC  TUE    £KGLISHMAM 

done  for  this  puppy.  But  here  he  comes ;  light  as 
the  cork  in  his  heels,  or  the  feather  in  his  hat. 

^nter  Buck,  Lord  jfoin.  La  Loire,  Bearaot's,  and  Ma^ 
cruthen. 

Buck.    Not  a  word,  mi  lor,  jerm'e,  it  is  not  to  be 

supported  ! after  being  rotnpa  foul  vif,  disjointed 

by  that  execrable />avf',  to  be  tumbled  into  a  ken- 
nel, by  a  filthy  charbonmer ;  a  dirty  retailer  of  sea- 
coal,  morbleu  ! 

Ld.  J.  An  accident  that  might  have  happened 
any  where,  sir  Charles. 

Buck.  And  then  the  hideous  hootings  of  that 
tanaille,  that  murtherous  mob,  with  the  barbarous — 
*  Monsieur  in  the  mud,  huzza  !'  Ah,  pais  sauvage, 
barbare,  inhospitable  !  ah,  ah,  qu'est  ce  que  nous  avons  ? 
Who? 

Mac.  That  is  maister  Crab,  your  father's  exe- 
cutor. 

Buck.  Ha,  ha.  Servifeur  ires  humble,  monsieur. 
Eh  bien!  What!  is  he  dumb?  Mac,  my  lor,  mart 
de  ma  vie,  the  veritable  Jack- Roast-beef  of  the 
French  comedy.  Ha,  ha,  how  do  you  do,  mon- 
sieur-Jack'Roast-beef,  ha,  ha? 

Crab.  Prithee  take  a  turn  or  two  round  the 
room. 

Buck.  A  turn  or  two !  Volontiers.  Eh  bien ! 
Well,  have  you,  in  your  life,  seen  any  thing  so,  ha, 
ha,  hey ! 

Crab.  Never,  I  hope  you  had  not  many  spec- 
tators of  your  tumble. 

Buck.     Pourquoi  ?  Why  so  ■ 

Crab.  Because  1  would  not  have  the  public  cu- 
riosity forestalled.  I  can't  but  think,  in  a  country 
so  fond  of  strange  sights,  if  you  were  kept  up  a  lit- 
tle, you  would  bring  a  great  deal  of  money. 

Buck.  I  don't  know,  my  dear,  what  my  person 
would  produce  in  this  countrv,  but  the  counter- 
part of  your  very  grotesque  figure  has  been  ex- 
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tremely  beneficial  to  the  comedians  from  whence  I 
cjdne.     N'eit  ce  pas  vrai,  mi  lor?  Ha,  ha. 

Ld.  J.  TTie  resemblance  does  not  strike  me. 
Perhaps  I  may  seem  singular ;  but  the  particular 
customs  of  particular  countries,  I  own,  never  ap- 
peared to  me,  as  proper  objects  of  ridicule. 

Buck.     Why  so? 

Ld.  y.  Because  in  this  case  it  is  impossible  to 
tiave  a  rule  for  your  judgment.  The  forms  and 
customs  wWch  climate,  constitution  and  govern- 
ment have  given  to  our  kingdom  can  never  be 
transplanted  with  advantage  to  another,  founded 
on  different  principles.  And  thus,  though  the  ha- 
bits and  manners  of  different  countries  may  be  di> 
rectly  opposite,  yet,  in  my  humble  conception,  thev  . 
may  be  strictly,  because  naturally,  right. 

Q-air.  Why  there  are  some  glimmerings  of  com- 
mon-sense about  this  young  thing.  Harkee,  child, 
by  what  accident  did  you  stumble  upon  this  block- 
head ? — [to  Buck] — I  suppose  the  line  of  your  un- 
derstanding is  too  short  to  fathom  the  depth  of 
your  companion's  reasoning. 

Buck.     My  dear.     \gapei-^ 

Crab.  I  say,  you  can  draw  no  conclusion  from 
the  above  premises. 

Buck.  Who  I  ?  Damn  your  premises,  and  con- 
clusions too.  But  this  I  conclude  from  what  I 
have  seen,  my  dear,  that  the  French  are  the  first 
people  in  the  universe;  that,  in  the  arts  of  living, 
they  do  or  ought  to  give  laws  to  the  whole  world, 
and  that  whosoever  would  either  eat,  drink,  dress, 
dance,  fight,  sing,  or  even  sneeze,  avec  elegance, 
must  go  to  Paris,  lo  learn  it.    This  is  my  creed. 

Grab.  And  these  precious  principles  you  are 
come  here  to  propagate. 

Buck.  Celt  vrai,  monsieur  Crab:  and  with  the 
aid  ot  these  brother  missionaries,  I  have  no  doubt 
of  making  a  great  many  proselytes.  And  now 
for  a  detail  of  theti  qualities.     Bearncis,  avantez. 
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This  is  an  officer  of  my  household,  unknown  to  this 
COiiMlry. 

Crab.  And  what  may  he  be? — I'll  humour ihe 
jjuppy. 

Buck.  This  is  my  Swiss  porter.  Ttnez  votts 
droit,  Searnois.  There's  a  fierce  figure  to  guard  the 
gate  of  an  hotel. 

Crab.  What,  do  you  suppose  we  have  no 
porters  ? 

Buck.  Yes,  you  have  dunces  that  open  the  doors; 
a  drudgery  that  this  felfovv  does  by  deputy.  But 
for  intrepidity  in  denyini;  a  disagreeable  visitor; -for 
politeness  in  introducing  a  mistress,  acuteness  in 
discerning,  and  constancy  in  excluding  a  dun,  a 
greater  genius  never  came  from  the  Cantons. 

Crab.     Astonishing  qualities  ! 

Buck.  Reliiez,  Bturnois.  But  here's  a  bijou, here's 
a  jewel  indeed  I  Venez  ici,  mon  cher  La  Loire.  Com- 
ment trouvez  vous  ce  Parts  ict? 

La  L.      Tres  bien. 

Buck.  Very  well.  Civil  creature !  This,  mon- 
sieur Crab,  is  my  cook  La  Loire,  and  for  kors 
d'oeuires,  eutre  rolis,  ragouts,  entremets,  and  the  dispo- 
sition of  a  desert,  Pans  never  saw  his>parallel. 

Crcb.  His  wages,  I  suppose,  are  proportioned 
to  his  merit. 

Buck.  A  bagatelle,  a  triHe,  Abroad  but  a  bare 
two  hundred.  Upon  his  cheerful  comj)liance,  in 
coming  hither  into  exile  with  me,  I  have  indeed 
doubled  his  stipend. 

Crab.     You  could  do  no  less. 

Buck.  And  now,  sir,  to  compleat  my  equipage, 
regardez  monsieur  La  Jonquil,  my  first  valet  de  chant- 
bye,  excellent  in  every  thing :  but  pour  I'accommodage, 
for  decorating  the  head,  inimitable.  In  one  word. 
La  Jonquil  shall,  for  iil'ty  to  five,  knot,  twist,  tye, 
frize,  cut,  curl,  or  comb  with  any  garcon  perruquier, 
from  the  land's  end,  to  the  Orkneys. 

Crab.    Why,  what  an  infinite  fund  of  public  spi- 
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lit  must  yOH  have,  to  drain  your  purse,  mortify 
your  inclination,  and  expose  your  person,  for  the 
mere  improvement  of  your  countrymen? 

Buck.  Oh,  I  am  a  very  Roman  for  that.  But 
at  present  1  had  another  reason  for  returning. 

Crab.     Ay,  what  can  that  be  ? 

Suck.  Why  1  find  there  is  a  likelihood  of  some 
little  fracas  between  us.  But,  upon  my  soul,  we 
must  be  very  brutal  to  quarrel  with  the  dear,  agree- 
able creatures,  for  a  trine. 

Crab.     They  have  your  affections  then. 

Buck.  De  tout  men  casur.  From  the  infinite  civi- 
lity shewn  to  us,  in  France,  and  their  friendly  pro- 
fessions in  favour  of  our  country,  they  can  never 
intend  us  an  injury. 

Crab.  Oh,  you  have  hit  their  humour  to  a  hair. 
But  I  can  h?.ve  no  longer  patience  with  the  puppy. 
Civility  and  friendship,  you  booby  !  Yes,  their  civi- 
lity at  Paris,  has  not  left  you  a  guinea  in  your 
pocket,  nor  would  their- friendship  to  your  nation 
leave  it  a  foot  of  land  in  the  universe. 

Buck,  Lord  John,  this  is  a  strange  old  fellow. 
Take  my  ivord  for  it,  my  dear,  you  mistake  this 
thing  egregiously.  But  alt  you  English  are  rniisti- 
tutionally  sullen. — November  fogs,  with  salt  boil'd 
beef,  are  most  cursed  recipes  for  good  humour,  or 
a  quick  apprehension.  Paris  is  the  place,  'lis 
there  men  laugh,  love,  and  live  I  Five  /'amour  t 
Sans  amonr,  et  sans  ses  dtitrs,  un  cxur  est  bien  moins 
heureux  qu'it  ne  pense. 

Crab.  Now  would  not  any  soul  suppose  that 
this  yelping  hound  had  a  real  relish  for  the  country 
he  has  quitted  ? 

Buck.     A  mighty  unnatural  supposition,  truly. 

Crab.     Foppery  and  affectation  all. 

Buck.  And  you  really  think  Paris  a  kind  of  pur- 
gatory, ha,  my  dear  ? 

Crab.  To  thee  the  most  solitary  spot  upon  earth, 
my  dear. — Familiar  puppy! 
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£i.ck.  Whimsical  enough.  But  come,^8r  pas- 
ser  U  terns,  let  us,  old  Diogenes,  enter  into  a  little 
debate.  Mi  lor,  and  you,  Macruthen,  determine 
the  dispute  between  that  source  of  delights,  ce  pa- 
radis  de  plaisir^  and  this  cave  of  care,  this  seat  of 
scurvy  and  the  spleen. 

Mac.  Let  us  heed  them  weel,  my  lord.  Mais- 
ter  Crab  has  met  with  his  match. 

Suri.  And  first  for  the  great  pleasure  of  life, 
the  pleasure  of  the  table  ;  ah,  qae!/e  difference  f  The 
ease,  the  wit,  the  wine,  the  badinage,  \.\\t  percijlage, 
the  double  enleudre.  the  ckamons  ^  boire.  Oh,  what 
delicious  moments  have  1  pass'd  chez  madame  la 
duches:e  de  Barbouliac. 

Crab.     Your  mistress,  I  suppose. 

Suck.  Who,  I !  Ft  done!  How  is  it  possible  for 
a  woman  of  her  rank,  to  have  a  penchant  for  me  ? 
Hey,  Mac. 

Mac.  Sir  Charles  is  too  much  a  man  of  honour 
to  blab.  But,  to  say  truth,  the  whole  city  of 
Paris  thought  as  much. 

O'ab,     A  precious  fellow  this  ! 

Buck.  Taisez  vous,Mac.  But  we  lose  the  point 
in  view.  Now,  Monsieur  Crab,  let  me  conduct 
you  to  what  you  call  an  entertainment.  And  first, 
the  melancholy  mistress  is  fixed  in  her  chair,  where, 
by  the  bye,  she  is  condemned  to  do  more  drudge- 
ry than  a  dray-horse.  Next  proceeds  the  master, 
to  marshal  the  guests,  in  which  as  much  caution  is 
necessary,  as  at  a  coronation,  with,  "  my  lady,  sit 
here,"  and,  "  sir  Thomas,  sit  there,"  till  the  length 
of  the  ceremony,  with  the  length  of  the  grace,  have 
destroyed  all  apprehensions  of  the  meat  burning 
your  mouths. 

Mac.  Bravo,  bravo !  Did  I  na'  say  sir  Charles 
was  a  phoenomenon? 

Crab.     Peace,  puppy. 

Buck.  Then,  in  solemn  silence,  they  proceed  to 
demolish  the  subsCantials,  with,  perhaps,  an  occa- 
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iional  interruption,  of,  "  Here's  to  you,  friends," 
'*  Hob  or  nob,"  "  Your  love  and  mine."  Pork 
succeeds  to  beef,  pies  to  puddings :  the  cloth  is 
removed  :  madam,  drenched  with  a  bumper,  drops 
a  curtesy,  and  departs ;  leaving  the  jovial  host, 
with  his  sprightly  companions,  to  tobacco,  port,  and 
politics.  Foila  un  repas  a  la  moJe  d' AngUterre,  mon- 
sieur Crab. 

Crab,  It  is  a  thousand  pities  that  your  father 
is  not  a  living  witness  of  these  prodigious  improve- 
ments. 

Buck.     Cest  vrai.     But  iS  prapos,  he  is  dead,  as 

you  say,  and  you  are  —- 

Crah.     Against  my  inclination,  his  executor. 

Buck.     Peutitre:  welt,  and 

Crab.  Oh,  my  task  will  soon  determine.  One 
article,  indeed,  I  am  strictly  enjoined  to  see  per- 
formed -y  your  marriage  with  your  old  acquaintance 
Lucinda. 

Buck.  Ha,  ha,  la  petite  Laeinde  !  i^  comment  — 
Crab.  Prithee,  peace,  and  hear  me.  She  is 
bequeathed  conditionally,  that  if  you  refuse  to 
marry  her,  twenty  thousand  pounds;  and  if  she 
rejects  you,  which  I  suppose  she  will  have  the 
wisdom  to  do,  only  five. 

Buck.  Reject  me  1  Very  probable,  hey,  Mac ! 
But  could  we  not  have  an  enireviie  ? 

Crab.  Who's  there  ?  Let  Lucinda  know  we 
expect  her. 

Mac.  Had  na'  ye  better,  sir  Charles,  equip 
yourself  in  a  more  suitable  garb,  upon  a  first  visit 
to  your  mistress? 

Crab.  Oh.  such  a  figure  and  address  can  derive 
no  advantage  from  dress. 

Buck.  Serviieur.  But,  however,  Mac's  hint 
may  not  be  so  mal  a  propos.  Aliom,  Jonquil,  je  m'eit 
vats  wi'habiller.  Mi  lor,  shall  I  trespass  upon  your 
patience  ?  My  toilet  is  but  the  work  of  ten  minutes. 
Mac,  dispose  of  my  domestics  a  leur  atse,  aod  then 
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attend  me  wilh  my  portfeuille,  and  read,  while  I 
dress,  those  remarks  I  made  in  my  last  voyage  from 
Fontainbleau  to  Compeigne. 

Serviteur,  Messieurs; 

Car  le  bon  vJn 

Du  matin 

Sortant  du  tonneau, 

Vaut  bicii  mieux  que 

Le  Latin 
De  toute  la  Sorbonne.  t^^'^- 

Crab.  This  is  the  most  consummate  coxcomb !  I 
told  the  fool  of  a  father,  what  a  puppy  Paris  would 
produce  him  ;  but  travel  is  ihe  word,  and  the  con- 
sequence, an  importation  of  every  foreign  folly : 
and  thus  the  plain  persons  and  principles  of  old 
England,  are  so  confounded  and  jumbled  with  the 
excrementitious  growth  of  every  climate,  that  we 
have  lost  all  our  ancient  characteristic,  and  are 
become  a  bundle  of  contradictions;  a  piece  of 
patch-work  ;  a  mere  harlequin's  coat. 

Ld.  J.  Do  yon  suppose  then,  sir,  that  no  good 
may  be  obtained  ■ 

C^ab.     Why,  prithee,  what  have  you  gained  ? 

Ld.  y.  I  should  be  sorry  my  acquisitions  were 
to  deiermine  the  debate.  But  do  you  think,  sir, 
the  shaking  off  some  native  qualities,  and  the  being 
niad^  more  sensible,  from  comparison,  of  certain 
national  and  constitutional  advantages,  objects  un- 
wortl-y  the  attention  ? 

Ciab.  You  shew  the  favourable  side,  young 
man  :  but  how  frequently  are  substituted  for  nati- 
onal prepossessions,  always  hcrmless,  and  often 
happy,  guilty  and  unnatural  prejudices  ! — Unnatu- 
ral!— For  the. wretch  who  is  weak  and  wicked 
enough  to  despise  his  country,  sins  against  the  most 
laudable  laws  of  nature  j  he  is  a  traitor  to  the 
community,  where  l'ro\idence  has  placed  him; 
and  should  be  denied  those  social  benefits  he  han 
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rendered  himself  unworthy  to  partake.  But  sen- 
tentious lectures  are  ill  calculated  for  your  time  of 
life. 

Ld.  J.  I  differ  from  you  here,  Mr.  Crab.  Prin- 
ciples that  call  for  perpetual  practice,  cannot  be 
too  soon  received.  I  sincerely  thank  you,  sir,  for 
this  communication,  and  should  be  happy  to  have 
always  near  me  so  moral  a  monitor. 

Crab.  You  are  indebted  to  France  for  her  flat- 
tery. But  I  leave  you  with  a  lady,  where  it  will 
be  better  employed. 

Enter  Lucinda. 

Crab.  This  young  man  waits  here,  till  your 
puppy  is  powdered.  You  may  ask  him  after  your 
French  acquaintance.  I  know  nothing  of  him  : 
but  he  does  not  seem  to  be  altogether  so  great  a 
fool  as  your  fellow.  \Exit. 

Luc.  I'm  afraid,  sir,  you  have  had  but  a  disa- 
greeable lite-htele. 

Ld.  J.  Just  the  contrary,  madam.  By  good 
sense,  tinged  with  singularity,  we  are  entertained 
as  well  as  improved.  For  a  lady,  indeed,  Mr. 
Crab's  manners  are  rather  too  rough, 

Luc.  Not  a  jot;  I  am  familiarized  to  'em,  I 
know  his  integrity,  and  can  never  he  disobliged  by 
his  sincerity. 

Ld.  J.  This  declaration  is  a  little  particular, 
from  a  lady  who  must  have  received  her  first  im- 
pressions  in  a  place  remarkable  for  its  delicacy  to 
the  fair-sex.  But  good  sense  can  conquer  even 
early  habits. 

Luc.  This  compliment  I  can  lay  no  claim  to. 
The  former  part  of  my  iile  procured  nie  but  very 
Jittle  indulgence.  The  piitance  of  knowledi^e  1 
possess,  was  taught  me  by  a  very  severe  irisiress, 
adversity.  But  you,  sir,  are  too  well  acquainted 
with  sir  Charles  Buck,  not  to  have  knoivn  ray  si- 
tuation. 
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Ld.  J.  I  have  heard  your  story,  madam,  before 
1  had  the  honour  of  seeing  you.  It  was  affecting ; 
you'll  pardon  the  declaration  ;  it  now  becomes  in- 
teresting. However,  it  is  impossible  I  should  not 
congtaiulate  you  on  the  near  approach  of  ihe 
happy  catastrophe. 

Luc.  Events  that  depend  upon  the  will  of  ano- 
ther, a  thousand  unforeseen  accidents  may  inter- 
rupt. 

Ld.  J.  Could  I  hope>  madam,  your  present 
critical  condition  would  acquit  me  of  temerity,  I 
should  take  the  liberty  to  presume,  if  the  suit  of 
sir  Charles  be  rejected  — — 

Enter  Crab. 

Crab.  So,  Youngster !  what  I  suppose  you  are 
already  practising  one  of  your  foreign  lessons.  Per- 
verting the  affections  of  a  friend's  mistress,  or 
debauching  his  wife,  are  mere  peccadilloes,  m 
modern  morality.  But  at  present  you  are  my  care. 
That  way  conducts  you  to  your  fellow-traveller.— 
[Exit.  Ld.  John.l — I  would  speak  with  you  in  the 
library.  \_£xit, 

Luc.  I  shall  attend  you,  sir.  Never  was  so  un- 
happy an  interruption.  What  could  my  lord  mean? 
But  be  it  what  it  will,  it  ought  not,  it  cannot  con- 
cern me.  Gratitude  and  duty  demand  my  com- 
pliance with  the  dying  wish  of  my  beue^ctor,  my 
friend,  my  father.  But  am  I  then  to  sacri&ce  aU 
my  future  peace?  But  reason  not,  rash  girl  >  obe- 
dience is  thy  province. 

Tho'  hard  the  task,  be  it  my  part  to  prove 
That  sometimes  duty  can  give  laws  to  love. 
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Suck  at  his  toilet,  attended  iy  three  valeti  de  thamire 
and  MacrutheH. 

Mae. 
NOTWITHSTANpiNG  aw  his  plain  dealing. 
1  doubt  whether  mai^ier  Crab  is  so  honest  a  man. 
Bttck.  Prithee,  Mac,  name  not  the  montster. 
If  i  may  be  permitted  a  quotation  from  ooe  of  their 
paltry  poets. 

Who  is  knight  of  the  shire  represents  *em  all. 

Did  ever  mortal  see  such  mirroiri,  such  looking  glasi 
as  they  have  here  too!  One  might  as  well  address 
oneself,  for  information,  to  a  bucket  of  water.  Ld 
Jenquil,  mettez  vous  le  rouge,  assez.  Eh  iften,  Mac, 
miserable  !  Hey  1 

Mac.    It's  very  becoming. 

Buck.  Aye,  it  will  do  for  this  place;  I  really 
could  have  forgiven  my  father's  living  a  year  or 
two  longer,  rather  than  be  compelled  to  return  to 
this — {^Enter  Id.  John.'] — My  dear  lord.y^  demande 
mille  pardons,  but  the  terrible  fracas  in  my  chaise 
has  so  galeed  and  disordered  my  hair,  that  it 
required  an  age  to  adjust  it. 

Ld.  J.  No  apology,  sir  Charles,  I  have  been 
entertained  very  agreeably. 

Buck.  Who  have  you  had,  my  dear  lord,  to 
entertain  you? 

Ld.  J.  The  very  individual  lady  that's  soon  to 
make  you  a  happy  husband. 

Buck.  A  happy  who  ?  husband !  What  two 
very  opposite  ideas  confounded  ememble !  In  my 
conscience,  I  believe  there's  contagion  in  the  clime, 
and  my  lor  is  infected.  But  pray,  my  dear  lor,  by 
what  accident  have  you  discovered,  that  [  was  upon 
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the  point  of  becoming  that  happy — Oh,  unmari! 
Diabk  ? 

Ld.  y.  The  lady's  beauty  and  merit,  your  incli- 
nations, and  your  father's  injunctions,  made  mc 
conjecture  that. 

Bu^k.  And  can't  you  suppose  that  the  lady's 
beauty  may  be  possess'd,  her  merit  rewarded,  and 
my  inclinations  gratiiied,  without  an  absolute  obe- 
dience  to  that  fatherly  injunction  ? 

Ld.  J.     It  does  not  occur  to  me. 

Buck.  No,  I  believe  not,  my  lor.  Those  kind 
of  talents  are  not  given  to  every  body.  Dotttuz 
moi  mon  manchon.  And  now  you  shall  see  me 
manage  the  lady. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Young  squire  Racket,  and  sir  Toby  Tally- 
hoe,  who  call  themselves  your  honour's  old  ac- 
quaintances. 

Buck.  Oh  the  brutes  !  By  what  accident  could 
they  discover  my  arrival !  My  dear,  dear  lor,  aid 
me  to  escape  this  embarras. 

Racket  and  Tallykoe  without. 

Hoic  a  boy,  hole  a  boy. 

Buck.  Let  me  die  if  I  do  not  believe  the  Hot- 
tentoln"  have  brought  a  whole  hundred  of  hounds 
with  the:n.  But  they  say,  forms  keep  fools  at  a  dis- 
tance.   I'll  receive  'em  en  ciremonle. 

Enter  Racket  and  Tallyhoe. 

Tally.  Hey  boy,  hoix,  my  little  Buck. 

Buck.  Monsieur  le  chevalier,  votre  trts  kumk'e 
icrvileur. 

Tally.  1  ley. 

Buck.  Monsieur  Racket,  je  sui'  charme  de  -loiis 
voir. 

Rack.  Anon,  what ! 

C,.;,l,ZDdbyG00gle 


KETtTRMED    FROM    PARIS.  27 

Buck.  Ne  m^enlendez  voui?  Don't  you  under- 
stand French  ? 

Rack.  Know  French  !  No,  nor  you  neither,  I 
think,  sir  Toby,  foregad  [  believe  the  papistes  ha 
bewitch'd  him  in  foreign  parts. 

Tally.  Bewitch'd  and  transformed  him  too. 
Let  me  perish.  Racket,  if  I  don't  think  he's  tike 
one  of  ihe  folks  we  used  to  read  of  at  school,  in 
Ovid's  metamorphisi  and  that  they  have  turned 
him  into  a  beast. 

Rack.  A  beast  I  No,  a  bird,  you  fool.  Lookee, 
sir  Toby,  by  the  lord  Harry,  here  are  his  wings. 

Tally.  Hey !  ecod  and  so  they  are,  ha,  ha.  I 
reckon.  Racket,  he  came  over  wiih  the  woodcocks. 

Buck.  Voila  da  veritable^  Anghis.  The  rustic 
rude  rufiians ! 

Rack.  Let  us  see  what  the  devil  he  has  put 
upon  his  pole,  sir  Toby. 

Tally.     Aye. 

Buck.     Do,  dear  savage,  keep  your  distance. 

Tally.  Nay,  'fore  George  we  will  have  a  scru- 
tiny. 

Rack.     Aye,  aye,  a  scrutiny. 

Buck.  En  grace.  La  Jon^il,  my  lor,  protect  me 
from  these  pirates. 

Ld  J.  A  little  compassion,  I  beg,  gentlemen. 
Consider,  sir  Charles  is  on  a  visit  to  his  bride. 

Tally.  Bride!  Zounds  he's  filter  for  a  bandbos. 
Racket,  hocks  the  heels. 

Rack.  I  have  'em,  knight.  Foregad  he  is  the 
very  reverse  of  a  bantam  cock ;  his  comb's  on  his 
feet,  and  his  feathers  on  his  head.  Who  liave  we 
got  here!  What  are  these  fellows,  pastry  cooks? 

Enler  Crab. 

Crab.  And  is  1  his  one  of  your  newly  acquired 
accomplishments,  leitmg  your  mistress  languish 
for  a but  you  have  company,  I  see. 

Buck.  O,  yes,  1  have  been  inexpressibly  happy. 
These  gentlemen  are  kind  enough  to  treat  me, 
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Upon  my  arrival,  with  what  1  believe  they  call  in 
this  country,  a  rout. — My  dear  lor,  if  you  don't 
favour  my  flight.  But  see  if  the  toads  a'n't  tumb- 
ling my  toilet. 

Ld.J.  Novf 's  your  time,  steal  off;  I'll  cover 
your  retreat. 

Buck.  Mac,  let  La  Jonquil  follow  to  re-scttle 
my  ckevcux. — Je  vous  remercie  mille,  milU  fots,  man 
eher  my  lor. 

Rack.    Hola,  sir  Toby,  stole  away ! 

Buck.    O  mon  Dieu. 

Tally.  Poh,  rot  him,  let  him  alone.  He'll 
never  do  for  our  purpose.  You  must  know  we 
intend  to  kick  up  a  riot,  to-night,  at  the  play- 
house, and  we  wanted  him  of  the  party ;  but  that 
fop  would  swoon  at  the  sight  of  a  cudgel. 

Ld.  J.  Pray,  sir,  what  is  your  cause  of  con- 
tention ? 

Tally,  Cause  of  contention,  hey,  faith,  I  know 
nothing  of  the  matter.  Racket,  what  is  it  we  are 
angry  about  ? 

Rack.  Angry  about !  Why  you  know  we  are 
to  demolish  the  dancers. 

Tally.  True,  true,  I  had  forgot.  Will  you 
make  one  P 

Ld.  y.    I  beg  to  be  excused. 

Rack.     May-hap  you  are  a  friend  to  the  French. 

Ld.y.  Not  I,  indeed  sir.  But  if  the  occasion 
will  permit  me  a  pun,  tho'  1  am  far  from  being  a 
wellwisher  to  their  arms,  1  have  no  objection  to  the 
being  entertained  by  their  legs. 

Tally.  Aye !  Why  then  if  you'll  come  to  night, 
you'll  split  your  sides  with  laughing,  for  I'll  be  rot  if 
we  don't  make  them  caper  higher,  and  run  faster, 
than  ever  they  have  done  since  the  battle  of 
Blenheim.     Come,  along.  Racket.  [£r//. 

Ld.  J.    Was  there  ever  such  a  contrast  ? 

Crab.  Not  so  remote  as  you  imagine;  they  are 
$cions  from  the  same  stock,  set  in  different  soils, 
'''he  first  shrub,  you  see,  flowers  most  prodigally, 
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but  matures  nothing;  the  last  slip,  tho'  stunted, 
bears  a  little  fruit ;  crabbed>  'tis  true,  but  still  the 
growth  of  the  clime,  Conie>  you'll  follow  your 
friend.  lExeuHt. 

Enter  Laeinda,  with  a  Servant. 

Lttc.  When  Mr.  Crab,  or  sir  Charles,  enquire 
for  mc  J  you  wilt  conduct  them  hither— [£*rf  5cn;.] 
•^How  I  long  for  an  end  to  this  important  inter- 
view! Not  that  I  have  any  great  expectations 
from  the  issue;  but  still,  in  my  circumstances,  a 
state  of  suspence  is,  of  all  situations,  the  roost  dis- 
agreeable.   But  hush,  they  come. 

Enter  sir  Charles,  Macruthen,  Ld.  yohi,  and  Crab. 

Buck.    Mac,  announce  me. 

Mac.  Madam,  sir  Charles  Buck  craves  the  ho- 
nour of  kissing  your  hand. 

Buck.  Tres  fmmhle  servileur.  Et  comment  le  parte 
mademohelle.  I  am  ravished  to  see  thee,  ma  chert 
petite  Lucinde. — Eh  iien,  ma  rein'e  !  Why  you  look 
divinely,  child.  But,  mon  enfant,  they  have  dress'd 
you  most  diabolically.  Why,  what  a  coiffeure  must 
you  have,  and>  oh  mon  Dieu,  a  total  absence  of 
Touge.  But,  perhaps,  you  are  out.  I  hsd  a  cargo 
from  DeffVeney  the  day  of  my  departure;  shall  I 
have  the  honour  to  supply  you  ? 

Luc,  You  are  obliging,  sir,  but  I  confess  myself 
a  convert  to  the  chaste  customs  of  this  couatryj 
and*  with  a  commercial  people,  you  know,  sir 
Charles,  all  artifice 

Buck.  Artifice !  You  mistake  the  point,  ma 
chere.  A  proper  proportion  of  red,  is  an  indispen- 
sible  part  of  your  dress ;  and,  in  my  private  opinion, 
a  woman  might  as  well  appear,  in  public,  without 
powder,  or  a  petticoat. 

Crab.  And,  in  my  private  opinion,  a  woman, 
who  puts  on  the  first,  would  make  very  little  diffi- 
culty in  pulling  off  the  last. 
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Buck.  Ob,  monsieur  Crab's  judgment  must  be 
decisive  in  dress.  Well,  and  what  amusements, 
what  spectacles,  what  parties,  what  contrivances, 
to  conquer  father  Time,  that  foe  to  the  fair  ?  I 
fancy  one  must  enmier  cmsiderabUiKent  in  your 
London  here, 

Imc.  Oh,  we  are  in  no  distress  for  diversions. 
We  have  an  opera. 

Buck.  ItalitH,  I  suppose,  pilotable,  shocking, 
assommani  !  Oh,  there  is  no  supporting  their  ///,  ki, 
hi,  hi.     Ah,  mo»  Dteu  .'  Ah,  chasse  brillant  soleil, 

BriUant  soleil, 

A-i-cn  jamais  veu  tonpareil? 

There's  music  and  melody. 

Luc.     What  a  fop  ! 

Buik.     But  proceed,  ma  pn'iicesse. 

Luc.     Oh,  then  wc  have  plays. 

Buck.    That  I  deny,  child. 

Luc.    No  plays! 

Buck.    No. 

Luc.  The  assertion  is  a  little  whimsical. 

I'uck.  Aye  that  may  be ;  you  have  here  drama- 
tic things,  farcical  in  their  composition,  and  ridicu- 
lous in  their  representation. 

Luc.  Sir,  I  own  myself  unequal  to  the  contro- 
versy ;  but,  surely  Shakespeare  — My  lord,  this 
subject  calls  upon  you  tor  its  defence. 

Crab.  1  know  from  what  fountain  this  fool  has 
drawn  his  remarks ;  tiic  author  of  the  Chinese 
Orphan,  in  the  preface  to  which  Mr.  Voltaire  ca!!s 
the  principal  works  of  Shakespeare  monstrous 
farces. 

U.  V.  Mr.  Crab  is  right,  madam.  Mr.  Vol- 
taire has  stiijmatized  with  a  very  unjust  and  a  very 
invidious  appcKaiion  the  principal  works  of  that 
great  master  of  the  passions ;  and  his  apparent 
motive  renders  him  the  n;orc  inexcusable. 

Lu:.     What  could  it  be,  my  lord  ? 
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IJ.  J.  The  preventing  his  countrymen  from 
becoming  acquainted  with  our  author  j  that  he 
might  be  at  tiberty  to  pilfer  from  him,  with  the 
greater  security. 

Luc.     Ungenerous,  indeed ! 

Buck.     Palpable  defamation. 

Luc.  And  as  to  the  exhibition,  I  have  been 
taught  to  believe,  that  for  a  natural  pathetic,  and  a 
spirited  expression,  no  people  upon  earth  — 

Buck.  You  are  imposed  upon,  child:  the  Z^- 
quesne,  the  Lanoue,  the  Grandval,  the  Dumenit,  the 
Gaussen,  what  dignity,  what  action  !  But,  d  props, 
I  have  myself  wrote  a  tragedy  in  French. 

Luc.     Indeed ! 

Buck.     En  veriti,  upon  Voltaire's  plan. 

Crab.     That  must  be  a  precious  piece'of  work. 

Buck.  It  is  now  in  repetition  at  the  French  co- 
medy. Grandval  and  La  Gausien  perform  the 
principal  parts.  Oh,  what  an  ec/at  !  What  a  burst 
will  it  make  in  the  parterre,  when  the  king  of 
Ananama'boe  refuses  the  person  of  the  princess  of 
Cochineal ! 

Luc.    Do  you  remember  the  passage  ? 

Buck.  B^ntire ;  and  1  bciieve  I  can  convey  it  in 
their  manner. 

Luc.     That  will  be  delightful. 

Buck.     And  first  the  king ; 

Ma  chcre  princcsse,  jc  vous  ainic,  c'est  vrai  -, 
De  ma  femme  vous  portez  les  charmunts  attraits. 
Mais  ce  ii'est  pas  honniilc  pour  un  homnie  tel  que 

moi, 
De  tromper  ma  femme,  ou  de  romprc  ma  foi. 

Luc.     Inimitable ! 

Buck-     Now  the  princess;  Uie  is,  as  you  may 
suppose,  in  extreme  distress. 
Luc.     No  doubt. 
Buck.     Mon  grand  roy,  mon  cher  adorabie, 

Ayez  pilie  de  moi ;  je  suis  inconsolable. 
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[Then  he  tunit  his  back  upoo  her,  at  which  she 

in  a  fury] 
Monstre,  ingrat>  affreux,  horrible,  funeste, 
Oh  que  je  vous  aime,  ah  que  je  vous  deteste  1 

[Then  he] 
Pensez  vous,  tnadame,  ^  me  donner  la  loi, 
Votre  haine,  votre  amour,  sont  les  m^mes  choses 
a  moi. 

luc.     Bravo ! 

Ld.  y.    Bravo,  bravo ! 

Suck.  Aye,  there's  passion  and  poetry,  and 
reason  and  rhime.  Oh  how  1  detest  blood,  and 
blank  verse  !  There  is  something  so  soft,  so  musical, 
and  so  natural,  in  the  rich  rhimes  of  the  theatre 
Francois  ! 

Ld.  J,  I  did  not.know  sir  Charles  was  so  totally 
devoted  to  the  belles  lettres. 

Buck.  Oh,  entirely.  'Tis  the  ton,  the  taste,  I 
am  every  night  at  (he  Caffe*  Procope,  and  had  not 
I  had  the  misfortune  to  be  bom  in  this  curst  coun- 
try, I  make  no  doubt  but  you  would  have  seen  my 
name  among  the  foremost  of  the  French  academy. 

Crab.  1  should  th(nk  you  might  easily  get  over 
that  difficulty,  if  you  will  be  but  so  obliging  as 
publicly  to  renounce  us.  I  dare  engage  not  one 
of  your  countrymen  shall  contradict,  or  claim  you. 

Buik.  No !— Impossible.  From  the  barbarity 
of  my  education,  I    must  ever  be  taken  for  un 

Crab.  Never. 

Buck.  En  veriti  ? 

Crab.  En  veriti. 

Buck.  You  flatter  me. 

Crab.  But  common  justice. 

Mac.  Nay,  maister  Crab  is  in  the  right,  for  I 

•  A  ciiffee-houK  oppoute  the  French  comedy,  where  the  witi 
■isembdc  every  evening. 
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have  often  heard  the  French  themselves  tay.  Is  it 
possible  that  gentleman  can  be  British  ? 

Bvck.  Obligmg  creatures!  And  you  concur 
with  them. 

Grab.    Entirely. 

Luc,     Entirely. 

Ld.  J.    Entirely. 

Buck.    How  happy  you  make  me ! 

Q-ai.  Egregious  puppy !  But  we  lose  time.  A 
truce  to  this  trumpery.  You  have  read  your 
father's  will. 

Buck,  No ;  I  read  no  English.  When  Mac  has 
turned  it  into  French,  I  may  run  over  the  items. 

Crab.  I  have  told  you  the  part  that  concerns 
the  girl.  And  as  your  declaration  upon  it  will 
discharge  me>  I  leave  you  to  what  you  will  call  an 
ectlatreissement.    Come,  my  lord. 

Buck.    Nay,  but  monsieur  Crab,  my  lor,  Mac. 

Q-ai.    Along  with  us.  {Exntnt, 

Buck.  A  comfortable  scrape  I  am  in  I  What 
the  deuce  am  I  to  do  F  In  the  language  of  the 
place,  I  am  to  make  love,  I  suppose.  A  pretty 
employment ! 

Luc.  I  ^cy  my  hero  is  a  little  puzzled  with 
his  part.    But,  now  for  it. 

Buck.  A  queer  creature,  that  Cfab,  ma  petite. 
But,  apropos,  how  d'ye  like  my  lord  ? 

Luc.  He  seems  to  have  good  sense  and  good 
breeding. 

Buck.  Pas  trap.  But  don't  you  think  he  has 
something  of  a  foreign  kind  of  air  about  him  ? 

Luc.     Foreign  ? 

Buek,    Aye,  something  so  English  in  his  manner. 

Lmc.  Foreign  and  English.!  I  don't  comprehend 
you. 

Buck.  Why  that  is,  he  has  not  the  ease,  the/^ 
ne  sfat  quoiy  the  bon  ion.— In  a  word,  he  does  not  re- 
semble me  now. 

Luc,    Not  in  the  least.  l,  ,  ^,1  ,CooqIc 
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Suck.  Ah,  I  thought  so.  He  is  to  be  pitied, 
poor  devil,  he  can't  help  it.  But,  etttre  nous,  ma 
there,  the  fellow  has  a  fortune. 

Luc,    How  does  that  concern  me,  sir  Charles  ? 

Buck.  Why.^V  pense,  ma  reifie,  that  your  eyes 
have  done  execution  there. 

Luc.     My  eyes  execution  ! 

Buck.  Aye,  child,  is  there  any  thing  so  extraor- 
dinary in  that  ?  Ma  foi,  I  thought  by  the  vivacity 
of  his  praise,  that  he  had  already  summoned  the 
garrison  to  surrender. 

Luc.  To  carry  on  the  allusion,  I  believe  my 
lord  is  too  good  a  commander,  to  commence  a 
fruitless  siege.  He  could  not  but  know  the  con- 
dition of  the  town. 

Buck.    Condition  !  Explain,  ma  chere. 

Luc.  I  was  in  hopes  your  interview  with  Mr. 
Crab  had  made  that  unnecessary. 

Buck.  Oh,  aye,  I  do  recollect  something  of  a 
ridiculous  article  about  marriage,  in  a  will.  But 
what  a  plot  against  the  peace  of  two  poor  people  ! 
Well,  the  malice  of  some  men  is  amazing !  Not 
contented  with  doing  ,all  the  mischief  they  can 
in  their  life,  they  aje  for  intailing  their  malevolence, 
like  their  estates,  to  latest  posterity. 

Lac.  Your  contempt  of  me,  sir  Charles,  I  receive 
as  a  compliment.  But  the  infinite  obligations  I  owe 
to  the  man,  who  had  the  misfortune  to  call  you  son, 
compel  me  to  insist,  that  in  my  presence,  at  least, 
no  indignity  be  offered  to  his  memory. 

Buck.     Heydey  !  What,  in  heroics,  ma  nine  ! 

Luc.  Ungrateful,  unfilial  wretch  1  so  soon  to 
trample  on  his  ashes,  whose  fond  heart,  the  greatest 
load  of  his  last  hours  were  his  fears  for  thy  future 
welfare. 

Buck.  Ma  foi,  elle  est  follst  she  is  mad,  iam 
doute. 

Luc.  But  I  am  to  blame.  Can  he  who  breaks 
through  one  sacred  reluion,  regard  another  i   Can 
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the  monster  who  is  corrupt  enough  to  contemn  the 
place  of  his  birlh,  reverence  those  who  gave  him 
being  ? impossible. 

Buck.  Ah,  a  pretty  monologue,  a  fine  soliloquy 
this,  child. 

Luc.     Contemptible.     But  I  am  cool. 

Suck.  I  am  mighty  glad  of  it.  Now  we  shall 
understand  one  another,  1  hope. 

Luc.  We  do  understand  one  another.  You 
have  already  been  kind  enough  to  refuse  me.  No- 
thing is  wantii;g  but  a  formal  rejection  under  your 
hand,  and  so  concludes  our  acquaintance. 

Buck.  Fous  a  'lex  irop  vite,  you  are  too  quick,  ma 
chere.  If  I  rect>llect,  the  consequence  of  this 
rejection  is  my  paying  you  twenty  thousand 
pounds. 

Lue.     True. 

Buck.  Now  that  have  not  I  the  least  inclination 
to  do. 

Lu:.     No.  sir  ?    Why  you  own  that  marriage  — 

Butk.  Is  my  aversion.  I'll  give  you  that  under 
my  hand,  if  you  please;  but  I  have  a  prodigious 
love  for  the  ios/i'. 

Luc.  Oh,  we'll  soon  settle  that  dispute ;  the 
law 

Buck.  But,  hold,  ma  reine.  1  don't  find  that 
my  provident  father  has  precisely  determined  the 
time  of  this  comfortable  conjunction.  So,  tho'  I 
am  condemned,  the  day  of  execution  is  not  fixed. 

Luc.    Sir ! 

Buck.  I  say,  my  soul,  there  goes  no  more  to 
your  dying  a  maid,  than  my  living  a  batchelor. 

Luc.     O,  sir,  I  shall  find  a  remedy. 

Buck.  But  now  suppose,  ma  kellt,  I  have  found 
one  to  your  hand  ? 

Luc.    As  how  ?  Name  one. 

Buck.  I'll  name  two.  And  flrst,  man  enfant', 
tho'  [  have  an  irresistable  antipathy  to  the  conjugal 
knot,  yet  1  am  by  no  means  blind  to  your  personal 
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charms ;  in  the  possesion  of  which,  if  you  piMte  to 
place  me,  not  only  the  aforesaid  twenty  thousand 
pounds,  but  the  whole  terre  of  your  devoted  shall 
fall  at  your  — —  -^ 

Luc.     Grant  me  patience  1 

Buck.  Indeed  you  want  it,  my  dear.  But  if 
you  flounce,  I  fly. 

Lmc.     Quick,  sir,  your  other.    For  this  is — 

Buck.  I  grant,  not  quite  so  fashionable  as  my 
other.  It  is  then,  in  a  word,  that  you  would  let 
this  lubberly  lord  ir.zke  you  a  lady,  and  appoint 
me  his  assistant,  his  private  friend,  his  cicishd. 
And  as  we  are  to  be  joint  partakers  of  your  per- 
son, let  us  be  equal  sharers  in  your  fortune,  ma 
belle. 

Luc,  Thou  mean,  abject,  mercenary  thing. 
Thy  mistress  1  Gracious  heaven  !  Universal  empire 
should  not  bribe  me  to  be  thy  bride.  And  what 
apology,  what  excuse  could  a  woman  of  the  least 
sense  or  spirit  make,  for  so  unnatural  a  connexion  ! 

Buck.     Fort  bien  ! 

Luc'  Where  are  thy  attractions  ?  Canst  thou 
be  weak  enough  to  suppose  thy  frippery  dress,  thy 
aflectation,  thy  grimace,  could  influence  beyond 
the  borders  of  a  brothel  ? 

Buck.     Tres  bien  ! 

Luc.  And  what  are  thy  improvements  ?  Thy 
air  is  a  copy  from  thy  barber :  For  thy  dress,  thou 
art  indebted  to  thy  taytor.  Thou  hast  lost  thy 
native  language,  and  brought  home  none  in  ex- 
change for  it. 

Buck,     Exiremement  bien  ! 

Luc.  Had  not  thy  vanity  so  soon  exposed  thy 
villainy,  I  might,  in  reverence  to  that  name,  to 
which  thou  art  a  disgrace,  have  taken  a  wretched 
chance  with  thee  for  life. 

Buck. .  I  am  obliged  to  you  for  that.     And  a 

{>retty  paciflc  partner  I  should  have  had.  Why, 
ook'ee  child,  you  have  been,  to  be  sure,  very 
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eloquent,  and  upon  the  whole,  not  unentertaining : 
tho'  by  the  bye,  you  have  forgot,  in  your  catalogue, 
one  of  my  foreign  acquisitions  ;  e'esl-a-dire,  that  I 
can,  with  a  most  intrepid  sangfroid,  without  a  sin- 
gle emotion,  support  all  thi^  storm  of  female  fury. 
But,  adieu,  ma  eelU.  And  when  a  cool  hour  of 
reflection  has  made  you  sensible  of  the  propriety 
of  my  proposals,  I  shall  expect  the  honour  of  a 
card. 

Ltte.    Be  gone  for  ever ! 

Buck.  Pour  jamais  !  Foregad  she  would  make 
an  admirable  actress.  If  I  once  get  her  to  Paris, 
she  shall  play  a  part  in  my  piece.  \_Exit. 

Luc.  I  am  ashamed^  this  thine  has  had  the 
power  to  move  me  thus.  Who  waits  there  ?  Dear 
Mr.  Crab 

Enter  Lord  John  and  Crab, 

Ld.  J.  We  have  been  unwillingly,  madam, 
silent  witnesses  to  this  shameful  scene.  I  blush 
that  a  creature,  who  wears  the  outward  mark  of 
humanity,  should  be  in  his  morals  so  much  below — 

Crab.  Prithee  why  didst  thou  not  call  thy  maids, 
and  toss  the  booby  in  a  blanket  ? 

Ld.  J.  If  I  might  be  permitted,  madam,  to 
conclude  what  { intended  saying,  when  interrupted 
by  Mr.  Crab— 

Lue.  My  lord,  don't  think  me  guilty  of  affecta- 
tion. I  believe,  I  guess  at  your  generous  design  ; 
but  my  temper  is  really  so  rufiled — besides  I  am 
meditating  a  piece  of  female  revenge  on  this 
coxcomb. 

Ld.  J.    Dear  madam,  can  I  assist  ? 

Lue.  Only  by  desiring  my  maid  to  bring  hither 
the  tea. — My  lord,  I  am  confounded  at  the  liberty, 

but — 

Ld.  y.  No  apology.  You  honour  me,  madam. 
Crab.  And  prithee,  wench,  what  Is  thy  scheme  ? 
Lu(.    Oh,  a  very  harmless  one,  I  promise  you. 
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Crab.  Zounds,  I  am  sorry  for  it.  I  long  to  see 
the  puppy  severely  punished,  methinks. 

Luc.  Sir  Charles,  I  fancy,  can't  be  yet  got  out 
of  the  house.     Will  you  desire  him  to  step  hither  ? 

Crab.    I'll  bring  him. 

Luc.     No,  I  wish  to  have  him  alone. 

Crab.     Why  then  I'll  send  him.  {Exit. 

Enter  Lenice. 
Luc.     Place  these  things  on  the  table,  a  chair 
on   each  side:  very    well.     Do  you  keep  within 
call.     But  hark,  he  is  here.     Leave  me,  Lettice. 

[£■«//  Lettice. 

Emer  Buck. 

Buck.  So,  so,  1  thought  she  would  come  to; 
but,  I  confess  not  altogether  so  soon.  Ek  bien,  ma 
belle,  see  me  ready  to  receive  your  commands, 

Luc.  Pray  be  seated,  sir  Charles.  1  am  afraid 
the  natural  warmth  of  my  temper  might  have 
hurried  me  into  some  expressions  not  altogether 
so  suitable. 

Buck.     Ah  bagatelle.     Name  it  not. 

Luc.     Voulez-veui  du  the,  mortiieur  ? 

Buck.  Kolontiers.  This  tea  is  a  pretty  innocent 
Vmdi  oi  beverage ;  I  wonder  the  French  don't  take 
it.  I  have  some  thoughts  of  giving  it  a  fashion  next 
winter. 

Luc.  That  will  be  very  obliging.  It  is  of 
extreme  service  to  the  ladies  this  side  the  water 
you  know. 

Buck.  True,  it  promotes  parties,  and  infuses  a 
kind  of  spirit  of  conversation,  and  that  — 

Luc.     En  voulez-vous  encore? 

Buck.  Je  vous  rends  mille  graces. — But  what  has 
occasioned'  me,  ma  reine,  the  honour  of  your  mes- 
sage by  Mr.  Crab  ? 

Luc.  The  favours  I  have  received  from  your 
family,  sir  Charles,  I  thought,  demanded  from  me. 
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at  my  quitting  your  house,  a  more  decent,  and  ce- 
remonious adieu,  than  our  last  interview  would 
admit  of. 

Buck.  Is  that  all,  m«  cMert  ?  I  thought  your 
flinty  heart  had,  at  last  relented.  Well,  ma  reinc, 
adieu. 

Luc.     Can  you  then  leave  me  ? 

Buck.     The  fates  will  have  it  so. 

Luc.  Go  then,  perfidious  traitor,  be  gone;  I 
have  this  consolation,  however,  that  if  I  cannot 
legally  possess  you,  no  orher  woman  shall. 

Buck.     Hev,  how,  what  ? 

Luc.  And  tho'  the  pleasure  of  living  with  you 
is  denied  me,  in  our  deaths  at  least,  we  shall  soon 
be  united. 

Buck.     Soon  be  united  in  death  ?    When,  child  ? 

Luc.     Within  this  hour. 

Buck.     Which  way  ? 

Ltic.  The  fatal  draught's  already  at  my  heart. 
1  feel  it  here;  it  runs  ihro'  every  pore.  Pangs, 
pangs  unutterable!  The  tea  we  drankj  urged  by 
despair  and  love — Oh  ! 

Buck.     Well ! 

I.UC.    I  poison'd. 

Buck.     The  devil ! 

Luc.  And  as  my  generous  heart  would  have 
shared  all  with  you,  [  gave  you  half. 

Buck.     Oh,  curse  your  generosity  ! 

Luc.  Indulge  me  in  the  cold  comfort  of  a  last 
embrace. 

Buck.  Embrace !  O  confound  you !  But  it 
mayn't  be  too  late.  Macruthen,  Jonquil !  physi- 
cians, apothecaries,  oils  and  antidotes.  Oh,  je 
meurs,je  meurs.     Ah,  la  diableae  !  [Exit. 

Enter  Lord  John  and  Crab. 

Crab.  A  brave  wench.  I  could  kiss  thee  for 
this  contrivance. 

Ld.  y.    He  really  deserves  it  all. 
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Crab.  Deserves  it !  Hang  him.  But  the  sensible 
resentment  of  this  girl  has  almost  reconciled  me  to 
the  world  again.  But  stay,  let  us  see — Can't  we 
make  a  further  use  of  the  puppy's  punishment?  I 
suppose,  we  may  very  safely  depend  on  your  con- 
tempt of  him  ? 

Jjuc.    Most  securely. 

Crab.  And  this  young  thing  here,  has  been 
breathing  passions  and  protestations.  But  I'll  take 
care,  my  girl  sha'nt  go  a  beggar  to  any  man's  bed. 
We  must  have  this  twenty  thousand  pound,  Lucy. 

Ld.  y.  I  regard  it  not.  Let  me  be  happy,  and 
let  him  be 

Crab.  Psha,  don't  scorch  me  with  thy  flames. 
Reserve  your  raptures;  or,  if  they  must  have 
vent,  retire  into  that  room,  whilst  I  go  and  plague 
the  puppy.  [Exaint. 

Enter  Buck,  Macrutken,   Jon^il,  Beamois,  La  Laire^ 
Physician,  Surgeon.     Buck  in  a  cap  and  night  gown. 

Surg.  This  copious  phlebotomy  will  abate  the 
inflammation,  and  if  the  six  blisters  on  your  head 
and  back  rise,  why  there  may  be  hopes. 

Buck.  Cold  comfort.  1  burn,  I  burn,  I  burn — 
Ah,  there's  a  shoot.    And  now,  again,  I  freeze. 

Mac.  Aye,  they  are  symptoms  of  a  strong 
poison. 

Buck.    Oh,  I  am  on  the  rack. 

Mac.  Oh,  if  it  be  got  to  the  vitals,  a  fig  for  aw 
antidotes. 

Enier  Crab. 

Crab.  Where  is  this  miserable  devil  ?  What's 
he  ative  still } 

Mac.    In  gude  troth,  and  that's  aw. 

Buck.    Oh! 

Crab.  So  you  have  made  a  pretty  piece  of  woric 
on'f,  /oung  man !  ^^^^[^. 
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Buck.  O  what  could  provoke  me  to  return  from 
Paris  ? 

G-aA.  Had  you  never  been  there>  this  could  not 
have  happened. 

Eifler  Racket  and  Tallyhoe. 

Rack.  Where  is  he  ? — He's  dead  man,  his  eyes 
are  Bx'd  already. 

Ruck.    Oh  ! 

TaUy.    Who  poison*d  him,  Racket  ? 

Rack.  Gad  I  don't  know.  His  French  cook,  I 
reckon. 

Crai.  Were  there  a  possibility  of  thy  reforma- 
tion, I  have  yet  a  secret  to  restore  thee. 

Buck.    On  give  it,  give  it. 

G-«^.  Not  so  fast.  It  must  be  on  good  condi- 
tions. 

Buck.  Name 'em.  Take  my  estate,  my — save 
but  my  life,  take  all. 

Crab.  First  then  renounce  thy  right  to  that  lady, 
whose  just  resentment  has  drSwn  this  punishment 
upon  thee;  and,  in  which  she  is  an  unhappy 
partaker. 

Buck.    I  renounce  her  from  my  soul. 

Crah.  To  this  declaration  you  are  witnesses. 
Next,  your  tawdry  trappings,  your  foreign  foppery, 
your  washes,  paints,  pomades,  must  blaze  before 
your  door. 

Buck.    What,  all? 

Cra^,  All ;  not  a  rag  shall  he  rowrved.  The 
execution  of  this  part  of  your  sentence  shall  be 
assigned  to  your  old  friends  here. 

Suck.    Well,  take  'em. 

Tai/y.    Huzza,  come  Racket,  let's  rummage. 

[Exeunt  Racket  and  Tallykoe. 

Crab.  And,  lastly,  I'll  have  these  exotic  atten- 
dants, these  instruments  of  your  luxury,  these  pan- 
ders to  your  pride,  pack'd  in  the  first  cart,  and  sent 
post  to  the  place  from  whence  they  came. 
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Suck.     Spare  me  but  La  Jonquil. 

Crai).  Not  an  instant.  The  importation  of 
these  puppies  makes  a  part  of  the  politics  of  your 
old  friends,  the  French ;  unable  to  resist  you, 
whilst  you  retain  your  ancient  roughness,  they 
have  recourse  to  these  minions,  who  would  first, 
by  unmanly  means,  sap  and  soften  all  your  native 
spirit,  and  then  deliver  you  an  easy  prey  to  (heir 
employers. 

Buck.  Since  then  it  must  be  so,  adieu  La  Jon- 
quil.  [Exeunt  Jonquil  and  Bearnois. 

Crab.  And  now  to  the  remedy.  Come  forth, 
Lucinda. 

Enter  Lucinda  and  Lord  John. 

Buck.  Hey,  why  did  not  she  swallow  the 
poison  ? 

Crab.    No  ;  nor  you  neither,  you  blockhead. 

Buck.     Why,  did  not  I  leave  you  in  pangs  ? 

Luc.  Aye,  put  on.  The  tea  was  innocent, 
upon  my  honour,  sir  Charles.  But  you  allow  me 
to  be  an  excellent  actress. 

Buck.     Oh,  curse  your  talents  ! 

Crab.  This  fellow's  public  renunciation,  has  put 
your  person  and  fortune  in  your  own  power :  and 
if  you  were  sincere  in  your  declaration  of  being 
directed  bv  me,  bestow  it  there. 

Luc.  As  a  proof  of  my  sincerity,  my  lord,  re- 
ceive it. 

Ld.  J.  With  more  transport,  than  sir  Charles 
the  news  of  his  safety. 

Imc.  to  Buck.  You  are  not,  at  present,  in  a  con- 
dition to  take  possession  of  your  post. 

Buck.     What  ? 

Imc.  Oh,  you  recollect ;  my  lord's  private 
friend  ;  his  assistant  you  know. 

Buck.    Oh,  ho .' 

Mac.     But,  sir  Charles,  as  I  find  the  affair  of 
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the  poison  was  but  a  juke,  had  na'ye  better  with- 
draw, and  tack  off  your  blisters? 

Crab.  No,  let  'em  stick.  He  wants  'em. — And 
now  concludes  my  care.  But  before  we  close  the 
scene,  receive,  young  man,  this  last  advice  from 
the  old  friend  of  your  father :  As  it  is  your 
happiness  to  be  born  a  Briton,  let  it  be  your  boast ; 
know  that  the  blessings  of  liberty  are  your  birth- 
right, which  while  you  preserve,  other  nations  may 
envy  or  fear,  but  can  never  conquer  or  contemn 
you.  Believe,  that  French  fashions  are  as  ill-suited 
to  the  genius,  as  their  politics  are  pernicious  to  the 
peace  of  your  native  land. 

A  convert  to  these  sacred  truths,  you'll  find, 
That  poison  for  your  punishment  design'd 
Will  prove  a  wholesome  medicine  to  your  mind. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 
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Antony  &  Cleopatra — Capel 
Arden  of  Fevers  ham — Liilo 
•Artaxerxcs — A  rne 
•Arthur  and  Emmelinc  — 

Kemble 
•As  you  like  It — Sbakesp. 
+Aurengzebe — Dryden 
+Bartho]omew  Fair — Jon  son 
tBaiset  Table— Cenihvre 
•Beaux  Stratagem — Farq. 
•Beggar's  Opera — Gay 
tBiter— Rowe 
British  Enchanters — Lansd. 
•Busy  Body — Ccntlivre 
Captives — Gay 
•Careless  Husband — Cibber 
•Caio — Addison 
tChapIct,  Mendcz 
fCleomena — Dryden 


Cobler  of  Preston — Bullock 
Comical  Lovers — Cibber 
•Committee — Howard 
•Comus — Colman 
•Confvderacy — Vanbrugh 
•Conscious  Lovers — Steele 
•Constant  Couple— Fa rii. 
Contre    Temps,    or    Rtval 

Queans 
tComrivances — Carey 
•Coriolanus—  Shakspeare 
•Coriolanus — Sheridan 
•Country  Girl — Garrick 
Country  Wife — Wycherley 
tCreusa— Whitehead 
•Cymbeline — Garrick 
Damon  &  Phil  I  ida— Cibber 
Damon  &,  Phiiiida— Dibdin 
tDcvil  to  Pay— Coffey 
•Distrest  Mother — Philips 
•Double  Dealer — Congreve 
•Double  Gallant— Cibber 
+DragonofWant!ey — Carey 
Duke  and  no  Duke— Cokain 
fDuke  of  Guise — Dryden 
Edward  the  Black  Prince- 
Shirley 
Esop—  Vanbrugh 
•Every  Man  in  his  Humour 

— Garrick 
•Fair  Penitent — Rowe 
+Falsc  Friend — Vanbrugh 
•  Foundling—  Moore 


K   N    I    G    H   T    Si 

COMEDY, 

IN     TWO      ACTS. 


THEATRE-ROYAL,    IN    DRUR  Y- L  ANE. 


SAMVEL  FOQTE,  Esq. 


i    i  ltd  liaAcl  tamoBia  Ignlo 

Ptitt  emrii,  juaitio  acuie  aniu.        Hok, 


LONDON! 

PEIHTED  FOR  W.  LOWNDES,  No.  3B,  BEOFOBD-STREBT. 
IBOT. 


Pna  OmSaSm;, 


:,.;,l,ZDdbyG00gle 


:,.;,l,ZDdbyG00gle 


PREFACE. 


AS  tliis  is  the  last  opportunity  I  shall  ham  qf 
addressing  the  public  this  year^  I  think  it  my 
duly  to  return  them  my  warmest  acknowledge' 
Tttentsfor  their  favourable  reception  of  thefoUauh 
ing  little  piece. 

The  three  p'incipal  characters  I  met  with  in  a 
summer's  expedition  i  they  are  neither  vamped 
from  antiquated  plays,  pilfhed  from  the  Frerah 
farces,  jwr  the  baseless  beings  of  the  poet's  brain, 
J  have  given  them  in  their  plain  natural  habit ; 
iheywimted  no  dramatic  finishing  \  nor  can  I 
claim  any  other  merit  than  grouping  them  toge- 
ther and  throwing  them  into  action.  The  justice 
done  them  t/tere  by  tfte  ptrformejs.  has  beat  too 
strongly  distinguished  by  the  town  to  renda-  any 
thing  from  me  necessaiy,  J  could  only  wish  that 
the  maimgcrs  of  the  theatres  would  employ  Mr. 
Castallo,  whose  peculiar  ndiveti  and  strict  pro- 
priety  would  greatly  become  many  characters  oji 
4ur  stage. 

S.  FOOTS, 
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PROLOGUE 

Written  and  Spoken  by  Mr.  FOOTE. 

MAPP Y  my  muse,  had  slie  first  turn'd  her  art, 
From  humour's  dangerous  path,  to  touch  the  hi.'arlj 
Thcy>  who  in  iril  the  bluster  of  blank  ver&e 
The  mourafnl  tales  of  lof  e  nnd  war  rehearse) 
Are  sure  the  critict  censure  to  escape ; 

You  hiss  not  heroes  now,  you  only gape  ; 

Ner  (strangers  quite  to  heroes,  kings,  and  queens] 

Dare  you  intrude  your  judgment  on  their  scenes. 

A  different  lot  the  comic  muse  atiends. 

She  is  obliged  to  treat  you  with  your  friends  i 

Must  search  the  court,  the  fonim,  and  the  city, 

Mark  out  the  dull,  the  gallant,  and  the  witty. 

Youth's  wild  proliision,  th'  avarice  of  age, 

Nay,  bring  the  pit  itself  upon  the  stage. 

First  to  the  bar  she  turns  her  various  face  ; 

Hem  !  my  lord,  I  am  council  in  this  case. 

And  if  so  be  your  lordship  should  think  fit. 

Why,  to  be  sure,  my  client  must  submit ; 

For  why  i  because  —  Then  ofF  she  trips  again. 

And,  to  the  sons  of  commerce,  shiits  her  scene  ; 

iTiere,  whilst  the  griping  sire,  wiUi  moping  care. 

Defrauds  the  worldhimsclf  t'enrich  his  heir. 

The  pious  boy,  his  father's  toil  rewarding. 

For  tiiousands  throws  a  main  at  Cov(:ni-gardi.'n  ! 

These  are  the  portmits  we're  oblig'd  to  shew  ; 

You  are  all  judges  if  they're  like  or  no  : 

Here  sbodd  we  fail,  some  other  shape  we'll  trj-, 

And  grace  our  fiiture  scenes  with  nrvelty. 

I  have  a  plan  to  treat  you  with  burletta. 

That  cannot  miss  your  taste,  mia  spilctta  : 

f'Ut,  should  the  following  piece  your  mirth  excitcj 

From  Nature's  rolume  we'll  persist  to  write  ; 

Your  partial  favour  bade  us  first  proceed. 

Then  spare  th'  offender  since  you  urg'd  the  deedt 
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DRAMATIS    PERSONS 


Hartop        — — 
Sir  Gregory  Gazette 
Jenkins  — 

Timothy  — 

RonjH  — 


Mr.  Feo/e. 
Mr.  Tates* 
Mr.  Blakes. 
Mr.  Castallu. 
Mr.  Chugh. 


Jem  NT  —  — 

Miss  Penelope  Trifle 
Miss  S:jkby  Trifle 


Miss  Minors, 
Mrs.  Cross. 
Mis:  Mills. 
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ACT    L 

SCENE,  a  Rom* 
Hartop  and  Jenkins  MtcoverecU 

Jenk.  T  SHOULD  not  choose  to  nurrjr  into 
-*■  such  a  family. 

Harf.  Choice,  dear  Dick^  is  very  little  concern- 
ed in  the  mattery  and^  to  conviiice  you  that  love 
is  not  the  minister  of  my  counsels,  knov  that  I 
never  saw  but  once  the  object  of  my  present  pur- 
pose, and  that  too  at  a  time,  and  in  a  circumstance, 
not  very  likely  to  stamp  a  fevourable  impression. 
What  think  you  of  a  raw  boarding-school-girl  at 
Lincoln-Minster,  with  amindunpofishedi  a  figure 
uninfortned,  and  a  set  of  features  tainted  With  the 
colours  of  her  unwholesome  foodf 

Jenk. '  No  very  enga^ng  objert  indeed,  Hartop. 

H^i.  Your  thoughts  now  were  mine  then;  but 

some  connections  I  have  »nce  had  with  her  &ther 

luv« 
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have  given  birth  to  my  present  dcagn  upon  her* 
Xou  are  no  stranger  to  the  situation  of  my  cir- 
cumstances: my  neighbourhood  to  Sir  Penurious 
Trifle  was  a  sufficient  motive  for  his  advancing 
what  money  I  wanted  by  way  of  mortgage}  the 
hard  terms  he  imposed  upon  me,  and  the  little 
regard  I  have  paid  to  occonomy,  has  made  it  ne- 
cessary for  me  to  attempt  by  some  scheme  the  ret 
cstabUshment  of  my  fortune:  this  young  lady's 
aimplidty,  not  to  call  it  ignorance,  presented  her 
at  once  as  a  proper  subject  for  my  purpose, 

Jcnk.  Success  to  you.  Jack,  with  all  my  soul!  a 
fellow  of  your  spirit  arid  vivacity  mankind  ought 
to  support  for  the  sake  of  themselves ;  for,  what- 
ever Seneca  and  the  other  moral  writers  may  have 
ifuggested  in  contempt  of  riches.  It  is  plain  their 
maxims  were  not  calculated  for  the  world  as  it 
nowstandsj  in  days  of  yore  indeed,  when  virtue 
was  called  wisdom,  and  vice  folly,  such  principles 
might  liave  been  encouraged  ^  but,  as  the  present 
subjectsof  our  enquiry  are,  not  what  man  is,  but 
what  he  has,  as  to  be  rich  is  to  be  wise  and  virtu- 
ous, and  to  be  poor  ignorant  and  vicious,  I  hear- 
tily applaud  your  plan! 

Hart.  Your  observation  is  but  too  just !  and  is 
it  not,  Dick,  a  little  unaccountable,  that  we,  who 
condescend  so  servilely  to  copy  the  follies  and  foppe- 
ries of  our  polite  neighbours,  should  be  so  totally 
averse  to  an  imitation  of  their  virtues?  In  France, 
Hashewealth?  is  an  interrogation  never  put  tiilthey 
are  disappointed  in  their  inquiries  after  the  birth 
and  wisilnm  of  a  fashionable  fellow :  but  here.  How 
mucJi  a  year? — ^Two  thousand. — ^Ihe  devil!  In 
wlut  country  ? — Berkshire. — Indeed !  God  bless 
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Ms  \  &  happy  dog !— ^How  the  deuce  come  I  to  be 
interested  in  a  man's  fortune  unless  I  am  hb  stew- 
ard or  Us  tailor  ?  Indeed  knowledge  and  genius  are 
worth  examining  into ;  by  those  my  understand- 
ing may  be  improved,  or  my  imagination  grati- 
fied ;  but  why  such  a  man's  being  able  to  eat  or- 
tolans, and  drink  French  wine,  Is  to  recommend 
him  to  my  esteem,  is  what  I  cannot  readily  con- 
ceive. 

Jcnk,  Hiis  complaint  may  with  justice  be  made 
of  all  imitations  -,  the  ridiculous  side  is  ever  the 
object  imitated.  But  a  truce  to  moralising  and  to 
our  business.  Prithee,  in  the  first  place,  how  can 
you  gain  admittance  to  your  mistress  ?  and,  in 
the  second,  is  the  girl  independent  of  her  father  ? 
his  consent,  I  suppose,  you  have  no  thoughts  of 
5)btaintng. 

Hart.  Some  farther  proposals  concerning  my 
estate,  such  as  an  increase  of  the  mortgage  or  an 
absolute  sale,  is  a  suffident  pretence  for  a  visit ; 
and,  as  to  cash,  twenty  to  my  knowledge !  inde- 
pendent too,  you  rogue !  and,  besides,  an  only 
child,  you  know !  and  then ,  when  things  are  done 
they  can't  be  undone,  and  'tis  well  its  no  worse, 
and  a  hundred  such  pretty  proverbs,  will,  its 
OTeat  odds,  reconcile  the  old  fellow  at  last.  Be- 
sides, my  papa  in  posse  has  a  foible,  which,  if  I 
condescend  to  humour,  I  have  his  soul,  my  dear. 

Jenk.  Prithee,  now  you  are  in  spirits,  give  me  a 
portrait  of  Sir  Penurious  j  though  he  is  my  neigh- 
bour, yet  he  is  so  domestic  an  animal  that  I  know 
no  more  of  him  than  the  common  country  con- 
versation, that  ha  is  a  thrifty,  wary,  man. 

Hart.  Tlic  very  abstract  of  penury !  Sir  John 
Cutler, with  his  transmigrated  stockings,  was  but  a 

type 
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type  of  him.  For  instance,  the  barber  has  the 
^owth  of  his  and  his  daughter's  head  once  a  year 
tor  shaving  the  knight  once  a  fortnight ;  his  shoes 
are  made  with  the  leather  of  a  coach  of  his  grand' 
tattler's,  built  in  the  year  1  ;  his  male  servant  is 
footman,  groom,  carter,  coachman,  and  tailor ; 
his  maid  employs  her  leisure  hours  in  plain-work 
for  the  neighbours,  which  Sir  Penurious  takes 
care,  as  her  labour  is  for  his  emolument,  shall  be 
as  many  as  possible,  by  joining  with  his  daughter 
in  scouring  the  rooirs,  mukiiig  the  beds,  &c.  thus 
much  for  his  moral  cliar^cter.  Then,  as  to  his  in- 
tellectual, he  is  a  mere  carte  blanche;  the  last  man 
he  is  with  must  afford  him  matter  for  the  next  he 
goes  to ;  but  a  story  is  his  idol,  throw  him  in  that 
and  he  swallows  it ;  no  matter  what,  raw  or  roast- 
ed, savory  or  insipid,  dow  it  goes,  and  up  again  to 
the  first  person  he  meets ;  it  is  upon  this  basis  I 
found  my  favour  with  the  knight,  having  acquired 
patience  enough  to  hear  his  stories,  and  equipped 
myself  with  a  quantity  sufficient  lo  furnish  him  f 
his  manner  is  indeed  peculiar,  and  for  once  or 
twice  entertaining  enough.  Til  give  you  a  speci- 
men -, Is  not  that  an  equipage  ? 

Jenk.  Hey!  yes,  faith !  and  the  owner  an  ac- 
quaint.;nce  of  mine  ;  Sir  Gregory  Gazette,  by 
Jupiter !  and  his  son  Tim  with  him.  Now  I  can 
match  your  knight.  He  must  come  this  way  to 
the  .parlour.  Well  have  a  scene  j  but  take  your 
cue,  he  is  a  country  politician. 

Sir  Gregory, «i/m;/|-,  andwaiter. 

Sir  Greg.  What,  neither  the  Gloucester  Journal, 

nor  the  Worcester  Courant,  nor  the  Northampton 

Mercury, 
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Mercury,  nor  the  Chester  — --  -  ?  Mr.  Jenkins, 
I  am  your  bumbio  servant ;  a  strange  town  this, 
Mr.  Jenkins,  no  news  stirring,  no  papers  taken  in  I 
Is  that  gentleman  a  stranger,  Mr.  Jenkins  ?  Pray, 
far,  not  to  be  too  bold,  don't  you  come  from 
X^odon  ? 

Bart.  But  last  night. 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day !  that*s  wonderful!—— 
Mr.  Jenkins,  introduce  me. 

Jenk.  Mr.  Hartop,  Sir  Gregory  Gazette. 

Sir  Greg.' Sir,  I  am  proud  to  Well,  sir, 

and  what  news  ?  You  come  from  — —  Pray,  sir, 
are  you  a  pai'liament-man  ? 

JIart.  Not  I  indeed,  sir. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  lack!  may  be  belong  to  the 
law? 

JIarf.  Nor  that. 

Sir  Greg.  Oh,  then  in  some  of  the  offices  j  the 
treasury  or  the  exchequer  ? 

Hart.  Neither,  sir. 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day !  that's  wonderful !  Well, 

but,  Mr. Praj  what  name  did  Mr.  Jenkins, 

Ha Ha 

Hart.  Hartop. 

Sir  Greg.  Ay,  true !  what,  not  of  the  Hartops 
of  Boston  ? 

Hart.  No. 

Sir  Greg.  May  be  not.  There  is,  Mr.  Hartop, 
one  thing  that  I  envy  you  Londoners  in  much ; — 
quires  of  newspapers ! — Now  I  I'eckon  you  read  a 
matter  of  eight  sheets  every  day? 

Hart.  Not  one. 

Sir  Greg,  Wonderfiil !  then,  may  be,  you  are 

ftbout  court ;  and  so,  being  at  the  tountain-hdad, 

knovr 
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know  what  is  in  the  papers  before  they  are  print- 
ed 

Hart.  I  never  trouble  my  head  about  them.— 
An  old  fool!    ^Jside.^ 

Sir  Greg.  Good  lord!  Your  friend,  Mr.  Jen- 
kins, is  very  close. 

Jen&.  Whjr,  Sir  Gregory,  Mr.  Hartop  is  much 
in  the  secrets'above  j  and  it  becomes  a  man  so 
trusted  to  be  wary,  you  know. 

Sir  Greg.  May  be  so,,  may  ye  so.  Wonderful, 
ay,  ay,  a  great  man  no  doubt. 

JenJc.  But  I'll  give  him  a  letter  insight  into 
your  cliaracter,  and  that  will  induce  him  to  throw 
off  his  reserve. 

Sir  Greg.  May  be  so ;  do,  do;  ay,  ay ! 

Jenk.  iTithee,  Jack,  don't  be  so  crusty,  indulge 

"the  knight's  humour  a  litde;  besides,  if  I  guess 

right,  it  may  be  necessary  for  the  conduct  of  your 

design  to  contract  a  pretty  strict  intimacy  here. 

lAsitie, 

Hart.  Well,  do  as  you  will.    \_^Aside.'] 

Jenk.  Sir  Gregory,'  Mr.  Hartop's  ignorance  of 
your  character  made  him  a  little  shy  in  his  replies, 
but  you  will  now  find  him  more  communicaiive ; 
and,  in  your  ear, — he  is  a  treasure ;  he  is  in  ail  the 
mysteries  of  government ;  at  the  bottom  of  every 
thing. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderfull  a  treasure!  ay,  ay,  may 
be  so. 

Jenk.  And,  that  you  may  have  him  to  your- 
self, I'll  go  in  search  of  your  son. 

Sir  Greg.  Do  so,  do  so  ;  Tim  is  without,  just 

com^  from  his  xinde  Tregegle's  at  Mavagezy  in 

Cornwall; 
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Cornwall ;  Tim  is  an  honest  lad :  so.  TExii 
Jenk.]  Well,  Mr.  Hartop,  and  so  we  nave 
a  peace;  lack-a-day!  long  looked  for  come  at  last. 
But  pray,  Mr.  Hartop,  how  many  newspapers  may 
you  have  printed  in  aweek? 

Hart.  About  a  hundred  and  fifty,  Sir  Gregory. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now!  and  all  mil,  I 
reckon;  mil  as  an  egg;  notliing  but  news!  well, 
well,  I  shall  go  to  London  one  of  these  days.  A 
hundred  and  fifty;  wonderful!  and,  pray  now, 
which  do  you  reckon  the  best? 

Hart.  Oh,  Sir  Gregory,  they  are  as  various  in 
their  excellencies  as  their  usfes;  if  you  are  inclined 
to  blacken,  by  a  couple  of  tines,  the  reputation  of 
a  neighbour,  whose  character  neither  your  nor  his 
whole  life  canpossibly  restore,  you  may  doitfortwo 
shilUngs  in  one  paper ;  if  you  are  displaced,  or  dis- 
appointed of  a  place,  a  tnplet  againsi  the  ministry 
will  be  always  well  received  at  the  head  of  ano* 
tbcr ;  and  then,  as  a  paper  of  morning  amuse- 
ment, you  have  the  FooL 

Sir  Greg.  The  Fool!  good  lack!  and  pray  who 
and  what  may  that  same  Fool  be  ? 

Hart.  Why,  Sir  Gregory,  the  author  has  artfully 
assumed  that  habit,  like  the  royal  jesters  of  old,  to 
level  his  satire  with  more  security  to  himself  and 
severity  to  others. 

Sir  Greg.  May  be  so,  may  be  so!  the  Fool !  ha, 
ha,  ha!  well  enough!  a  queer  dog,  and  no  foot,  I 
warrant  you!  ICilligrew,  ah,  I  have  ^eard  my 
grandfather  talk  much  of  that  same  Kiliigrew,  and 
no  fool !  But  what  is  all  this  to  news,  Mr.  Har- 
top? Who  gives  us  the  best  account  of  the  king  of 
Spain,  and  the  queen  of  Hungary,  and  those  great? 
lolks? 
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folks?  Come  now,  you  could  g^ve  us  a  little  news 
if  you  wouldj  come  now!— snug!— nobody  by! 
— good  now  do  ;  come,  ever  so  little! 

Hart.  Why,  as  you  so  largely  contribute  to  the 
support  of  the  government,  it  is  but  feir  you 
should  know  what  they  are  about. — We  are  at 
present  in  a  treaty  with  the  pope ! 

Ar Grty.  With  the  pope!  Wonderful!  Good 
now,  good  now!  how,  how? 

Hart.  We  are  to  yield  him  up  a  large  tract  of 
the  Terra  Incognita,  together  with  both  the 
Needles,  Scilly  Rocks,  and  the  Lizard-point,  on 
condition  that  the  pretender  has  the  government 
of  Laputa,  and  the  bishop  of  Greenland  succeeds 
to  St.  Peter's  chair  j  he  being,  you  know,  a  pre 
testant,  when  possessed  of  the  pontificals,  issues 
out  a  bull,  commanding  all  catholics  to  be  of  his 
religion ;  they,  deeming  the  pope  infallible,  fol- 
low his  directions,  and  then.  Sir  Gregory,  we  are 
all  of  one  mind. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  lack,  good  lack!  rare  news,  rare 
news,  rare  news!  ten  milhons  of  thanks,  Mr.  Har- 
top!  But  might  not  I  just  hint  this  to  Mr.  Soakum, 
our  vicar?  'twould  rejoice  his  heart. 

JJart.  O  fie,  by  no  means. 

Sir  Creg.  Only  a  line! — a  little  hint!--4o  now. 

Hart.  Well,  sir,  it  is  difficult  for  me  to  refuse 
you  any  thing. 

Sir  Greg.  Ten  thousand  thanks!  Now  the 
pope|  Wonderful!  I'll  minute  it  dowaj— — Jlwth 
the  Needles  ? 

Hart.  Ay,  both. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  111  minute  it  j the  Li- 
zard-point,— ^both  the  Needles, — Sdlly-rocks, 
—  bishop 
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»— bishop  of  Greenland, — St.  Peter's  Chair. 
——■Why  then,  when  this  is  finished,  we  may 
chance  to  attadE  th«  great  Turk,  and  have  holy 
wars  again,  Mr.  Hartop? 

Hart.  That's  part  of  the  scheme. 

Sir  Greg.  Ah !  good  now  I  you  see  I  have  a 
head !  politics  have  been  my  study  many  a  day. 
Ah,  if  I  had  been  in  London  to  improve  by  the 
news-pa^rs ! — ^They  tell  me  Doctor  Drybones  is 
to  succeed  to  the  bishopric  of  — —        rH^&ii/ien'] 

Hart.  No;  Doctor [tVhit/ier/} 

Sir  Greg.  Indeed !  I  was  told  by  my  landlord  at 

Ross,  that  it  was  between  him  and  the  dean  of  ^ 

IWAis/iers.'} 

Hart.  To  my  kno^edge 

Sir  Greg.  Nay,  you  know  best,  to  be  sure.     If 

it  should Hush!  here's  Mr.  Jenkins  and  son 

Tim.  Mum ! — Mr.  JenHns  does  not  know  an/ 
tlune  about  the  treaty  with  the  pope? 

Hart.  Not  a  word. 

Sir  Greg.  Mum! 


Enter  Timothy  lUti  Jbkkiks. 

Jenk.  Master  Timothy  is  almost  grown  out  of 
knowledge.  Sir  Gregory. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now.  Good  now!  ay,  ay,  IH 
weeds  grow  apace.  Son  Tim,  Mr.  Hartt^:  a  great 
man,  ctold !  Mr.  Hartop,  son  Tim. 

Hart.  Sir,  I  shall  be  always  glad  to  know  every 
branch  that  springs  from  so  raluable  a  trunk  as 
Sir  Gregory  Gazette. 

Sir  Greg.  May  be  so  I  "Wonderful  I  Ay,  ay! 

Hart, 
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Hart.  Sr,  I  am  glad  to  see  you  in  Hereford- 
Aire  :  have  you  been  long  from  Cornwall  ? 

Tim.  Ay,  sir ;  a  matter  of  four  weeks  or  a 
month,  more  or  less. 

Sir  Greg.  Well  said, Tim!  ay,  ay  ask  Tim  any 
questions,  he  can  answer  for  nimself.  Tim,  teU 
Mr.  Hartop  all  the  news  about  the  elections,  and 
the  tides,  the  tinners,  and  the  roads,  and  the  ml- 
chcrs:  1  want  a  few  words  with  my  master  Jenkins. 

Hart.  You  have  been  so  long  absent  from  your 
native  country  th^t  you  have  dmost  forgot  it, 

Tim.  Yes,  sure ;  I  ha'  been  at  uncle  Trcgegle'i 
a  matter  of  twelve  or  a  dozen  year,  more  or  less. 

Hart.  ITien  1  reckon  you  were  quite  impatient 
to  se'e  your  papa  and  mamma  ? 

Tim.  Ko  sure,  not  L  Father  sent  for  me  to  un- 
clej  sure  Mavagezy  is  a  choice  place!  and  I  could 
a'stayd  there  all  my  born  day,  smore  or  less. 

Hart.  Pray,  Sir,  Svbat  were  your  amusements. 

Tim.  Nan  f  what  do  you  say  ? 

Hart.  How  did  you  divert  yourself? 

Tim.  Oh,  we  ha'  pastimes  enow  there ;  we  ha- 
bull-baiting,  and  cock.fighting,  and  fishing,  and 
hunting,  and  hurling,  and  wrestling. 

Hart.  The  two  last  are  sports  for  which  that 
country  is  very  remarkable :  in  those,  I  presume, 
you  are  very  expert? 

Tm.  Nan? what? 

Hart.  I  say  you  are  a  good  wrestler  ? 

7im.  Oh  !  yes  sure,  I  can  wrestle  well  enow : 
but  we  dont  wrestle  after  ybur  fashion  ;  we  ha'no 
tiipping ;  fath  and  soul  ?  we  all  go  upon  dose  hugs 
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or  the  fixing  nure.    'WiUyoa  tiy  a  £iiU,  master  ?  I 
wan*!  hurt  you,  iathandsouL 

Hart.  We  had  as  ^ood  not  venture  though.  ■ 
But  have  you  left  in  Cornwall  nothing  uat  you 
regret  the  loss  of  more  than  hurling  and  wrest- 
ling? 

Tin.  Nan?  what? 
Hart.  No  lavourite  she  ? 
Tim.  Arra>  I  coupled  Favourite  and  Jowler  to* 
gedier,  and  sure  they  tu^d  it  all  the  way  up. 
Fart  with  Favourite !  no  I  thank  you  for  nothing : 
ron  must  know  I  nursed  Favourite  myself ;  imde's 
luntsman  was  going  to  mill-pond  to  drown  all 
Muse's  puppies ;  so  1  saved  she :  but,  iath.  111  tell 
TDU  a  comicil  story  ;  at  Lanston  they  both  broke 
looseandeatawhdeloin-a'-vealand  alegofbeef : 
Crist !  how  landlord  swear'd !  fath,  the  poor  fellow 
was  almost  mazed  j  it  made  me  die  wi'  laughing : 
but  how  came  you  to  know  about  our  Favourite? 
Hart.  A  drcumstance,  so  material  to  his  son, 
could  not  escape  theknowledge  of  Sir  Gregory  Ga- 
zette's friends.  But  here  you  mistook  me  a  littl^ 
*Squire  Hm ;  I  meant  whether  your  affections  were 
not  settledupon  somepretty  girlj  hasnot  some  Cor- 
nish lass  caught  your  heart  ? 

Tim.  Hush !  *god,  the  old  man  will  hear ;  jog  a 
tiny  bit  this  way ; — ^won't  a'  tell  £ither  ? 
Hart.  Upon  my  honour ! 
Tim.  "Why  then  I'll  tell  yon  the  whtde  story, 
more  or  less.    Do  you  know  Malty  Pengrouse  ? 
Hart.  I  am  not  so  happy. 
Tim.  She's  uncle's  mukmaid }  she's  as  handsome, 
lord !  her  face  all  red  and  white,  like  the  inside  of 
a  shoulder  of  mutton :  so  I  made  love  to  our  Bflally ; 

and 


:,.;,l,ZDdbyG00gle 


18  THE  KNtGHTI, 

and  just,  fath,  as  I  had  got  her  good  will  to  run  a- 
way  to  Exeter  and  be  married,  uncle  found  it  out 
and  sent  word  to  &ther,  and  father  sent  for  me 
home  J  but  I  don't  love  her  a  bit  the  worser  for 
that :  but,  'icod,  if  you  tell  father  he'll  knock  my 
br^s  out,  for  he  says  I'll  disparage  the  family,  and 
mother's  as  mad  as  a  March  hare  about  it ;  so  fci- 
ther  and  mother  ha'brought  me  to  be  married  to 
some  young  body  in  these  parts. 

Hart.  What,  is  my  lady  here  ? 

Tim.  No  surcj  Dame  Winifred,  as  father  calls 
her,  could  not  come  along. 

Jiart.  I  am  sorry  for  that ;  I  have  the  honour  to 
be  a  distant  relation  of  her  ladyship. 

Tim.  Like  enough,  fath !  she's  a-kin  to  half  the 
world,  I  think.  But  don't  you  say  a  word  to  father 
about  Mally  Pengrouse.    Hush ! 

Jenk.  Mr.  Hartop,  Sir  Gregory  will  be  amongst 
us  some  time ;  he  is  going  with  his  son  to  Sir  Penu- 
rious Trifle's  ;  there  is  a  kind  of  a  treaty  of  mar- 
riage on  foot  between  Miss  Sukey  Trifle  and  Mr. 
Timothy. 

Hart.  The  devil !  I  shall  be  glad  of  every  cir- 
cumstance that  can  make  me  -better  acquainted 
with  Sir  Gregory. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now !  may  be  so, 
may  be  so. 

Tim.  Father,  sure  the  gentleman  sajTi  as  how 
mother  and  he  are  a-kin. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful!  lack-a-day!   lack-a-dayl 

how,  how  ?    I  am  proud  to But  how,  Mr. 

Hartop,  how  ? 

Hart.  Why,  sir,  a  cousin-german  of  my  aunt's 
firsthusbaiidmter-marriedwitn  a  distant  relation  of 
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a  collateral  branch  by  the  mother's  side,  the  Ap- 
prices  of  Lantrindon ;  and  we  have  evcrsince  quar- 
tered in  an  escutchaon  of  pretence  the  three  goats 
tails  rampant,  divided  by  a  chevron,  field  argent, 
with  a  leek  pendant  in  the  dexter  point,  to  distin- 
guish the  second  house. 

Sir  G«^.  Wonderful!  wonderful!  nearly,  nearly, 
related!  good  now,  good  now!  if  DameWiniired 
were  here  she'd  make  them  all  out  with  a  wet  fin- 
ger ;  but  they  are  above  me.  Prithee,  Tim,  good 
now !  see  after  the  horses ;  — ^and,  d'ye  hear !  try  if 
you  can  get  any  news-papers. 

7/m.  Yes,  father.  —  But,  cousin  What^d'ye-call^ 
um,  not  a  word  about  Mally  Pengrouse ! 

Hart.  Mum ! 

[Eiil  Timot%. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  that  boy  will  make  some 
mistake  about  the  horses  now !  1*11  go  myself* 
Good  now,  no  farthercousin !  if  you  please,no  ce- 
remony! ^^  A  hundred  and  fifty  a  week !  the 
Fool!  ha,  ha,  ha !  wonderful !  an  odd  dog. 

[Ejrit  Sir  Gregory. 

Jenh.  So,  Jade,  here's  a  fresh  spoke  in  your 
wheeL 

Hart.  This  is  a  cursed  cross  incident ! 

Jenk.  Well,  but  something  must  be  done  to 
frustrate  the  scheme  of  your  new  cousin.  Can  you 
think  of  nothing  ? 

Hart.  I  have  been  hammering :  —  prayj  ^e  the 
two  knights  intimate  ?  are  they  well  acquainted 
with  each  other's  person  ? 

Jenk.  Faith,  I  can't  tell ;  but  we  may  soOA 
know. 

Hart, 
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Hart.  Could  you  recommend  me  a  good  sfuHted 
«rl,  who  has  humour  and  compliance  toj  follow  » 
few  directions,  and  understanduig  enough  to  baN 
ter  a  little  inclination  for  SOOcC  a  year  and  a 
fool? 

Jenk.  In  part  I  guess  your  design :  the  man's 
daughter  of  the  house  is  a  good  lively  lass,  has  a 
fortime  to  make,  and  no  reputationto  lose.  I'll  call 
her.- — Jenny !  —But  the  enemy  is  at  hand ;  —111 
withdraw  and  prei^re  Jenny.  When  the  wor- 
shipful family  are  retired  I'll  introduce  the 
wench. 

[Exit  Jeniint. 

Ejiter  Sir  Gregory  and  Timothy. 

Sir  Greg.  Pray  now,  cousin,  are  you  in  friend- 
ship with  Sir  Penurious  Trifle  f 

Hart.  I  have  the  honour,  nr,  of  that  genUeman's 
acquaintance. 

Sir  Greg.  May  be  so,  may  be  so !  but,  lack-a- 
day,  cousin,  is  he  such  a  miser  as  folks  say  ?  Good 
now,  they  tell  me  we  shall  hardly  have  necessaries 
for  ourselves  and  horses  at  Gripe-Hall :  but,  as  you 
are  a  relation,  you  should,  good  now,  know  the  af- 
fairs of  the  family.  Here  is  Sir  Penurious's  letter; 
here,  cousin. 

Hart.  "  Your  overture  I  receive  with  pleasure, 
and  should  be  glad  to  meet  you  in  Shropshire." — I 
fancy,  from  a  thorough  knowledge  of  Sir  Penu- 
rious's disposition,  and  by  what  I  can  collect 
from  the  contents  of  that  letter,  he  would  be  much 
bettsr 
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better  pleased  to  meet  you  here  than  at  his  own 
house. 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day !  may  be  so !  a  strange 
man !  wonderful !  But,  good  now,  cousin,  what 
must  we  do  ? 

HMi,  I  will  this  morning  pay  Sir  Penurious  a 
Tuit ;  and,  if  you  will  honour  me  with  your  com- 
mands, I'll — 

Sir  Greg.  Wondcrfiil !  to-day !  good  now,  that's 
hicky!  cousin,  you  are  very  kuid :  good  now !  I'U 
send  a  letter,  Tim,  by  cousin  Hartop. 

Hart.  A  letter  from  so  old  an  acquaintance,  and 
upon  so  happy  an  oaa«on,  will  secure  me  a  £i- 
Tourable  reception. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  lack,  good  lack!  an  old  ac- 
quMutance  indeed,  cousinHartop!  we  were  at  He- 

mordshire  'size  together diet's  see,  wonderful! 

how  long  ago  ?  'twas  while  I  was  courting  Dame 
Winny  i  the  year  before  I  marriedj  good  now,  how 
long?  let's  see,  — that  year  the  hackney-stable  was 
biult,  and  Peter  Ugly,  the  blind  pad,  fell  into  a 
sawj)it. 

Tim,  Mother  says,  father  and  she  was  married, 
the  Ist  of  April,  in  the  year  10 ;  and  I  knows  'tis 
there  about,  for  I  am  two-and-tfairty ;  and  brother 
Jeremy,  and  Roger,  and  Gregory,  and  sister  NeU 
ly,  were  born'd  before  L 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now!  how  time 
wears  away  !  wonderfol !  thirty-eight  years  ago, 
Tim  ;  I  could  not  have  thought  it.  But  come  m, 
let's  set  about  the  letter.  But  pray,  cousin,  what 
diversions,  good  now !  are  gomg  forward  in  Lon- 
don? 

Hart, 
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Hart.  Oh,  sir,  we  are  in  no  distress  for  amuse, 
ment ;  we  have  plays,  balls,  puppet-shows,  mas- 
querades, bull-b^tings,  boxings,  burlettas,  routs, 
drums,  and  a  thousand  others.  But  I  am  in  haste 
for  your  epistle,  Sir  Gregory. 

Sir  Greg.  Cousin  your  servant. 

{Exit  Sir  Greg,  and  Tim. 

Hart.  I  am  your  most  obedient. Thus  far 

our  scheme  succeeds ;  and,  if  Jenkins's  girl  can  as- 
sume the  aukward  pertness  of  the  daughter  with  as 
much  success  as  I  can  imitate  the  spirited  folly  of 
Sir  Penurious,  the  father,  I  don't  despair  of  a  nap> 
py  catastrophe. 

Enter  Jenny. 


Jenny.  Sir,  Mr.  Jenkins  - 


Hart,  Oh,  child,  your  instructions  shall  be  ad> 
ministered  within. 

Jenny.  Mr.  Jenkins  has  opened  your  design,  and 
1  am  ready  tnd  abe  to  execute  my  part. 

Hart.  M;.  di-ar,  I  have  not  the  least  doubt  of 
either  yo;.r  inciina.ion  or  abi:i  y.  —  But,  pox  take 
this  old  fe!  ow!  what  in  the  devil's  name  can  bring 
him  back  ?  —  Scour,  Jenny. 

Exit  Jatmf. 

Enter  Sir  Gregory. 
Sir  Greg.  Cousin,!  begpardon,but  I  have  a  fa. 
vour  to  beg ; — good  now,  could  not  you  make  in- 
terest at  some  coffee  house  in  London  to  buy,  for  a 
small 
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nnafl  matter,  the  old  boeks  of  news-papen,  and 
send  them  into  the  country  to  me  ?  They  would 
pass  iiway  the  time  rarely  in  a  r^ny  day ! 

Hart.  Sir,  I'll  send  you  a  cart-load. 

Sir  Greg,  Good  now,  good  now !  ten  thousand 
thanks !  you  are  a  cousin  mdced !  But  pray,  cousin, 
let  us,  gocd  now !  see  some  of  the  works  of  that 
same  Fool. 

Hart.  I'll  send  them  you  all  j  but  a 

Sir  Greg,  What  all?  laek-a-day,  that's  kind, 
cousin  ?  TheTerra  Incognita, — both  the  Needles, 
— a  great  deal  of  that ! — ^But  what  bishop  is  to  be 
pope? 

Hart.  Zounds,  sir,  I  am  in  haste  for  your  letter; 
when  I  return  ask  as  many  questions 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now !  that's  true ! — ■ 
rU  in,  and  about  it.  —  But,  cousin,  the  pope  is 
not  to  have  Gibraltar  ? 

Hart,  No,  no ;  damn  it,  no !  as  none  but  the 
Fool  could  say  it,  so  none  but  ideots  would  believe 
him !    Pray,  Sir  Gregory, . 

^(>  Greg.  Well,  well,  cousin !  Lack-a-day,  you 
are  so But,  pray  - 

Hart.  Damn  your  praying !  if  you  don't  finish 
your  letter  immediately  you  m4y  carry  it  your- 
self! 

Sir  Greg.  Well,  well,  cousin !  Lack-a-day,  you 
are  in  such  a  ■  '■■  -—  Good  now,  I  go,  I  go ! 

Hart.  But,  If  the  truth  should  be  discovered,  I 
thaU  be  inevitably  disappointed. 

Sir  Greg.  But,  cousin,  are  Scilly-rocks  -— •■ 

Hart.  I  wish  they  were  in  your  guts  with  all  my 
heart !  I  must  quit  the  field,  I  find. 

Sir  Greg, 
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Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  good  now,  good  nonr !  x 
pasuonate  man !  Lack-a^y !  I  am  ^ad  the  pope 
la  not  to  have  Gibraltar  thou^ ! 


Ekd  of  Act  L 
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ACT 


II. 


Sir  Gregory f  and  Timothy  reeding  a  News-faper  i» 
him. 

TTm. /Constantinople,  N.  S.     Nov.  15.    The 
V*'  Grand  Seignour—^— 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-^y !  good  now,  Tim,  the  po- 
litics, child;  and  readthe  stars,  and  the  dashes,  and 
die  blanks,  as  I  taught  you,  'Tina. 

Tim.  Yes,  father. We  can  assure  our  readers 

that  the  D"-    dash  is  to  go  to  F  blank ;  and  that 

a  certain  noble  L        is  to  resign  his  p e  iothe 

T" y,  in  order  to  maker — ^m  for  the  two  three- 
stars. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  good  now,  good  now ! 
great  news,  Hm !  ah,  I  knew  the  two  three-stars 
Would  come  in  play  one  time  or  other !  this  Lon- 
don Evening  knows  more  than  any  of  them. 
Well,  chUd,  well! 

Tim.  From  the  D.  J. 

Sir  Greg.  Ay,  that*8  the  Dublin  Journal.  Go  cm. 
Tun. 

Tim.  Last  Saturday  a  gang  of  highwaymen 
broke  into  an  empty  house  on  Ormond'Quay,  and 
stripped  it  of  all  the  furniture. 

Sir  Greg. 
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Sir  <?r^.  L?.ck-a-day!  wonderful!  to  what  a 
height  these  rogues  are  grown ! 

Tim.  The  way  to  Mr.  Keith's  chapel  is,  turn  of 
your— — 

Sir  Greg.  Pshaw !  skip  that,  Tim ;  I  know  that 
road  as  well  as  the  doctor !  *tis  in  every  time. 

Tim.  I.  Ward,  at  the  Cat  and  Gridiron,  Petti- 
coat-kne,  makes  tiibby^  over  for  people  inclined 
to  be  crooked ;  and,  if  he  was  to  have  the  universal 
world  for  making  a  pur  of  stays,  he  could  not 
put  better  stuff  in  them. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now !  whcre's  that,  11m  ? 

Tim.  At  the  Cat  and  Gridiron,  father. 

Sir  Greg.  I'll  minute  that :  all  my  lady  lord's 
children,  godd  now  1  are  inclined  to  be  crooked. 


Enter  a  Waiter. 

Wait.  Sir,  Mr.  Jenkins  begs  to  speak  with  yoil. 
Sir  Greg.  Good  now !  desire  him  to  walk  in. 

{Exit  Waiter. 


Enter  Jenkins. 

Jenk.  I  thought  it  might  not  be  improper  to  pre- 
pare you  for  a  visit  from  Sir  Penurious  Trifle  :  I 
saw  him  and  his  daughter  alight  at  the  apotheca- 
ry's above. 

Sir  Greg.  What,  they  are  come?  Wonderful! 
Very  kind,  very  kind,  very  kind,  indeed !  Mr. — 
Come,  'iim,  settle  my  cravat ;  good  now !  let's  be 
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a,  little  decent : — ^remember  your  best  bow  to  your 
mistress,  Tim. 

Tim,  Yes,  £ither :  but  must  not  I  kiss  Miss 
6uck? 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day !  ay,  ay !  pray,  is  couan 
Hartop  come  along  ? 

Jenk.  I  have  not  seen  him :  —  but  I  fancy  I  had 
better  introduce  my  neighbours. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  ncwl  would  you  be  so  kind ! 
[Exit  Jcnkiru.']  Stand  behind  me,  Tim!  Pull 
down  your  ruffles,  child ! 

Tim.  But,  father,  won't  Miss  Suck  think  me 
bold  if  I  kiss  her  chaps  the  first  lime  ? 

SirGreg.  Lack-a-day!  no,  Tim,  no!  faint  heart 
never  won  fair  lady  !  ha !  Tim,  had  you  but.  seen 
me  attack  Dame  Winny ! — ^but  times  ar'n't  as  they 
were ;  good  now !  we  were  another  kind  of  folks 
in  those  days ;  stout  hearty  smacks  that  would 
have  made  your  mouth  water  again,  and  the  mark 
stood  upon  the  pouting  lip  like  the  print  upon  a 
pound  of  butter :  but  the  master-misses  of  the  pre- 
sent age  go,  lack-a-day !  as  gingerly  about  it,  as  if 
they  were  afraid  to  fill  their  mouths  with  the 
paint  upon  their  mistress's  cheeks.  Ah,  the  days  I 
have  seen ! 

Tim.  Nay,  father,  I  warrant,  if  that's  all,  I  kis$ 
her  hearty  enow,  fath  and  soul ! 

Sir  Greg.  Hush !  Tun,  hush!  stand  behind  me, 
child. 


Enter 
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Enter  Hartop  as  Sir  Penurwus  Triflgy  and  Jenny  as 
Miss  Suka/t  and  Jenkins. 

&r  Greg.  Sir  Penurious,  I  un  oveijoyed  I  — 
Good  now! 

Hfirt.  ^  Gregory,  I  kiss  your  hand !  My 
daughter  Suck. 

Sir  Greg,  Wonderful  |  t/Bas,  I  am  proud  to— ^ 
Son  Tim,  Sir  Penurious ;  best  boW}  child  I  ■■.  ■ 
Miss  Suck     ■'  ■■■ 

Tim.  An't  that  right,  fcither  ?  [Kisses  her  ] 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now !  I  am  glad  to 
see  you  look  so  well !  you  keep  your  own,  & 
Penurious. 

Hart.  Ay,  ay !  stout  enough.  Sir  Gregory,  stout 
enough,  brother  knight !  hearty  as  an  oak !  hey, 
IHck  r  Gad,  now  I  talk  of  an  oak,  I'll  tell  you  a 
Story  of  an  oak ;  it  will  make  you  die  with  laugh- 
ing J  hey,  you  Dick,  you  have  heard  it  j  shaU  I 
tefl  it  Sir  Gregory  ? 

Jenk.  Though  1  have  heard  it  so  often,  yet  there 
is  something  so  engaging  in  your  manner  of  telling 
a  story  that  it  always  ap(>ears  new. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful!  good  now, good  now !  I 
love  a  comical  story.  Pray,  Sir  Penurious,  let's 
have  it :  mbd,  11m,  mind,  child. 

Tim.  Yes,  father  ;  fath  and  soul,  I  love  a  choice- 
story  to  my  heart's  blood ! 

Hart.  You  knight,  I  wasat  Bath  last  summer  ;— 
a  water  that  people  drink  when  they  are  ill :  you 
have  heard  of  the  Bath.  Dick  i  Hey,  you  ? 

Tim 
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71m.  Yei,  hih,  Iknow  Bath;  Ivas  there  in 
way  up. 

Sir  Greg.  Hush,  Tim !  good  now,  hush ! 

Hart.  There's  a  coffee-house,  you ;  —  a  place 
where  people  drink  coffee  and  tea,  and  read  tho 
news. 

Sir  Greg.  Pray,  Sir  Penurious,  how  many  p^rs 
maythey  talcein? 

Hart.  Fshaw !  damn  the  news !  mind  the  story. 

Sir  Greg,  Good  now,  good  now !  a  hasty  man, 
Tim! 

Hart.  Pox  take  you  both !  I  have  lost  the  story, 
—where  did  1  leave  off,  hey,  you  Dick  ? 

Tim.  About  c(^ee  and  tea. 

Hart.  Right,  you,  right !  true,  true ! — so,  God, 
you  knight,  I  used  to  break£tst  at  this  coffee-house 
every  morning;  it  costmeeight-pence  though, and 
I  had  always  a  breakfast  at  home— —no  matter  for 
that,  though  there  I  breakfasted,  you  Dick,  God, 
at  the  same  table  with  Lord  Tom  Truewit :— — 
you  have  heard  of  Truewit,  you  knight  ;  a  droU 
dog !  you  Dick,  he  told  us  the  story  and  made  us 
die  with  laughing :  — you  have  heard  of  Charles  the 
Second,  you  knight ;  he  was  son  of  Charles  the 
first,  king  here  m  England,  that  was  beheaded  by 
Oliver  Cromwell  ;so  what  docs  Charlesthe  Second, 
you  knight,  do ;  but  he  fights  NoU  at  Worcester ;  a 
town  you  have  heard  of,  not  far  off;  but  all  would 
not  do,  you ;  God,  Noll  made  him  scamper,  made 
him  run,  take  to  his  heels,  you  knight ; — Truewit 
told  us  the  story,  made  us  die  with  laughing;  I  al< 
ways  breakfasted  at  the  coffee  house ;  it  cost  me 
eight-pence,  though  I  had  a  breakfast  at  home 

10  what  does  Charles  do,  hut  hid  himself  la  an  oak. 
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an  oak-tree,  you,  in  a  wood  called  Boscobel,  from 
two  Italian  words,  bosco  bello,  a  fine  wood,  you, 
and  off  he  marches;  but  old  Noll  would  not  let  him 
come  home  ;  no,  says  he,  you  don't  come  here! — ■ 
Lord  Tom  told  us  the  story  ;  made  us  die  with 
laughing ;  it  cost  me  eight-pence,  though  I  had  a 

breakfast  at  home so,  you  knight,  when  Noll 

diejl,  Monk  there,  you,  afterwards  Albermarle,  in 
the  North,  brought  him  back  j  so,  you,  the  cava- 
liers; you  have  heard  of  them?  they  were  friends 
to  the  Stuarts  ;  what  did  they  da,  God,  you  Dick, 
but  they  put  up  Charles  in  a  sign,  the  royal  oak  ; 
you  have  seen  such  signs  at  country  alehouses  ;  so, 
God,  you,  what  does  a  puritan  do —  the  Puritans 
■vere  friends  to  Noll — ^but  he  puts  up  the  sign  of  an 
owl  in  an  ivy-bush,  and  underneath  he  writcs"This 
is  not  the  royal  oak!"  you  have  seen  writings  un- 
der signs,  you  knight ;  upon  this,  say  the  royalists, 
God,  this  must  not  be  ;  so,  you,  what  do  they  do, 
bot,  God,  they  prosecuted  the  poor  Puritan ;  but 
they  made  him  change  his  sign  though  ;  and,  you 
Didc,  how  d'ye  think  they  changed  ?  God,  he  puts 
up  the  royal  oak,  and  underneath  he  writes  "  This 
is  not  the  owl  in  the  ivy-bush!" — It  made  us  all  die 
with  laughing!  Lord  Tom  told  the  story;  I  always 
breakfasted  at  the  coffee-house,  though  it  cost  me 

eight-pence,   and  I  had  a  breakfast  at  home 

hey,  you  knight !  what,  Dick,  hey ! 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now  !  wonderful ! 

Tim.  A  choice  tale,  fath  ! 

Jenk.  Oh,  Sir  Penurious  is  a  most  entertaining 
companion,  that  must  be  allowed. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now \  ay,  ay,  a  merry  man! 
but,  lack-a-day,  would  not  the  young  lady  choose 
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a  little  refreshment  after  her  ride  ?  some  tea,  or 
some • 

Hart.  Hey,  you  knight  \  no,  no !  we  intend  to 
dine  with  thee,  man.  Well,  you  Tim,  what  dost 
think  of  thy  &ther-in-law  that  is  to  be,  hey  P  a  jolly 
cock,  you  Tim ;  hey,  Dick  !  But  prithee,  boy, 
what  dost  do  with  all  this  tawdry  tinsel  on  ?  that 
hat  and  w^tcoat  ?  trash,  knight,  trash !  more  in 
thy  pocket  and  less  in  thy  clothes ;  hey,  you  Dick ! 
Goc^  you  knight.  III  make  you  laugh :  I  went  to 
London,  you  Didc,  last  year  to  call  in  a  mortgage ; 
and  what  does  me  I,  Dick,  but  take  a  trip  to  a 
coffee-house  in  St.  Martin's  Lane;  in  comes  a  French 
fellow  forty  times  as  fine  as  Tim,  with  his  muff  and 
parlevous,  and  his  Frances,  and  his  bead,  you 
knight,  as  white  with  powder,  God,  you,  as  a 
tweuth-cake :  and  who  the  devil  d'ye  think,  Dick, 
this  might  be  ?  hey,  you  knight  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now !  an  ambassador  to  be  sure ! 

Hart.  God,  you  knight,  nor  better  nor  worser 
than  Mynheer  Vancaper,  a  Dutch  figure-dancer 
at  the  opera-house  in  the  Haymarket 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderfijl !  good  now,  good  now ! 

Hart.  Pshaw !  pox !  prithee,  Tim,  nobody 
dresses  now ;  all  plain ;  look  at  me,  knight,  I  am 
in  the  Up  of  the  mode ;  now  am  I  in  ruU  dress ; 
hey,  Dick ! 

Jenk.  Ton,  dr,  don't  want  the  ^ds  of  dress ; 
but,  in  Mr.  Gazette,  a  little  regard  to  that  parti- 
cular is  but  a  necessary  compliment  to  his  mistress. 

Hart.  Stuff,  Dick,  stuff!  my  daughter,  knight, 
has  had  other  guue  breeding ;  hey,  you !  Suck, 
come  forward.  Hiun  as  a  pike-staff,  knight ;  all  as 
nature  made  her }  hey,  Tim,  no  flams !  prithee, 

Tim 
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Hm,  off  with  thy  lace  and  btim  it }  'tmll  help  td 
buy  the  licence ;  shell  not  like  thee  a  bit  the  better 
lor  that;  hey,  Sudc!  But)  you  knight,  God, 
IMck,  a  toast  and  tankard  would  not  be  amiss  af* 
ter  our  walk  ;  hey,  you  ? 

Sir  Gref.  Good  now,  good  now !  what  you  will. 
Sir  Penurious. 

Hart.  God,  that's  hearty,  you !  but  we  won't 
part  the  young  couple,  hey !  I'll  send  Suck  sdme 
bread  and  cheese  in ;  hey,  kn^ht !  At  het.  Tun ! 
Come,  Dick  j  come,  you  knight.    Did  I  ever  tell 

20U  my  courtship;  hey,  Dic^?  'twill  make  you 
ugh. 

Jenk.  Not  as  I  remember. 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day !  let's  have  it. 

Hart.  Tou  know  my  wife  was  blind,you  kmght  i 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now !  wonderful !  not  I. 

Hart.  Blind  as  a  beetle  when  I  married  her, 
Enight ;  hey,  Dick !  she  was  drowned  in  our  or- 
chard :  maid  Bess,  knight,  went  to  market,  yoa 
Dick ;  and  wife  rambled  into  the  orchard,  and, 
souse,  dropped  into  the  fish>pond :  we  found  her 
out  next  day,  but  she  was  as  dead  as  a  herring :  no 
help  for  tIiat,Dtck;  buried  her  though;  hey,  you ! 
she  was  only  daughter  to  SirTristram  Muckworm, 
you ;  rich  enough,  you,  hey !  God,  you,  what 
does  she  do,  you,  but  she  falls  in  love  with  young 
Sleek,  her  father's  chaj^ain ;  hey,  you !  upon  that 
what  does  me  I,  but  sups  on  domine's  robes,  you ; 
passed  myself  upon  her  for  him,  and  we  were  tack- 
ed together,  you  knight,  hey  !  God,  though  1  be- 
£eve  she  never  liked  me  ;  but  what  dgnifies  that  i 
hey,  Dick !  she  was  rich,  you !  But,  come,  let's 
leave  the  children  together. 

Sir  Greg- 
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Sir  Greg.  Sir,  I  wut  on  you. 

Hart.  Nay,  pray 

Sir  Greg,  Good  now,  good  now!  'tis  imposd* 
ble!  — 

Hart.  Pox  of  ceremony,  you  I^ck!  hey!  God, 
knh^ht.  111  tell  you  a  story:  one  of  our  ambassadors 
in  F^ce,  you,  a  devilish  polite  fellow  reckoned, 
Dick ;  Grod,  you,  what  does  the  king  of  France  do, 
but,  says  he.  111  try  the  manners  of  this  fine  gentle- 
man: so,knight,  going  into  a  coach  together,  the 
king  would  luve  my  lord  go  first :  oh!  an't  please 
your  majesty,  I  can't  indeed;  you,  hay,  IHck! 
upon  wmch,  what  does  me  the  king,  but  he  takes 
his  ann  thus,  you,  Dick:  am  I  the  king  of  France 
or  you?  is  it  my  coach  or  yours?  and  so  pushe* 
him  in  thus.    Hey,  Dick ! 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now!  he,  he,  he! 

Hart.  Ood,  Dick,  I  beueve  Thave  made  a  mis- 
take here;  I  ^ould  have  gone  in  first;  hey,Dicki 
knight,  God,  you,  b^  pardon.  Yes,  your  coach, 
not  mine;  your  house,  not  mine;  hey,  knight! 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful!  a  merry  man,  Mr.  Jen- 
kins. 

[Exeunt  the  two  Knights  and  Jenk."^ 

37fli.  Father  and  couun  are  gone,  fiith  and  soul! 

Jenny,  I  fancy  my  lover  is  a  little  puzzled  how 
tobe^.  \Aude.'} 

Tim.  How ^Fath  and  soul  I  don't  know  what 

to  say!  {Aside.'}    How  d'ye  do.  Miss  Suck? 

Jenm/.  Pretty  well,  thank  you. 

Tim.  You  have  had  a  choice  walk. — ^Tis  a  rare 
day,  fath  and  soul! 

Jensof.    Tes,  the  day's  well  enough. 

Tim,  b  your  house  a  g  od  way  offhere? 

Jenny. 
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Jenny.  Dree  or  four  mile. 

Tim.  That's  a  long  walk,  fath! 

Jenny.  I  make  nothing  of  it,  and  "back  again. 

Tim.  Like  enovr.  {Vl'histles] 

Jenny.  C^"'^-'3 

Tim.  You  have  a  rare  pipe  of  your  own,  jniss. 

Jenny.  lean  sing  loud  enough  if  I  have  a  mind: 
but  fether  don't  love  singing. 

Tim.  Like  enow.  \Whistlei\ 

Jenm),  And  I  an't  over  fond  of  whistluig. 

Tim.  Hey!  ay,  like  enow:  and  I  am  a  bitter  bad 
anger. 

Jenny.  Hey!  ay,  like  enough. 

Tim.  Pray,  Miss  Suck,  did  ever  any  body  make 
love  to  you  before? 

Jenny.  Before  when? 

Tim.  Bef-we  now. 

Jenny.  What  if  I  won't  tell  you? 

Tim.  Why  then  you  must  let  it  alone,  fath  and 
soul! 

JeTtny.   like  enough! 

Tim.  Pray,  Miss  Suck,  did  your  father  tell  you 
any  thing? 

Jenny,  About  what? 

Tim.  About  I. 

Jenny.  What  should 'a  tell? 

Tim.  Tell!  why,  as  how  I  and  father  was  come 
a  wooing. 

Jenny.  Who? 

Tim.  Whyycu!  Could  you  like  rne  for  a  sweet- 
heart. Miss  8uck? 

Jenny,  I  don't  know. 

Tim.  Mayhap  somebody  may  ha'  got  your 
good  will  akeady? 

Jenny. 
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Jenny.  And  what  then  ? 

Tim,  Then?  hey!  I  don't  know:  but,  if  you 
could  fancy  me— — — 

Jenny.  For  what  ? 

Tim.  For- your  true  lover. 

Jejuiy,  Well,  what  then  ? 

Tim.  Then!  hey!  why,  feth,  we  may  chance 
to  be  married  if  the  old  folks  agree  together. 

Jenny.  And'  suppose  I  won't  be  married  to  you? 

Tim-  Nay,  Miss  Suck,  I  can't  help  it  fath  and 
soul!  But  father  and  mother  bid  me  come  a  court- 
ing; and,  if  you  won't  ha'  me,  I'll  tell  father  so. 

Jenny.  You  are  in  a  woundy  hurry,  methinks. 

Tik.  Not  I,  feth!  you  may  stay  as  long  as-  — 

Enter  a  Waiter. 

Wait.  There  is  a  woman  without  wants  to  speak 
with  Mr.  Timothy  Gazette. 

lExit.-] 

Tim.  That's!.— I  am  glad  on't!  \^Aside.'\  WeU, 
Miss  Suck,  your  servant.  You'll  think  about  it, 
and  let's  know  your  mind  when  I  come  back!  — 
God  I  don't  care  whether  she  likes  me  or  no;  I 
don't  like  her  half  so  well  as  Mally  Pengrouse !  — ' 
l^Aside.l     Nell,  your  servant,  Miss  Suck ! 

Jenny. ^Vzs  there  ever  such  an  unlicked  cub; — ' 
I  don't  think  his  fortune  a  sufficient  reward  for  sa- 
criGcing  my  person  to  such  a  booby :  but,  as  he 
has  money  enough,  it  shall  go  hard  but  I  please 
myself!  I  tear  1  was  alittle  too  baclcward  with  my 
gentleman:  but,  however  a  favourable  answer  to 
his  last  question  will  soon  settle  matters. 

Enter 
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Enter  Jenkins. 


Jenh.  Now,  Jenny!  what  news  child?  are  things 
fixed?  are  you  ready  for  the  nuptial  knot? 

Jenny.  We  are  in  a  fiurway:  I  thought  to  have 
quickened  my  swain's  advances  by  a  little  affected 
coyness;  but  the  trapwould  not  take:  lexpecthim 
back  in  a  minute,  and  then  leave  it  to  my  manage* 
ment. 

Jenk,  Where  b  he  gone? 

Jenny.  The  waiter  (^ed  him  to  some  woman. 

/en)t.  Woman!  he  neither  knows  or  isknown  by 
any  body  here.  What  can  this  mean?  no  counter- 
plot! but,  pox,  that^s  impossible!  you  have  not 
blabbed,  Jenny  ? 

Jenny.  My  interest  would  prevent  me, 

Jenk,  Upon  that  security  any  woman  may,  I 
think,  be  trusted.    I  must  after  him  though. 

Jenny.  I  knew  the  time  when  Mr.  Jenkins  would 
not  have  left  me  so  hastily:  'tis  odd,  that  the  same 
cause  that  increases  the  passion  in  one  sex  should 
destroy  it  in  die  other;  the  reason  is  above  my 
reach,  but  thefcict  I  am  a  severe  witness  of :  heigh- 
ho! 

Enter  Hartofi   ( still  at  Sir  Penurioiu  Trifle,)  and 
Sir  Gregory  Gazette. 

Hart.  And  so,  you  knight,  says  he ;  you  know, 
knight, whatlowdogstheministerswere then;  how 
does  your  pot ;  a  pot,  you,  that  they  put  ov«r  the 

fire 
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£re  to  boil  broth  and  meat  in :  you  have  seen  a  pot, 
you  knightf  how  does  your  pot  boil  these  trouble- 
some times  ?  hey,  you !  God,  my  lord,  says  he,  I 
don't  know,  I  seldom  go  into  my  kitchen ;  a  kltdi- 
en,  you  knight,  is  a  ^ace  wherethey  dress  victu- 
als! roast  and  boil,  and  so  forth;  God,  says  he,  I 
seldom  go  into  the  kitchen;  but,  I  suppose,  the 
scum  is  uppermost  still;  hey, you  knight! —  hat, 
God,  hey!  but  where 's  your  son,  Sir  Gregory? 

iStrCrff.  Good,  now,  good  now!  where'sTjm, 
Miss  Sukey?  lack-a  day!  what's  become  of  Tim! 

Jenny.  Gone  out  a  tmy  bit;  he'll  be  here  pre- 
sently. 

Sir  Greg.  "Wonderful!  good  now,  good  now! 

^reU,  and  how.  Miss  Sukey,  has  Tim Has 

ho  "Well,  and  what,  you  have^—— Won- 
derful! 


Ettier  a  Servant  with  a  Letter. 

Serv.  Sir,  I  was  commanded  to  deliver  this  into 
your  own  hands  by  Mr.  Jenkins. 

Hart.  Hey,  you!  what,  a  letter?  God  so!  any 
answer,  you  ?  ney! 

Serv.  None,  ar.  C-^*"] 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day,  Sir  Penurious  is  busyt 
■Well,  Miss,  and  did  Tim  do  the  thing? — did  he 
jdease  you? — come  now,  tell  us  the  whole  story! 
wonderful! — rare  news  for  Dame  Winny! — ay! 
Tim's  father's  own  son!  but  come,  whisper! — ha! 

Hart.  IReadt.']  "  I  have  only  time  to  tell  you 
that  your  schemeis  blasted:  this  instant  lencoimter- 

ed 
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ed  Mrs.  Penelope  Trifle  with  lier  niece;  they  will 

soon  be  with  you." So  then  all's  over!    but 

let's  see  what  expedition  will  do! Well.you 

knight,  hey!  what,  have  they  settled?  Is  the  girl 
willing? 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now!  riglit  as  my 

leg!  ah!  Tim,  Uttle  did  I  tliink But,  lack-a- 

day!  I  wonder  where  the  boy  is!  let's  seek  him. 

Hart.  Agreed,  you  knight!  hey!  come. 


Enter  Jenkins. 


5/'r(7re^.  Lack-a-day!  here's  Mr.  Jenkins.  Good 
now!  have  you  seen  Tim? 

Jtn!>\  Yo'jr  curiosity  sli-.:U  be  immediately  satis- 
fied; but  I  must  first  have  awordwith  Sir  Penu- 
rious. 

Hart.  Well,  you!  what  hey!  any  news,  Dick? 

Jenk.  Better  than  you  could  hope!  your  rival  is 
disposed  of! 

Hart.  Disposed  of!  how? 

Jenk.  Manied  by  thistime,  you  rogue  I  the  wo- 
man that  wanted  him  was  no  other  than  Mally 
Pengrouse,  she  trudged,  it  up  all  the  way  after 
him,  as  Tim,  says:  I  have  recommended  them  to 
my  chaplain,  and  before  this  the  business  is  done. 

Hart.  Bravissimo!  you  rogue!  but  how  shall  I 
get  off  with  the  knight? 

Jenk  Nay,  that  must  be  your  contrivance. 

Hart.i  have  it!  Suppose  1  was  to  own  the  \vhole 

Resign  toSir  Gregoryas  our  plan  has  not  succeeded 

with  his  son,  and,  as  he  seems  to  have  a  tolerable 

regard 
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regard  (or  me,it  is  possiblehemay  assist  myscheme 
on  Sir  Penurious. 

Jenk.'Tis  worth  trying,  however: but  he 

comes. 

Sh-  Greg.  Well,  good  now!  Mr.  Jenkins,  have 
you  seen  'I'im?  I  can't  think  where  the  boy — ; — 

Hart.  'Tis  now  time.  Sir  Gregory,  to  set  you 
clear  with  respect  to  some  particulars;  I  am  now 
no  longer  Sir  Penurious  Trifle,  but  your  friend 
and  relation,  Jack  Hartop. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful!  good  now,  good   now! 

cousin  Hartop  asl  am  a  living  man! ^Hey!— 

well  but,  good  now!  how,  Mr  Jenkins,  hey? 

Jenk.  The  story,  Sir  Gregory,  is  rather  too  long 
to  tell  you  nowj  but  intwowords,  my  friend  Har- 
top has  very  long  had  a  passion  for  Miss  TriHe,  and 
was  apprehensive  your  son's  application  would  de- 
stroy his  views,  which,  in  order  to  defeat,  he  assu- 
med the  characterof  Sir  Penurious;  but  he  is  so 
captivated  with  your  integrity  and  friendshipjthat 
he  rather  chooses  to  forego  lus  own  interest  than 
interrupt  the  happiness  of  your  son. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful!  good  now,  good  now! 
that's  kind!  who  could  have  thought  it,  cousin 
Hartop?  lack-a-day!  well,  but  where's  Tim?  heyl 
good  now!  and  who  are  you? 

Jenk.  This,  sir,  is  Jenny,  the  handm^d  of  the 
house. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful!  a  pestilent  hussey!  Ah, 
Hartop,  you  are  a  wag!  a  pize  of  your  pots  and 
your  royal  oaks!   lack-a-day!   who  could  have 

thought ah!   Jenny,  you're  a — [Exit  Jenny.] 

But  where's  Tub? 

Enttr 
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Enfer  Robin. 


Robin,  Wounds,master !  Bcreratir  alive  ifinastev 
Tun  has  na  gone  and  ffiarried  Mally  Pengrouse? 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  how,  arrah,  how  I  goo4 
now,  good  DOW !  cousin  Hartop.—^Mally  Pen- 
grouse!  who  the  dickens  is  she  ? 

Jiebin.  Master  Timothy's  sweetheart  in  Com- 
waU. 

Sir  Greg.  And  how  came  shehere?  Ltck-a-day» 
cousin! 

Robin.  She  tramped  it  up  after  master:  master 
Timothy  is  without,  and  says  as  how  they  be  mar- 
ried :  I  wanted  him  to  come  in,  but  he's  afraid 
you'll  knock'n  down. 

Sir  Greg.  Knock  "n  down!  Good  now!  let  me 

come  at  him!   I'U Ah,  rogue!    lack-a-day! 

cousin,  shew  me  where  he  is!  I^ 

Hart.  Moderate  your  fury,  good  Sir  Gregory  j 
consider*  it  is  an  evil,  without  a  remedy. 

Sir  Greg.But  what  willDameWinny say?  Good 
now!  such  a  disparagement  to—^-and  then  what 
will  Sir  Penurious  say? — lack-nlay!  I  am  almost 
distracted! — andyou,you  lubberly  dog!  why  did 

not  you [Exit    Robin.]    I'll ah  cou- 

nn  Hartop,   cousin   Hartop!    good  noW)  good 
now! 

Hart.  Dear  sir,  be  calm ;  this  is  no  such  surpri- 
ang  matter;  we  have  such  instances  in  the  news- 
papers every  day. 

Sir  Greg,  Good  now!  no,  cousin,  no. 

Hart. 
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Hart.  Indeed,  Sir  Gregory,  it  was  but  last  week 
that  Lord  Lofty's  son  married  his  mother's  mud, 
and  Lady  Betty  f'orward  run  away  not  a  month 
ago  her  with  uncle's  butler. 

&rG«j.  Wonderful!  what  in  the  news?  Good 
now!  that's  some  comfort  however;  but  what 
vnih  Sir  Penurious 

Ibrt.  As  to  that,  leave  him  to  me,  I  have  a  pro* 
ject  to  prevent  his  laughing  at  you  I'll  warrant. 

Sir  Greg.  But  how,  now,  cousin  Hartop,  how? 

^jr/.SirGregory,do  you  think  me  your  friend? 

SirGreg.  Lack-a^y!  ay,  cousin,  ay! 

Hart.  And  would  you  in  return  serve  me  in  a 
drcumstance,  that  can't  injure  yourseli^ 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now!  to  be  sure,  cousin. 

Hart.  Will  you  then  permit  me  to  assume  the  fi- 
gure of  your  son,  and  so  pay  my  addresses  to  Miss 
Trifle?  I  was  pretty  happy  m  the  imitation  of  her 
Either,  and,  if  I  could  impose  upon  your  sagacity, 
I  shall  findless  difficulty  with  your  brother  knight. 

SirGreg.  Good  now?  Tim!  ah,  you  could  not 
touch  Tim! 

Hart.  I  warrant  you!  But  see,  the  young  gen- 
tleman. 

Enter  Timothy. 

Sir  Greg.  Ah,    Tmi,  Tmi!   little  did  I 

Good  now,  good  now  I 

Tim.  I  coiudnot  help  it  now,  fath  and  soul!  but, 
if  youll  forgive  me  thb  time,  I'll  never  do  so  no 
more. 

Sir  Greg.  Well,well,  if  thee  canst  foi^ve  thyself, 

I  can  foigive  thee;  but  thankthy  cousin  Hartop. 

Hart. 
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Hart.  Oh!  sir.ifyou  are  satisfied,  I  am  reward- 
ed   Iwish  you  joy!  joy  to  you,  child! 
Sir  Greg.  I'hanks,  cousin  Hartop. 


Enter  a  Waiter, 

Wait.  Sir,  Mrs.  Penelope  Trifle,  vnih  her  niece, 
being  come  to  town,  and  hearing  your  worship 
was  in  the  house,  would  be  glad  to  pay  you  their 
compliments. 

Sir  Gre^.  Lack-a-day!  woi;derfiil!  here  we  are 
all  topsy-turvey  again!  v.L^t  can  be  done  now, 
cousin  Hartop? 

Hart.  Dick,  shew  the  ladies  in  here,  but  delay 
them  a  little.  [^.kV  V/aiter.'}  The  luckiest  inci- 
dent in  tl'.s  world,  Sir  Gregorj-!  If  you  will  be 
kind  enough  to  lend  Jenkins  your  dress,  and  mas- 
ter Timothy  will  favour  me  with  his,  I'll  make  up 
matters  in  a  moment. 

Sir  Greg.  Ay,  ay,  cousin! 

Tim.  Fath  and  soul !  you  shall  have  mine  dircc — 

Hart.  No,  no!  Step  into  the  next  room  a  mi- 
nute. Sir  Gregory. 

Sir  Greg.  Ay,ayj  where  you  will, 

37w.  Fath,  here  will  be  choice  sport! 

\_Exeunt.'] 


Enter  Miss  Penelope  Trijie,  Miss  Sukey  Trifle, 
and  a  Waiter. 

Wait.Thc  gentlemen  will  wait  on  you  presently. 
Would  you  choose  any  refreshment? 

Miis  Suk, 
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Miss  Silk.  A  draught  of  ale,  friend,  for  I'm 
main  dry.  ^Exit  IVaiier] 

Miss  Pen,  Fie,  Se!  niece!  Is  that  liquor  for  a 
young  lady?  Don't  disparage  your  fanyly  and 
breeding!  The  person  is  to  be  born  that  ever  saw 
me  touch  any  thing  stronger  than  water  till  I  was 
three-and-twenty ! 

Miss  Suk.  Troth!  aunt,  that's  so  long  ago  that 
1  think  there's  few  people  alive  who  can  remem- 
ber what  you  did  then ! 

Miss.  Pen.  How  gillfiirt  I  none  of  your  fleers! 
I  am  glad  here's  a  husband  coming  that  \vill  take 
you  down  in  your  tantrums!  you  are  grown  too 
head-strong  and  robust  for  me. 

Miss  Suk.  Gad,  1  believe  you  would  like  to  be 
taken  down  the  same  way! 

Miss  Pen.  Oh  you  are  pert ! But,  sec,  your 

lover  approaches.  Now,  Sukey,  be  careful,  child: 
none  of  your 

Enler  Jenkins  as  Sir  Gregorii  Gazelle,  and  Harlofi 
as  Timoirty. 

Jenk.  Lack-a-day!  lady,  I  rejoice  to  see  you! 
wonderful!  and  your  niece. — Tim,  the  ladies. 

Harl.  Your  servant,  mistress;  I  am  glad  to  see 
you.  Miss  Suck.  [Salutes  lier.'\  Fath  a:id  soul. 
Mistress  Suck's  a  fine  young  woman,  more  or  less! 

Miss  Suk.  Yes,  I  am  well  enough,  I  believe. 

Jenk.  But,  lady,  where's  my  brother  Trifle? 
where  is  Sir  Penurious? 

Miss  Suk.  Father's  at  home  in  expectation  of 
you,  and  aunt  and  1  be  come  to  town  to  make  pre- 
parations. 

Jenk. 
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Jenk.  Ay ^  wonderful!  pray, lady,  diall  I,  good 
now !  crave  a  word  in  private?  Tim,  will  you  and 
your  sweetheart  draw  back  a  little? 
_  Hart.  Yes,  father:  come,  miss,  will  you  jog  a 
tiny  bit  this  way! 

Miss  Suk.  With  all  my  heart ! 

Jenk.  There  is,  lady  a  wonderful  afiair  has  ha&» 
pcned;  good  now !  son  Tim  hasfallen  in  love  wiui 
a  young  woman  at  bis  uncle's,  and  tis  'partly  to  pre- 
vent bad  consequences  that  I  am,  lack-a-day!  so 
hasty  to  match  him;  and  one  of  my  men,  good 
now !  tells  me  that  hehas  seen  the  wench  since  we 
have  been  in  town ;  she  has  followed  us  here,  sure 
as  a  gun,  lady !  If  Tim  sees  the  girl  he  '11  never  mar- 
ry your  niece. 

Miss  Pen.  It  is  indeed.  Sir  Gregory  Gazette,  a 
most  critical  conjuncture,  and  requires  the  most 
mature  deliberation. 

Jenk.  Deliberation!  Lack-a-day!  lady,  whilst 
we  deliberate  the  boy  will  be  lost. 

Miss  Pen.  Why,  Sir  Gregory  Gazette,  what  o- 
perationg  can  we  determine  upon  f 

Jenk.  Lack-a-day !  I  know  but  one. 

Miss  Pen,  Admini^er  your  propositions,  Sir 
GregoryGazette;  you  will  have  my  concurrence, 
Mr,  in  any  thing  that  does  not  derogate  from  the 
regulations  of  conduct;  for  it  would  be  most  pre- 
posterous in  one  of  my  character  to  deviate  from 
the  strictest  attention, 

Jenk.  Lack-a-day!  lady,  no  such  matter  is  want- 
ed. But,  good  now!  could  not  we  tack  the  young 
couple  together  directly?  your  brother  and  I  have 
already  agreed. 

Mist  Pen, 
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Mits  Pen.  Are  the  previous  prelinunaries  set- 
tled. Sir  Gregory  Gazette  ? 

Jenk,  Good  now!  as  firm  as  a  rock,  lady. 
Mits  Pen.  Why  then,  to  preserve  your  son,  and 
accomplish  the  union  between  our  ramilies,  I  have 
no  ot^ections  to  the  acceleration  of  their  nuptials, 
provided  the  child  is  indined,  and  a  minister  may 
be  procured. 

Jenk.  Wonderful!  you  are  very  good:  good 
now!  therehasbeen  one  match  alreadyinthe  house 
to-day:  we  may  have  the  same  parson.  Here,  Tim; 
and  young  gentlewoman!  Well,  miss,  wonderful! 
and  how  has  Tun —  Hey,  boy,  is  not  Miss  a  fine 
young  lady? 

Ifar/.Fath  and  soul!  father,  miss  is  a  charming 

young  woman!  all  red  and  whit*  like  Mally 

Hum? 

Jenk.  Hush}  Urn!  Nell,  and,  miss,  how  does 
my  boy?  he's  an  honest  hearty  lad!  has  be,  good 

now!  had  the  art How  d'ye  like  him,  young 

gentlewoman? 

Miss  Suk.  Like'n?  Well  enough,  I  think. 
Jenk.  Why  then,  miss,  with  your  leave,  your 
aunt  and  I  Here  have  agreed,  if  you  are  willing  to 
have  the  wedding  over  directly. 

Miss  Suk.  Gad!  with  all  my  heart.  Ask  the 
young  man. 

Hart.  Fath  and  soul!  just  as  you  please,  to  day, 
to-morrow,  or  when  you  will,  more  or  less ! 

Jenk.  Good  now,  good  now!  then  get  you  in 
there  you  will  find  one  to  do  your  business  [Exeunt 
Hart,  and  Miss  Suk.]  Wonderful!  matters  wiU 
soon  be  managed  within.  Well,  lady,  this  was, 
goodnowl  soldudi  lack-a-day!  IverUy  believe, 

if 
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if  Dame  Winnywas  dead  that  I  should  be  glad  to 
lead  up  such  another  dance  with  you,  lady. 

Miss  Fen.  You  are,  sir,  something  too  precipi- 
tate: nor  would  there,  did  circumstances  concur 
as  you  insinuate,  be  so  absolute  a  certitude,  that  I, 
who  have  rejected  so  many  matches,  should  in- 
stantaneously succumb. 

y^nyt.  Lack-a-day!  lady:  good  now!  I 

Miss  Pen.  No,  sir:  I  would  have  you  instruct- 
ed, that,  had  not  Penelope  Trifle  made  irrefraga- 
ble resolutions,  she  need  not  so  long  have  preserv- 
ed her  family  surname. 

Jenk.  Wonderful!  why,  I  was  only 

Miss  Pen.  Norhas  the  title  of  Lady  Gazettesuch 
resplendent  charms  orsuch  bewitchii^  allurements 
astothrow  me  at  once  into  the  arms  orSirGregory. 

Jenk.  Good  now!  who  says 

Miss  Pen.  Could  wealth,  beauty,  or  titles,  supe- 
rior to  perhaps — — 

Enter  Sir  Gregory  and  Timothy. 

Tim.  Yes  indeed,  father,Mr.  Hartopknew  on"t 
as  well  as  I;  and  Mr.  Jenlans  got  us  a  parson. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now!  a  rare  couple 
of  friends!  but  111  be  even  -with  them!  I'll  marr 
their  market !  Master  Jenkins,  you  have  fobbed 
me  finely! 

Jenk.  Lack-a-day!  what's  the  matter  now  ! 

Sir Gre|'. Come,  come.none  of  yourlack-a-tUys! 
none  of  yourgambolsnor  your  tricks  to  me!  good 
now,  gjood  now !  give  me  my  clothes !  here,  take 
your  tawdry  trappings !  I  have  found  you  out  at 
last !  I'll  be  no  longer  your  property  ! 

Jenk. 
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Jetik.  Wonderfull  what's  all  this,  lady  ?  Good 
now,  good  now!  what's  here,  a  stage-pUy? 

Sir  Greg.  Play  me  no  plays!  but  give  me  my 
wig!  and  your  predous  friend,  my  loving  cou^a! 
(pize  on  the  kindred !)  let'n    ■  — 

Jenk.  Good  now,  good  now !  what  are  these 
folks  ?  as  sure  as  a  gun  tliey're  mad ! 

Sir  Greg.  Mad !  no,  no  !  we  are  neither  mad 
nor  fools :  no  thanks  to  you  tlioughi 

Misf  Pen.  What  is  all  this  ?  can  you  unravel  thb 
perplexity,  untwine  this  mystery,  Sir  Gregory 
Gazettfe  ? 

Sir  Greg.  He  Sir  Gregory  Gazette?  Lacfc-a- 
day!  lady,  you  are  tricked,  imposed  on,  bam- 
boozled! good  now,  good  now!  'tis  I  am  Sir  Gre- 
gory Gazette ! 

Miss  Pen.  How? 

Tim.  Fath  and  soul!  'tis  true,  mistress;  and  I 
am  his  son  Tim,  and  will  swear  it. 

Miss  Pen.  ^Vhy,  is  not  Mr.  Timothy  Gazette 
with  my  niece  Susannah  Trifle  ? 

Tim.  Who,  me  ?  Lord!  no,  'tis  none  of  I,  it  is 
cousin  Hartopin  my  clothes. 

Misj  Pen.  What's  this?  and  pray  who--— 


Enter  Hartofi  and  Miss  Sukey  Trifle. 

Jenk.  "Why,  asl  see  the  affiiir  is  concluded,  you 
may,  madam, call  me  Jenkins:  come,  Hartop, 
youmay  now  throw  olT your  disguise;  the  knight 
had  like  to  have  embarrassed  us. 

Miss  Pen.  How,  Mr,  Jenkins !  and  would  you 
sir,  partidpate  of  a  plot  too  ? 

Hart. 
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HMri.  Madam,  in  the  issue  your  family  vill  f 
hope,  have  no  great  reason  to  repent;  I  always  had 
the  greatest  veneration  for  Miss  Penelope  Trifle's 
understanding,  the  highest  esteem  for  her  virtues; 
and  should  think  myself  highly  honoured  in  being 
regarded  as  her  relation. 

Miss  Pen.  Sir,  I  shall  determine  on  nothing  till 
I  am  apprised  oi  my  brother's  resolution. 

Han.  For  that  we  must  wat — Sir  Gregory,  I 
mustintreat  your  and  your  son's  pardon  for  some 
Kttle  liberties  1  have  taken  with  you  both. — ^Mr. 
Jenkins,  I  have  the  highest  obligation  to  your 
friendship. And,  miss,  when  we  become  a  lit- 
tle better  acquainted,  I  flatter  myself  the  change 
will  not  prove  unpleasing. 

Miss  i!ttk.  I  know  nothing  at  all  about  it. 

Hart.  Sir  G  regory,  we  shul  have  your  company 
at  dinner? 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day!  no,  no:  that  boy  hai 
spoiled  my  stomach  1 — Come,  Tim,  fetch  thy  rib, 
and  let  us  be  j^^ng  towards  Wales:  but  how 
thou  wilt  get  offwith  thy  mother—— 

2iffl.  Never  fear,  fother! 

Since  you  have  been  pleas'd  our  nuptial  knot  to 

tuess. 
We  shall  be  happy  all  our  lives— more  or  less! 

{Exeunt  maes,} 
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MAYOR  OF  GARRATT. 


A  C  T    I. 

SCENE  Sir  Jacob's  Haufe  at  Garrat. 
Enter  Sir  Jacob. 
Sir  "Jacob, 
p^OGER— 

Sjtter  Roger. 

Kog.  Anan,  Sir — 

Sir  Jac.  Sir,  firrah !  and  why  not  Sir 
Jacob,  you  rafcal  P  Is  that  all  your  man- 
ners ?  Has  his  Majefty  dubb'd  me  a  Knight 
for  you  lo  make  me  a  Mifter  ?  Are  the 
candidates  near  upon  coming  P 

Reg,  Nic  Goofe,  the  taylor,  from  Put- 
ney, they  fay,  will  be  here  in  a  crack.  Sir 
Jacob. 

Sir  yac.  Has  Margery  fetch'd  in  the 
linen? 

Rog.  Yes,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac*  Are  the  pigs  and  the  poultry 
lock'd  up  in  the  barn  p 

Rog.  Safe,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  And  the  plate  and  fpoons  in  the 
pantrv  ? 
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Rog.  Yes,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sirjac.  Then  give  me  the  key;  the 
mob  will  foon  be  upon  us;  and  all  is  fiOi 
that  comes  to  their  net.  Has  Ralph  laid 
the  cloth  in  the  hall  ? 

Rog.  Yes,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Then  let  him  bring  out  the 
turkey  and  chine,  and  be  fure  there  is  plen- 
ty of  murtard  ;  and,  d'ye  hear,  Roger,  do 
you  ftand  yourfelf  at  the  gate,  and  be  care- 
ful who  you  let  in. 

Rog.  I  will,  Sir  Jacob.  \LxU  Rog. 

Sir  Jac.  So,  now  I  believe  things  arc 
pretty  tecure:  But  1  can't  think  what  makes 
my  daughters  fo  late  ere  they — 

[Knocking  at  ike  gate* 
Who  is  that,  Roger  ? 

Roger  without.  Mafter  Lint,  the  potter- 
carrier.  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Let  him  in.  What  the  deuce 
can  he  want  ? 

Enter  Lint. 

Sir  Jac.  Well,  mafter  Lint,  your  will  ^ 

Lint.  Why,  1  come.  Sir  Jacob,  partly  to 
enquire  after  your  health  ;  and  partly,  as  I 
may  fay,  to  fettle  the  bufmefs  of  the  day. 

Sir  Jac.  What  bufinefs  ? 

Unt.  Your  worfliip  knoweth,  this  being 
the  day  of  cleSion,  the  rabble  may  be  riot- 
ous ;  in  which  cafe,  maims,  bruifes,  contu- 
fions, 
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iSons,diflocations,fra£lores(implt  and  com- 
pound, may  likely  enfue:  now  your  wor- 
Ihip  need  not  be  told,  that  I  am  not  only  a 
pharmacopolilt,  or  vender  of  drugs,  but 
likewife  chirurgeon,  or  healer  of  wounds. 

Sir  Jac.  True,  mafter  Lint,  and  equalljr 
Ikiltful  in  both. 

ZJat*  It  is  your  wordiip's  pleafure  to  fay 
fo,  Sir  Jacob :  Is  it  your  worlbip's  will  that> 
I  lend  a  minillring  hand  to  the  maim'd? 

Sir  Jac.  By  all  means. 

Liat,  And  to  whom  muft  I  bring  in  my 
bill? 

Sir  Jms.  Doubtlefe,  xhd  vellry. 

Lint.  Your  worihip  knows,  that,  kill  or 
cure,  I  have  contra3cd  to  phytic  the  parifh 
poor  by  the  great:  but  this  muft  be  a  fe- 
parate  charge. 

Sir  Jac.  Ho,  no{  all  miderone:  come^ 
mafter  Lint,  don't  be  unreafonable. 

Lint.  Indeed,  Sir  Jacob,  I  can  hardly  af- 
ford it.  What  with  the  dearnefs  of  drugs* 
and  the  number  of  patients  the  peace  has  pro- 
cured me,  1  can't  get  fait  to  my  porridge. 

Sir  Jac.  Bad  this,  year,  the  better  the 
next — We  muft  take  things  rough  and 
fmooth  as  they  run. 

IJnt.  Indeed  I  have  a  very  hard  bargain. 

Sir  Jac.  No  fuch  matter;  we  are,  neigh- 
bour Lint,  a  little  better  inftruflcd.    For- 
merly, indeed,  a  fiX.  of  illnefs  was  very  ex- 
penlivei 
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penlive ;  but  now,  phyfic  is  cheaper  than 
food. 

Lint,  Marry,  heaven  forbid ! 

Sir  Jac.  No,  noj  your  effences,  elixirs, 
emetics,  fweats .drops,  and  your  paftes,  and 
your  pills,  have  filenced  your  pefllcs  and 
mortars.  Why  a  fever,  that  would  former- 
ly have  coft  you  a  fortune,  you  may  now 
cure  for  twelve  penn'orth  of  powder. 

Lint.  Or  kill.  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac,  And  then  as  to  your  fcurvies, 
and  gouts,  rheumatifms,  confumptions, 
coughs,  and  catarrhs,  tar-water  and  tur- 
pentine will  make  you  as  found  as  a  roach. 

Lint.  Noftrums! 

Sir  Jac.  Specifics,  fpecifics,  mailer  Lint. 

Lint,  I  am  very  forry  to  find  a  man  of 
your  worfliip's— — Sir  Jacob,  a  promoter 
of  puffs ;  and  encourager  of  quacks,  Sir 
Jacob. 

Siryac.  Regulars,  Lint,  regulars;  look 
at  their  names — Roger,  bring  me  the  news 
— not  a  foul  of  them  but  is  either  P.  L.  or 
M.D. 

Lint.  Plaguy  liars !  Murderous  dogs ! 

Roger  brings  the  News. 
Sir  Jac.  Liars !  Here,  look  at  the  lilt 
of  their  cures.      The  oath  of  Margery 
Squab,  of  Ratcliff-Highway,  fpiniler. 
Lint,  Perjuries. 

^  Sir 
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Sir  Jac,  And  fee  here,  the  churchwar- 
dens  have  figned  it. 

Lint.  Fiftitious,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Sworn  before  the  worfhipful 
Mr.  Juftice  Drowfy,  this  thirteenth  day 
of 

Lint.  Forgery. 

Sir  Jac.  Why,  harkye,  firrah,  do  you 
think  Mr.  Juftice  Drowiy  would  fct  his 
hand  to  a  forgery  ? 

Lint,  I  know.  Sir  Jacob,  tbat  woman; 
ihe  has  been  cured  of  Bfty  difeafes  in  a 
fortnight,  and  every  one  of  'em  mortal. 

Sir  Jac.  You  impudent^ 

Lint.  Of  a  dropfy.  by  Weft— 

Sir  Jac.  Audacious — 

Lint.  A  cancer,  by  Cleland— 

Sir  Jac.  Arrogant — 

LirU.  A  paify,  by  Walker — 

Sir  Jac.  Impertinent— 

Lint.  Gout  and  fciatic,  by  Rock. 

Sir  Jac.  Infolent — 

Lint.  Confumption,  by  Stevens's  drops. 

Sir  Jac.  Paltry— 

Lint.  And  fquinting,  by  the  Chevalier 
Taylor — 

Sir  Jac.  Pill-gilding  puppy ! 

LirU,  And  as  to  the  Juftice,  fo  the  affi- 
davit brings  him  a  /hilling — 

Sir  Jac.  Why,  harkye,  rafcal,how  dare 
you  abufe  the  commiffion  ? — You  blood- 
letting. 
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ting,  tooth-drawing,  corn-cutting,  worm- 
kiliing,  bliftering,  gliftcring — 

Lint.  Blcfs  me.  Sir  Jacob,  I  did  not 
think  to^ 

Sir  Jac.  What  <irrah,  do  you  infult  me 
in  my  office?  Here,  Roger,  out  with  him 
—turn  him  out. 

Unt.  Sir,  as  I  hope  to  be — 

Sir  Jac.  Away  with  him.  You  fcoun- 
drel,  if  my  clerk  was  within,  I'd  fend  you 
this  inftantto  Bridewell.  Things  are  come 
to  a  pret:y  pafs,  indeed,  if  after  all  my  read< 
jng  m  Wood,  and  Nellon,  and  Burn ;  if  af- 
ter twenty  years  attendance  at  turnpike- 
meetings,  kfiiors  petty  and  qi;artcr;  if  af- 
ter Itttiing  of  ;atts,  licencing  ale-houlcs, 
andcomnjitt-ngotvagr.  nts — irutall  reljjefii 
to  authority  is  ,oft,  ana  Vnus ^orurt.  now- 
a-days  is  no  more  re^arued  th^n  a  petty 
conftable.  [KTiOLkivg.^  Roger,  fee  who 
is  at  the  gate?  Why  ihe  fellow  i'  deaf. 
Rog.  Juftice  Siurgton,  the  fiflimouger. 


Sir  %-c.  Gad's  my  life !  and  Major  to 
the  Middlcftx   militia.      Ulher  him  in. 


from  Brentford. 

Sir") 
the  U 
Roger. 

Enter  Major  Sturgeon. 
Sir  Jac.     I  could  have  wifh'tl  ycu  had 
come  a  little  fooner.  Major  Sturgeon. 

Major. 
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Me^or.  Why,  what  has  been  the  mat- 
ter. Sir  Jacob? 

Sir  Jac.  There  has,  Major,  been  here 
an  impudent  pill-monger,  who  has  dar'd  to 
fcandaHze  the  whole  body  of  the  bench. 

Major.  Infolent  companion !  had  I  been 
here,  I  would  have  mitdmus'd  the  rafcal  at 
once. 

Sir  Jac.  No,  no,  he  wanted  the  Major 
more  than  the  Magiftratc ;  a  few  iVnart 
ilrokes  from  your  cane  would  have  fully 
anfwer'd  the  purpofc — Well,  Major,  our 
wars  are  done;  the  rattling  drum,  and 
fqueakingfife,  now  woundour  ears  no  more. 

Major.  True,  Sir  Jacob,  our  corps  is 
difembodicd,  fo  the  French  may  ilecp  in 
fccurity. 

Sir  Jac  But,  Major,  wps  it  not  rather 
late  in  life  for  you  to  enter  upon  the  pro- 
fcfli'  in  of  arms  ? 

Major.  A  little  aukward  in  the  begin- 
ning. Sir  Jacob  :  the  gre^t  difficulty  they 
had  was,  to  get  me  to  turn  out  my  toes ; 
b'lr  ufe,  ufe  reconciles  alt  thi-m  kind  of 
things  :  why,  after  my  firil  campaign,  I 
no  more  minded  the  noife  of  the  guns  than 
a  flea-bite. 

Sir  Jac.  No ! 

Major-.  No.  There  is  more  made  of 
theft:  matters  than  they  njerii.  For  the  ge- 
neral good,  indeed,  I  am  glad  of  the  peace ; 
but 
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but  as  to  my  lingle  fcif— And  yet,  we  have 
had  fome  defperate  duty.  Sir  Jacob. 
Sir  Jac.  No  doubt. 

Major.  Oh  !  Aich  marchings  and  coun- 
ter-marchings,frora  Brentford  to Elin.from 
Elin  to  Adon,  from  Aflon  to  Uxbridgc  ; 
the  duft  flying,  fun  fcorching,  men  fweat- 
ing — ^Why,  there  was  our  laft  expedition 
to  Hounflow,  that  day's  work  carried  off 
Major  Molo^as.  Bunhill-fields  never  faw 
a  1}raver  commander !  He  was  an  irrepa- 
rable lofs  to  the  fervice. 

Sir  Jac.  How  came  that  about  ? 
Major.  Why,  it  was  partly  the  Major's 
own  fault;  1  advifed  him  to  pull  on' his 
fpurs  before  he  went  upon  aftion  ;  but  he 
was  refolute,  and  would  not  be  rul'd. 
Sir  Jac.  Spirit ;  zeal  for  the  fervice. 
Major.  Doubtlefs — But  to  proceed  :  In 
order  to  get  our  men  in  good  fpirits,  wc 
were  quartered  at  Thiftleworth  the  even- 
ing before ;  at  day-break,  our  regiment 
formed  at  Hounllow  town's  end,  as  it 
might  be  about  here.  The  Major  made  a 
fine  difpofition  :  on  we  march'd,  the  men 
all  in  high  fpirits,  to  attack  the  gibbet 
where  Gardel  is  hanging  j  but  turning 
down  a  narrow  lane  to  the  left,  as  it 
might  be  about  there,  in  order  to  polTefs  a 
pigs  ftye,  that  we  might  take  the  gallows 
in  flank,  and,  at  all  events,  fecure  a  re- 
treat, who  fliould  come  by  but  a  drove  of 
fat 
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atoxeti  for  Smithfield.  The  drums  beat  in 
the  front,  the  dogs  bark'd  in  the  rear,  the 
oxen  (et  up  a  gaTlop;  on  they  came  thun- 
dering upon  us.  broke  through  our  ranks  in 
an  inflant,  and  threw  the  whole  corps  in 
confuHon. 

Sirjac.  Terrible! 

Major.  The  Major's  horfe  took  to  his 
heels ;  away  hefcour  d  over  the  heath.  That 
gallant  commander  ftuck  both  hisfburs  into 
the  ilank,  and  for  fome  time  held  by  his 
mane  j  but  in  crofTmg  a  ditch,  the  horfe 
threw  up  his  head,  gave  the  Major  a  dow& 
in  the  chops,  and  plump'd  him  into  a  gra- 
vel-pit, juft  by  the  powder-mills. 

SiT^ac,  Dreadful! 

Major.  Whether  from  the  fall  or  the 
fright,  the  Major  mov'd  off  in  a  month— 
Indeed  it  was  an  unfortunate  day  for  us  all. 

Sir  Jac,  As  how  ? 

Major.  Why,  as  Captain  Cucumber, 
Lieutenant  Patty-Pan,  Enfign  Tripe,  and 
myfelf,  were  returning  to  town  in  tbeTurn- 
ham>Green  ftage,  we  were  ftopp'd  near  the 
Hammerfmiih  turnpike,  and  robb'd  and 
flripp'd  by  a  foot-pad. 

Sir  Jac.  An  unfortunate  day,  indeed  ! 

Major.  But  in  fome  meafureto  make  me 
amends,  I  got  the  Major's  commiffion. 

iir  Jac.    You  did. 

Major. 
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Major.  O  yes.  I  was  the  only  one  of 
the  corps  that  could  ride ;  otherwile,  we  al- 
ways Tucceeded  ofcourfe:  no  jumping  ovef 
heads,  no  underhand  work  among  us ;  all 
men  of  honour;  and  I  muft  do  the  regiment 
the  juftice  to  fay,  there  never  was  a  fet  of 
more  amiable  officers. 

Sirjac.  Quiet  and  peaceable. 

Major.  As  Iambs,  Sir  Jacob.  Excepting 
one  boxing-bout  at  the  Three  Compalles  in 
Adton,  between  Captain  Sheers  and  the  Co- 
lonel, concerning  a  game  at  AlUfours,  F 
don't  remember  a  fingle  difputc. 

Sir  foe.  Why,  that  was  mere  mutiny^ 
the  Captain  ought  to  have  been  bioke. 

Major.  He  was ;  for  the  Colonel  not  on* 
ly  took  away  his  cockade,  but  his  cuftom; 
and  I  don't  think  poor  Captain  Sheers  has 
done  a  Hitch  for  him  fince. 

Sir  Jac.  But  you  foon  fupplied  the  lofs 
of  MoToffas .'' 

Major.  In  part  only  :  no,  Sir  Jacob,  he 
had  great  experience;  he  was  train'd  up  to 
arms  from  his  youth;  at  fixteen  he  trail'da 
pike  in  the  Artillery-ground ;  at  eighteen 
got  a  company  in  the  Smithti<;ld  pioneers  ; 
and  by  the  time  he  was  twenty,  was  made 
aid-de-camp  to  Sir  JefFery  Grub,  Knight, 
Alderman,  and  Colonel  of  the  Yellow. 

Sirjac.  A  rapid  rife! 

Major, 
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Major.  Yes,  he  had  a  genius  for  war; 
but  what  I  wanted  in  practice,  I  made  up 
by  doubling  my  diligence.  Our  potter  at 
home  had  been  a  fcrjeant  of  marines  j  fbat 
ter  (hop  was  fhut  up  at  night,  he  u&'d  to 
teach  me  my  exercife  j  and  he  had  not  to 
deal  with  a  dunce.  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Your  progrefs  was  great. 

Major.  Amazing.  In  a  week  J  could 
ihouldcr,  and  reft,  and  poize,  and  turn  to 
the  right,  and  wheel  to  the  left;  and  in  left 
than  a  month  I  could  6re  without  winking 
•r  blinking. 

Sir  Jac,  A  perfeA  Hannibal ! 

Major.  Ah,  and  then  I  learnt  to  fornt 
lines,  and  hollows,  and  fquares,  and  evolu- 
tions, and  revolutions  :  let  me  tell  you.  Sir 
Jacob,  it  was  lucky  that  Monfieur  kept  his 
myrmidons  at  home,  or  wc  (hould  have  pcp- 
per'd  his  flat-bottom 'd  boats. 

Sir  Jac.  Ay,  marry,  he  had  a  marvellous 
tfcape. 

Major.  We  would  a  taught  him  what  a 
Brhon  can  do,  who  is  ii^iiugproarvis  and 
focits. 

Sir  Jac.  Pray  now,  Major,  which  do  you 
look  upon  as  the  heft  difciplin'd  troops,  the 
London  regiments.OTtlieMiddlefex  militia? 

Major.  Why,  Sir  Jacob,  it  does  not  be- 
come me  to  fay  ;  but  lack-a-day,  they  have 
never  feen  any  fervicc— Holidyy  foldiers  I 
'        Whv. 
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Why,  1  don't  believe,  unlefs  indeed  upon  a 
lord-mayor's  day,  and  that  mere  matter  of 
accident,  that  they  were  ever  wet  to  the 
fltin  in  their  lives. 

Sir  Jfac.  Indeed ! 

Major.  No !  foldiers  for  fun-fhine.  Cock- 
neys ;  tbey  have  not  the  appearance,  the 
air,  the  freedom,  the  Jenriyfeqid  that — Oh 
could  you  but  fee  me  falute !  you  have 
never  a  fpontoon  in  the  houfe  ? 

Sir  yac.  No ;  but  we  could  get  you  a 
fiiove-pike. 

Major.  No  matter.  Well,  Sir  Jacob,  and 
how  are  your  fair  daughters,  iweet  Mrs. 
Sneak,  and  the  lovely  Mrs,  Bruin ;  is  flie  as 
lively  and  as  brilliant  as  ever  ? 

Sir  Jac.  Oh,  oh,  now  the  murder  is  out ; 
this  vifit  was  intended  for  them :  come,  own 
now,  Major,  did  not  you  expefl  to  meet 
with  them  here  ?  You  officers  are  men  of 
fuch  gallantry ! 

Major.  Why,  wc  do  tickle  up  the  ladies, 
Sir  Jacob ;  there  is  no  refilling  a  red  coat. 

Sir  Jac.  True,  true.  Major. 

Major.  Butthat  isnowalloverwith  roe. 
•*  Farewell  to  the  plumed  fteeds  and  neigh- 
"  ing  troops,"  as  the  black  man  fays  in  the 
play  ;  like  the  Roman  cenfurer,  I  Ihall  re- 
tire to  my  Savine  field,  and  there  cultivate 
cabbages. 

Sir  Jflc.Underthe  Ihadeof  your  laurels. 
M<}jor. 
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Major.  True;  I  have  done  with  the  Ma- 
jor, and  now  return  to  the  Magiflrate  ;  O- 
du7it  Arma  Togge. 

Sir  Jac.  Still  in  the  fervice  of  your 
country. 

Major.  True ;  man  was  not  made  for 
himfelf ;  and  fo,  thinking  that  this  would 
prove  a  bufy  day  in  the  jufticing  way  I  am 
come,  Sir  Jacob,  to  lend  you  a  hand. 

Zir  Ja£.  Done  like  a  neighbour. 

Major,  I  have  brought,  as  I  fuppofe  moll 
of  our  bufinefs  will  be  in  the  battery  way, 
fome  warrants  and  mittimufes  ready  fiU'd 
up,  with  all  but  the  names  of  the  parties, 
in  order  to  fave  time. 

Sir  Jac.  A  provident  magiftrate. 

Major.  Pray,  how  (hall  we  manage  as  to 
the  article  of  fwearing ;  for  I  reckon  we 
fhall  have  oaths  as  plenty  as  hops. 

Sir  Jac.  Why, withregardtothat  branch 
of  our  bufinefs,  to-day,  1  believe,  the  law 
muft  be  fufFer'd  to  fleep. 

Major.  I  fhould  think  we  might  pick  up 
fomething  that's  pretty  that  way. 

Sir  Jac.  No,  poor  rafcals,  they  would 
not  be  able  to  pay ;  and  as  to  the  Hocks,  we 
Ihould  never  find  room  for  their  legs. 

Major.  Pray,  Sir  Jacob,  is  Matthew  Mar- 
row-bone, the  butcher  of  your  town,  living 
or  dead  ? 

Sir  Jac.  Living. 

Major. 
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Major.  And  fwears  as  much  as  he  u(ed  ? 

Sir  Jac.  An  alter'd  man.  Major;  not  an 
oath  comes  out  or  his  mouth. 

Major.  You  furprife  me ;  why,  when  he 
frequented  our  town  of  a  market-day,  he 
has  taken  out  a  guinea  in  oaths — and  quite 
chang'd  ? 

Sir  Jcx.  Entirely ;  they  fay  his  wife  has 
made  him  a  Methodiil,  and  that  hepreaches 
at  Kennington-Common. 

Major.  What  a  deal  of  mifchief  ihofe 
rafcals  do  in  the  country — Why  then  we 
have  entirely  loft  him  ? 

Sir  Jac.  In  that  way ;  but  I  gota  brace 
of  bind-overs  from  him  laft  week  for  a 
couple  of  baftards. 

Major.  Well  done,mafter Matthew — but 

pray  now.  Sir  Jacob 

[Mob  uithout  huzza! 

Sir  Jac.  What's  the  matternow,  Roger? 
Enter  Roger. 

Rog.  Theele£lorsdefiretoknow,ifyour 
worfhiphas  any  body  to  recommend? 

Sir  Jac.  By  no  means;  let  them  be  free 
in  their  choice  :  I  flian't  interfere. 

Rog.  And  if  your  woriliip  has  any  ob- 
jeftion  to  Crifpin  Heel-Tap  the  Cobler's 
Deing  returning  officer? 

Sir  Jac.  None,  provided  the  rafcal  can 
keep  himfelf  fober  :  Is  he  there? 
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Rog,  Yes,  Sir  Jacob  ;  make  way  there; 
{land  farther  otf  from  the  gate :  here  is  Ma- 
dam Sneak  in  a  chair,aIongwith  her  hufband. 

Major.  Gad-fo,  you  will  permit  me  to 
convov  her  in  ?  \_Exit  Major. 

Sir  Jac.  Vovi  here  is  one  of  the  evils  of 
war.  This  Sturgeon  was  as  pains  taking  a 
Billingfgate-broker  as  any  in  the  bills  of 
mortality.  But  the  fifli  is  got  out  of  hia 
element ;  the  foldisr  has  quite  demolifh'd 
the  citizen. 
Enter  Mrs.  Sneak  handed  by  the  Major. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Dear  Major,  I  dernand  a 
million  of  pardons.  I  have  given  you  a  pro- 
fufion  of  trouble  ;  but  my  hufband  is  fuch 
a  goofe-cap,  that  I  can't  get  no  good  out  of 
him  at  home  or  abroad — ^Jerry,  Jerry  Sneak! 
— Yourblelfing,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Daughter,  you  are  welcome  to 
Garratt. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Why,  Jerry  Sneak  !  I  fajT 
Enter  Sneak,  with  a  band-box,  a  hoop-pet- 
ticoat under  his  arm,  and  cardinal.  Sec* 
&c.  &c.  &c. 

Sneak.  Here,  lovy, 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Here,  looby:  there,lavthcfe 
things  in  the  hall ;  and  then  go  and  look 
after  the  horfe :  are  you  fure  you  have  got 
all  the  things  out  of  the  chaife  ? 

Sneak : 
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Sneak.  Yes,  chuck. 
Mrs,  Sneak.  Thengive  me  myfan. 
[Jerry  drops  the  things  infearching 
his  pocket  for  the  fan, 
Mrs  Sneak.  Did  evermortal  Kxt  fuch  a — 
1  declare,  I  am  quite  alham'd  lo  be  feen 
with  him  abroad :  go,  get  you  gone  out  of 
my  fight. 

Sneak.  I  go,  lovy :  Good-day  to  my  fa- 
ther-in-law. 

Sir  lac.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you,  fon  Sneak: 

ButwhereisyourbrotherBruinandhiswife. 

Sneak,  He  will  be  here  anon,  father  Sir 

Jacob;  he  did  but  juft  ftep  into  the  Alley 

to  gather  how  tickets  were  fold, 

Sirjac.  Very  well,  Ion  Sneak. 

[Exit  Sneak. 
Mrs  Sneak,  Son !  yes,  and^a  pretty  fon 
you  have  provided. 

Sir  jac.  I  hope  all  for  the  bcft :  why, 
what  terrible  work  there  would  have  been, 
had  you  married  fuch  a  one  as  yourfifler? 
one  houfe  could  never  have  contain 'd  you 
— Now,  I  thought  this  meek  mate — 

Mrs  Sneak.  Meek !  a  mulhroom !  a 
milkfop ! 

Sir  Jac.  Lookye,  Molly,  I  have  mar- 
ried you  to  a  man ;  take  care  you  don't 
make  him  a  monfter.  \^Exit  Sir  Jac. 

Mrs  Sneak.  Monfler !  Why,  Major,  the 
fellowhasnomore  heart  thanamoufe:  Had 
my 
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my  kind  Rats  indeed  allotted  me  a  military 
man,  I  fliould,  doubtlefs,  have  deported 
myfelf  in  a  befeemingly  manner. 

Major.  Unqueftionably,  madam. 

Mrs  Sneak.  Nor  would  the  Major  have 
found,  had  it  been  my  fortune  tointermarry 
with  him,  that  Molly  Jollup  would  have 
dilhonoured  his  cloth. 

Major.  I  {hould  have  been  too  happy. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Indeed,  Sir,  I  reverence  the 
army ;  they  are  all  io  brave  ;  fo  polite  j  fo 
every  thing  a  woman  can  wi(h — ' 

Major.  Oh !  madam — 

Mrs.  Sneak.  So  elegant ;  To  genteel  ;  fo 
obliging:  and  then  the  rank;  why,  who 
vpould  dare  to  affront  the  wife  of  a  Major? 

Major.  No  man  with  impunity ;  that  I 
take  the  freedom  to  fay,  madam. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  I  know  it,  good  Sir:  Oh  ! 
I  am  no  ftranger  to  what  I  have  mifs'd. 

Major.  Oh,  madam  !— Let  me  die,  but 
{he  has  infinite  merit.  [Ajid^, 

Mrs. Sneak.  Then  tobe join'dto  afneak- 
ing  flovenly  cit;  a  paltry,  praying,  pitiful 
pin-maker ! 

Major.  Melancholy ! 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Tobejoftled  andcramm'd 
with  the  crowd ;  no  refpefl,  no  place,  no 
precedence  ;  to  be  choak'd  with  the  fmoak 
of  the  city ;  no  country  jaunts  but  to  Ifling- 
ton ;  no  balls  but  at  Pewterers-hall. 

Maj9r, 
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J^'^  Z«tt  Iii_rjiL:  ^trar ! 

JI£-=.  z-'£U.  Obxbrizg  ccmaaader! 

3*~  £««.  Sr— 

Si'z.  zi££i.  Ycc  ^'xc  a  r^^  to  all  we 

icdi.  cce>5E9ceDi£z^  com> 
1— Ka: 
£^-:.-  SDcak. 

5vii.  Chiick,  cv  brochcr  and  fitter 
Br.:r:  arc '=.f:  nirr^zg  the  comer;  ihcClap- 
kas  iu^  vas  cuiie  tuj.  ai:d  fo  they  came 
by  waicr. 

^rx.  5-..'-i.  I  viih  they  had  all  been 
foai'd  in  the  Thases — A  praying,  impciti* 
nent  puppy \ 

Mijyr.  Next  time  Iwillclapaccnunel 
to  fccure  the  door. 

Mrs.  Sneai.  Major  SturgeoD,  pennit  me 
to  withdraw  for  a  momem ;  my  drels  de- 
mands a  little  repair. 

Major.  Your  ladyfliip's  mod  entirely  de- 
voted, 

Mrs, 
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Mrs.  Sneak.  Ladyfhip !  he  is  the  very 
Broglio  and  Belleifle  of  the  army ! 

Sneak.  Shall  I  wait  upon  you,  dove? 

Mrs.  Sneak.  No,  dolt ;  what,  would  you 
leave  the  Major  alone  Pisthatyour  manners, 
you  mongrel  ? 

Major.  Oh,  madam, lean  never  be  alone; 
your  fweetidera  will  be  my  conftant  com- 
panion. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Mark  that:  I  am  forry.  Sir, 
I  am  obligated  to  leave  you. 

Major.  Madam — 

Jlfri.5n«i3ii.Erpecia1Iywithfuchawretch> 
ed  companion. 

Major.  Oh,  madam — 

Mrs.  Sneak.  But  ^s  Toon  as  my  drefs  is 
reftored,  I  (hall  fly  to  relieve  your  diftrefs. 

Major.  For  that  moment  I  ftiall  wait  with 
ihe  greatefl;  impatience. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Courteous  commander. 

Major.  Barragon  of  women ! 

Mrs  Sneak.  Adieu ! 

Major.  Adieu  !  [Exit  Mrs.  Sneak. 

Sneak.  Notwithftanding,  Sir,  all  my 
chicken  has  faid,  I  am  fpecial  company 
when  {he  is  not  by. 

Major.  I  doubt  not,  matter  Sneak. 

Sneak.  If  you  would  butcomeone  Thurl- 
day-night  to  our  club,  at  the  Nag's-Head, 
in  the  Poultry,  you  would  meet  fome  roar- 
ing, rare  boys,  I'faiih ;  There's  Jemmy  Per- 
kins, 
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kins,  the  packer ;  little  Tom  Simkins,  the 
grocer ;  honed  Mafler  Muzzle,  the  mid- 
wife— 

Major.  A  goodly  company  ! 

Sneak.  Ay,  and  then  fometlmes  we  have 
the  Choice  Spirits  fromComus'sCourt,  and 
we  crack  jokes,  and  are  fo  jolly  and  funny; 
I  have  learnt  myfelf  to  fine  "An  old  wo- 
man clothed  in  grey."  But  1  durft  not  fing 
out  loud,  becauie  my  wife  would  overhear 
me;  and  (he  fays  as  how  I  bawl  worferthan 
the  broom-man. 

Major.  And  you  mull  not  think  of  difo- 
bliging  your  lady. 

Sneak.  I  never  does :  I  never contradifls 
her,  not  I. 

Major.  That's  right :  (he  is  a  woman  of 
infinite  merit. 

Sneak.  O,  a  power :  and  don't  you  think 
flie  is  v«ry  pretty  withal  ? 

Major.  A  Venus ! 

Sneak  JYes,  worry  like  Wenus — Mayhap 
you  have  known  her  fome  time  ? 

Major.  Long. 

Sneak,  Belike,  before  fhe  was  married? 

Major.  I  did,  Mailer  Sneak. 

Sneek.  Ay,  when  Ihe  was  a  wirgin.  I 
thought  you  was  an  old  acquaintance,  by 
your  Itining  her  hand ;  for  we  ben't  quite  lo 
familiar  as  that— But  then,  indeed,  wc 
han't  been  married  a  year. 

Major. 
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Major.  The  meer  honey>moon. 

Sneak.  Ay,  ay,  I  fuppofb  we  (hall  come 
to  it  by  degrees. 

Bruin  [wifim]  Come  along  Janc;  why 
you  are  as  purfy  and  lazy,  you  jade— 
Enter  Bruin  anJ  Wife;  Bruin  wit&  a  cot- 
ten  cap  on ;  his  Wife  with  his  wig,  great- 

coQit  andjijhing-rod. 

Bruin.  Come,  Jane,  give  me  my  wig  % 

you  Out,  how  you  have  toufled  the  curls? 

Ma/ler  Sneak,  a  good  morning  to  you. 

Sir,  I  am  your  humble  fervant,  unknown. 

Enter  Roger. 

Rog.  Mrs.  Sneak  begs  to  fpeak  with 
the  Major. 

Major.  I  will  wait  on  the  lady  imme- 
diately. 

Sneak.  Don't  tarry  an  inftantj  you  can't 
think  how  impatient  fhe  is,    \Exit  Major. 

Sneak.  A  good  morrow  to  you,  brother 
Bruin ;  you  have  had  a  warm  walk  acrofs 
the  fields. 

Mrs.  Bruin.  Good  lord,  I  am  all  in  a 
muck.— 

Bruin.  And  who  may  you  thank  for  it, 
hufly  ?  If  you  had  got  up  time  enough, 
you  might  have  fecur'd  the  ftage  -,  but  you 
are  a  lazy  lie-a-bed. 

Mrs.  Bruin.  There's  Mr,  Sneak  keeps 
my  filter  a  chay. 

Bruin, 
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Bruin.  And  fo  he  may ;  but  I  know  bet- 
ter what  to  do  with  my  money  :  indeed,  if 
the  war  had  but  continued  awhile;  I  don't 
know  what  mought  ha'bnn  done;  but  this 
plaguy  peace,  with  a  pox  to't,  has  knock'd 
up  all  the  trade  of  the  Alley. 

Mrs.  Bruin.  For  the  matter  of  that,  we 
can  afford  it  well  enough  as  it  is. 

Brum.  And  how  do  you  know  that  ? 
Who  told  you  as  much,  Mrs.  Mixen?  I 
hope  I  know  the  world  better  than  to  trull 
tny  concerns  with  a  wife :  no,  no,  thank 
you  for  that,  Mrs.  Jane. 

Mrs.  Brum.  And  pray  who  is  more  fit- 
terer  tobetrufted? 

Bruin.  Hey-day !  Why,  the  wench  is 
bewitch'd  ;  come,j|pme,  let's  have  none  of 
your  palaver  here — Take  twelve-pence 
and  pay  the  waterman.— But  firft  fee  if  he 
has  broke  none  of  the  pipes — And,  d'ye 
hear  Janfe,  be  fure  to  lay  the  fifhing-rod 
fafe.  [£x/i  Mrs.  Bruin. 

Sneak.  Ods  me,  how  finely  flic's  ma- 
nag'd !  what  would  I  give  to  have  my 
wife  as  much  under  ! 

Bruin.  It  is  all  your  own  fault,  brother 
Sneak. 

Sneai.  D'ye  think  fo  7  Die  is  a  fweet 
pretty  creature. 
Bruin.  A  vixen. 

Sneai. 
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Sneak.  Why,  to  fay  the  truth,  (he  does 
now  and  then  he3or  a  little ;  and,  between 
ourfelvcs.domineerslikethcdevil:  OLord, 
I  lead  the  life  of  a  dog:  why,  flie  allows  me 
but  two  (hillings  a  week  for  my  pocket. 
Bruin.  No! 

Sneak.  No,  man ;  'tis  (he  that  receives 
and  pays  all :  and  then  I  am  forc'd  to  trot 
after  her  to  church,  with  her  cardinal,  pat- 
tens, and  prayer-book,  for  all  the  world  as 
if  I  was  flill  a'prentice. 

Bruin.  Zounds !  I  would  foufe  them  all 
in  the  kennel. 

Sneai.  I  durft  not — And  then  at  table, 
I  never  gets  what  I  loves. 
Bruin.  The  devil ! 

Sneak.  No ;  (he  always  helps  me  herfelf 
to  the  tough  drumfticks  of  turkies,  and  the 
damn'd  fat  flaps  of  (houlders  of  mutton;  I 
don't  think  I  have  eat  a  bit  of  under-cruft 
(ince  we  have  been  married :  you  fee  bro- 
ther Bruin,  I  am  almofl  as  thin  as  a  lath. 
Bruin.  An  abfolute  (keleton ! 
Sneak.  Now,  if  you  think  I  could  carry 
my  point,  I  would  fo  fwinge  and  leather 
my  lambkin ;  God,  1  would  fo  curry  and 
claw  her. 

Bruin.  By  the  lord  Harry,  (he  richly 
deferves  it. 

Sneak.  Will  you,  brother,  lend  me  a  lift. 
Bruin.  Command  me  at  all  times. 

Sneai. 
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Sfuai'  Why  then,  I  will  verily  pluck  up 
a  fpirit }  and  tne  firfl  time  fhe  offers  to— 

Mrs.  S7ieaJi[within\  Jerry,  Jerry  Sneak  J 

SneaL  Gad's  my  life,  fure  as  a  gun  that's 
her  voice:  look-ye,  brother,  I  don'trohuft 
to  breed  a  diflurbance  in  another  body's 
houfe ;  but  as  foon  as  ever  I  gpt  home—- 

Bruin,  Now  is  your  time. 

Sneak.  No,  no;  it  would  not  be  decent. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  {within.~\  Jerry  !  Jerry  I — 

Sneak.  I  come,  lovy.  But  you  will  be 
fure  to  fland  by  me? 

Bruin.  Trot,  nincompoop. 

Sneai,  Well.if  I  don't— Iwilh— 

Mrs,  Sneak.  ^ithin.'\  Where  is  this  lazy 
puppy  a-loitenng  ? 

Sneak.  I  come,  chuck,  as  fafl  as  I  can — 
Good  Lord,  what  a  fad  life  do  I  lead ! 

[Exit  Sneak. 

Bruin.  Exquovis  lingual  who  can  make 
aiilk  purfe  ofafow's  ear? 

Enter  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jae.  Come,  fon  Bruin,  we  are  all 
featedat  table,  man;  we  have  but  juft  time 
for  a  fnack :  the  candidates  are  near  upon 
coming. 

Bruin.  A  poor,  paltry,  mean-fpirited — 
Damn  it,  before  1  would  fubmit  to  fuch  a— 

Sir  Jac.  Come,  come,  man;  don't  be  fo 
erufty. 

Bruin 
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Bruin.  I  follow,  Sir  Jacob :  Damme' 
when  once  a  man  gives  up  his  prerogative* 
he  might  as  well  give  up— But,  however,  it 
is  no  oread  and  butter  of  mine — ^Jerry, 
Jerry !— Zounds,  I  would  Jerry  and  jerk 
ner  too.  \^£xit. 

End  of  the  Firfl  ASi. 

ACT   II.     Scene   continues. 

iS»V  Jacob,  Major  Sturgeon,  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Bruin,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sneak, 
difcovered, 

Mrs,  Sneak. 

INDEED,Major,noiagrain  ofcuriofity. 
Can  it  be  thought  that  we,  who  have  a 
Lord-Mayor's  fliow  every  year,  can  take 
any  pleafure  in  this  ? 

Major.  In  time  of  war,  madam,  thefe 
meetings  are  not  amifs :  I  fancy  a  man 
might  pick  up  a  good  many  recruits :  but  in 
thefe  piping  times  of  peace,  I  wonder  Sir 
Jacob  permits  it. 

Sir  Jac.  It  would.  Major,  coft  me  my 
popularity  toquafhit;  the  common  people 
areas  fond  of  their  cuftoms  as  the  barons 
were  of  their  Magna  Charta :  befides,  my 
tenants  make  Tome  little  advantage. 

Enter 
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Enter  Roger. 

Rog.  CriIpinHeel-Tap,withtheeleflors, 
are  fet  out  from  the  Adam  and  Eve. 

Sir  yac.  Gad-fo,  then  they  will  foon  be 
upon  us ;  come,  good  folks,  the  balcony 
will  give  us  the  belt  view  of  the  whole.  Ma- 
jor,youwilltaketheIadiesunderprote£lion. 

Major.  Sir  Jacob,  I  am  upon  guard. 

Sir  Joe.  I  can  tell  you,  this  Heel-Tap  is 
an  arch  rafcal. — 

Sneak.  And  plays  the  bell  game  at  crib- 
bage  in  the  whole  corporation  of  Garratt. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  That  puppy  will  always  be 
a-chatiering. 

Sneak.  Nay,  I  did  but — 

Mrs.  STieak.  Hold  your  tongue,  or  I'll 
fend  you  home  in  an  mllant — 

Sir  Jac.  Pr'ythee,  daughter ! — You  may 
to-day.  Major,  meet  with  fomething  that 
will  put  you  in  mind  of  more  important 
tranfa61ions. 

Major.  Perhaps  fo. 

Sir  Jac.  Lack-a-day,  all  men  are  alike; 
their  principles  exatily  the  fame  :  for  the' 
art  and  education  may  difguife  or  polifh 
the  manners,  the  fame  motives  and  fprings 
are  univerfally  planted. 

Major.  Indeed! 

Sir  Jac.  Why,  in  this  mob,  this  group 

of  plebeians,  you  will  meet  with  materials  to 

make  a  Sylla,  a  Cicero,  a  Solon,  or  a  Cxfar; 

'  let 
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et  them  but  change  conditions,  and  the 
world's  great  lord  had  been  but  the  belt 
wredler  on  the  green. 

Major.  Ay,  ay,  I  could  have  told  thefe 
things  formerly ;  but  fince  I  have  been  in 
the  army,  I  have  entirely  neglefted  the 
clafles.  Moe  without  huzza. 

AVJ^ocButtheheroesareathand,  Major. 

Sneak.  Father  Sir  Jacob,  might  not  we 
have  a  tankard  of  flingo  above  P 

Sir  yac.  By  all  means. 

Sneai.  D'ye  hear,  Roger. 

^Exeunt  into  the  balcony, 

SCENE,       A       STREET. 

Enter  Mob,  with  Heel -Tap  at  their  head -^ 

/ome  crying  aGook;  othersa  Mug;  others 

a  Primmer. 

Heel-Tap.  Silence,  there;  lilence! 

ijl.  Mob.  Hear  neighbour  Heel-Tap. 

2.d  Mob.  Ay,  ay,  hear  Crifpin. 

^dMob.  Ay,  ay,  hear  him, hear  Crilpin : 
He  will  put  us  into  the  model  of  the  thing 
at  once. 

Heel-Tap.  Why  then,  (ilence !  I  fay. 

All.  Silence. 

Heel-Tap.  Silence,  and  let  us  proceed, 
neighbours,  with  all  the  decency  and  coa- 
fulion  ufual  upon  thefe  occafions. 

iji  Mob.  Ay,  ay,  there  is  no  doing  with- 
out that. 

All. 
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All.  No,  no,  no. 

HetUTap.  Silence  then,  and  keep  the 
peace  :  what,  is  there  no  relpefl  paid  to  au- 
thority  ?  am  not  I  the  returning  officer  ? 

All.  hy^  ay,  ay. 

Heel-Tap.  Chofen  by  youtfelveSjand  ap- 
proved of  by  Sir  Jacob  ? 

All.  True,  true. 

Heel-Tap.  Well  then,  be  filent  and  civil ; 
iland  back  there,  that  gentleman  without  a 
Ihirt,  and  make  room  for  your  betters : 
Where's  Simon  Snuffle  the  Sexton  ? 

Snuffie.  Here. 

Heel-Tap.  Lethimcomeforward;  weap- 
point  him  our  fecretary  :  for  Simon  is  a 
Icolard,  and  can  read  written  hand ;  and  fo 
let  him  be  refpefted  accordingly. 

^d  Mob,  Room  for  Mailer  Snuffle. 

Heel-Tap.  Here,  ftand  by  me:  and  let  us 
neighbours,  proceed  to  open  the  premunire 
of  the  thing:  butfirfl;,yourreverence  to  the 
lord  of  the  manor;  a  long  life  and  a  merry 
one  to  our  landlord  Sir  Jacob  !  Huzza! 

Mob.  Huzza! 

Sneak.  How  fares  it,  honeft  Crifpin  ? 

Heel-Tap.  Servant,  Mafter  Sneak. — Let 
us  now  open  the  premunire  of  the  thing, 
which  I  (hall  do  briefly,  with  all  the  loqua- 
city poffible  ;  that  is,  in  a  medium  way ; 
which,  that  we  may  the  better  do  it,  let  the 
fecretary  read  the  names  of  the  candidates, 
and 
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and  what  they  fay  for  thetnlelves ;  and  then 
we  fhall  know  what  to  fay  of  them :  MaAer 
Snuffle,  begin. 

Snuffie.  "  To  the  worthy  inhabitants  of 
•'  the  ancient  corporation  of  Garratt:  Gen- 
'•  tiemen,  your  votes  and  intercft  are  hum- 
"  biy  requefted  in  favour  of  Timothy 
*'  Goofe,  to  fucceedyour  late  worthy  may- 
"  or,  Mr.  Richard  Dripping,  in  the  faid 
"  office,  he  being"  ■ 

Hed-Tap.  This  Goo(e  is  but  a  kind  of 
Gofling,  afortof  fneaking  fcoundrel :  who 
is  he? 

Snuffle.  Ajoumeymantaylor,  from  Put- 
ney. 

Heel-Tap.  Ajoumeymantaylor!  A  raf- 
cal,  has  he  the  impudence  to  tranfpire  to  be 
mayor?  D'ye  confider,  neighbours,  the 
weight  of  this  office  ?  Why,  it  is  a  burthen 
for  the  back  of  a  porter;  and  can  you  think 
that  this  crofs-legg'd  cabbage-eating  fon  of 
a  cucumber,  this  whey-fac'd  ninny,  who  is 
but  the  ninth  part  of  a  man^  has  ftrength 
to  fupport  it  ? 

iji  Mob.  No  Goofe !  no  Goofe ! 

2d  Mob.  A  Goofe! 

Heel-Tap.  Hold  your  hiffing,  and  pro- 
ceed to  the  next. 

Snuffle.  "  Your  votes  are  defired  for 
"  Matthew  Mug." 

iji  Mob.  A  Mug!  A  Mug! 

Hicl- 
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HeeUTap.  Oh,  oh,  what  you  are  all  ready 
to  have  a  touch  of  the  tankard :  but,  fair 
and  foft,  good  neighbours,  let  us  tafte  this 
Mailer  Mug,  before  we  fwallow  him  ;  and 
unlefs  I  am  miflaken,  you  will  find  him  a 
damn'd  bitter  draught. 

3^  Mob.  A  Mu^ !  a  Mug .' 

zd  Mob.  Hear  hun ;  bear  Mailer  Heel- 
Tap. 

yjl  Mob.  A  Mug !  a  Mug ! 

Heel-Tap.  Harkye,  you  fellow, with  your 
south  full  of  Mug,  let  me  alk  you  a  quel- 
tion :  bring  him  lorward :  pray  is  not  this 
Matthew  Mug  a  viflualler? 

3</  Mob.  I  believe  he  may. 

HeeUTap.  And  lives  at  tne  fign  of  the 
Adam  and  Eve  ? 

^  Mob.  I  believe  he  may. 

lUel-Tap.  Now  anfwer  upon  your  ho- 
nour, and  as  you  are  a  gentleman,  what  is 
the  prcfent  price  of  a  quart  of  home-brew'd 
at  the  Adam  and  Eve  ? 

id,  Mob.  I  don't  know. 

Heel-Tap.  You  lie,  firrah :  an't  it  a  groat; 

3^  Mob.  I  believe  it  may. 

Heel-Tap.  Oh,  may  be  fo:  now,  neigh- 
bours, here's  a  pretty  rafcal;  this  fame 
Mu|[,  becaufe,  d'ye  fee,  ftate-affairs  would 
not  jog  glibly  without  laying  a  farthing  a 
quart  upon  ale;  this  fcQundrel,not  content- 
ed 
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ed  to  take  things  in  a  medium  way,  has  had 
the  impudence  to  raife  it  a  penny. 

MoL  No  Mug!  no  Mug! 

Reel-Tap.  So,  1  thought  I  fliould  crack 
Mr.  Mug.  Come,  proceed  to  the  next,  Si* 
mon. 

Snuffle.  The  next  upon  the  lift  is  Peter 
Primmer,  the  fchoolmafter. 

Heel-Tap.  Ay,  neighbours,  and  a  fuffi- 
cient  man:  let  me  tett  you,  Mafter  Prim- 
mer is  the  man  for  my  money;  a  man  of 
learning)  that  can  lay  down  the  law:  why, 
adzooks,  he  is  wife  enough  to  puzzle  tne 
parfon:  and  then,  how  you  have  heard  him 
oration  at  the  Adam  and£ve  of  a  Saturday 
night,  about  RufTia  and  PrulTia:  £coa, 
George  Gage  the  excifeman  is  nothing  at 
all  to  un. 

j^tk  Mob.  A  Primmer! 

Heel-Tap.  Ay,  if  the  folks  above  did  but 
know  him ;  why,  lads,  he  will  make  us  all 
ftatefmen  in  time. 

zd  Mob.  Indeed! 

Heel-Tap.  Why,  he  fwears  as  how  all 
the  mifcarriages  are  owing  to  the  great 
people's  not  learning  to  read. 

^dMob.  Indeed! 

Heel-Tap.  For,  fays  Peter,  fays  he,  if  they 
would  but  once  fubmit  to  be  learnedby  me, 
there  is  no  knowing  to  what  a  pitch  the  na- 
tion might  rife. 

ijl  Mob, 
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ijl  Mob.  Ay,  I  wi{h  they  Would. 

Sneak.  Crilpin,  what  is  Peter  Primmer  a 
candidate  i^ 

Htd-Tap.  He  is,  Mafter  Sneak. 

Sneak.  Lord,  I  know  him,  mun,  as  well 
as  my  mother ;  why,  I  ufed  to  go  to  his  lec- 
tures to  Pewterers-hall  'long  with  deputy 
Firkin. 

Heel-Tap.  Like  enough. 

Sneak.  Odds-me,  brother  Bruin,  can  you 
tell  me  what  is  become  of  my  vife  ? 

Bruin.  She  is  gone  off  with  the  Major. 

Sneak.  Mayhap  to  take  a  walk  in  the  gar- 
den ;  I  will  go  and  take  a  peep  at  what  they 
are  doing.  (Exit  Sneak, 

Mob  without  huzza. 

Heel-Tap.  Gad-fo!  the  candidates  are 
coming.  Come,  neighbours,  range  your- 
felves  to  the  right  andleft, that  you  may  be 
canvafs'd  in  order :  let  us  fee  who  comes 
tirft? 

ifi  Mob.  Mafler  Mug. 

Heel-Tap.  Now, neighbours,  have  a  good 
caution  that  this  Mafter  Mug  does  not  ca- 
jole you ;  he  is  a  damn'd  palavering  fellow. 

Enter  Matthew  Mug, 
Mug.  Gentlemen,  I  am  the  loweft  of 
your  (laves :  Mr.  Heel-Tap,  have  the  ho- 
nour of  killing  your  hand. 

Hed-Tap.  There,  did  not  I  tell  you  ? 
Mug. 
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Mv^.  Ah,  my  very  good  friend,  I  hope 
your  father  is  well  ? 

iji  Mob.  He  is  dead. 

Mu^.  So  he  is.  Mr,  Grub.ifmy  wjflies 
prevail,  your  very  good  wife  is  in  health. 

2d  Mob.  Wife !  I  never  was  married. 

Mug.  No  more  you  were.  Well,  neigh- 
bours and  friends — Ah !  what  honefl  Dick 
fiennet. 

Qd  Mob.  My  name  is  Gregory  Gubbins, 

Mug.  You  are  right,  it  is  io ;  and  how 
fares  it  with  good  Mafter  Gubbins? 

^d  Mob.  Pretty  tight,  Mafter  Mug. 

Mug.  I  am  exceedingly  happy  to  hear  it. 

^th  Mob.  Harkye,  Mafter  Mug. 

Mug.  Yourpleafuremy  very  dear  friend? 

/[th  Mob.  Why  as  how,  and  concerning 
our  young  one  at  home. 

Mug.  Right ;  {he  is  a  prodigious  promif- 
ing  girl. 

^tb  Mob.  Girl !  Zooks,  why  'tis  a  boy. 

Mug.  True ;  a  fine  boy !  1  love  and  ho- 
nour the  child. 

4/A  Mob.  Nay,  'tis  none  fuch  a  child ; 
but  you  promis'd  to  get  un  a  place. 

Mug.  A  place!  what  place? 

/\th  Mob.  Why,  a  gentleman 'sfervice, you 
know. 

Mag.  It  is  done  ;  it  is  fixed  ;  it  is  fettled. 

^th  A/oi.- And  when  is  the  lad  to  take  on! 

M»§^.  He  muftgoin  a  fortnight  at  fariheft. 
4M  Mob. 
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4ihMob.  And  is  it  a  pretty  goodilh  birth 
Mafter  Mug  ? 

Mug.  The  befl  in  the  world ;  head  but< 
ler  tolady  Barbara  Bounce. 

4th  Mob.  A  lady ! 

Mug.  The  wages  are  not  much,  but  the 
nails  are  amazing. 

4th  Mob.  Barbara  Bunch  i^ 

Mug.  Yes ;  (he  has  routs  on  Tuefdays 
andSundays.andhegathersthetables;only 
he  finds  candles,  cards,  coffee.and  tea. 

Ath  Mob.  Is  Lady  Barbara's  work  pretty 
dght? 

Mug.  As  good  as  a  fine-cure ;  he  only 
writes  cards  to  her  company,  and  drefles  his 
miftrefs's  hair. 

4th  Mob.  Hair !  Zounds,  why  Jack  was 
bred  to  dreffing  of  horfes. 

Mug.  True ;  but  he  is  fufiered  to  do  that 
by  deputy. 

4th  Mob.  May  be  fo. 

Mug.  It  is  fo.  Harkye,  dear  Heel-Tap. 
who  is  this  fellow?  1  mould  remember  his 
face. 

Heel-Tap.  And  don't  you.-* 

Mug.  Not  I,  I  profefs. 

Heel-Tap.  No! 

Muii.  No. 

Heel-Tap.  Well  faid,  Mafter  Mug;  but 
come,  timewears:  haveyou  any  thingmore 
to  fay  to  the  Corporation? 

Mug. 
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Mug.  Gentlemen  of  the  Corporation  of 
Garratt. 

Heel-Tap.  Now,  twig  him;  now,  raind 
him:  mark  now  he  hauls  his  mufcles  about. 

Mug.  The  honour  I  this  d^y  folicit,  will 
be'to  me  theroolt  honourable  honourthat 
can  be  conferr'd;  and,  fliould  I  fucceed, 
you,  gentlemen,  may  depend  on  my  ufing 
my  utmoft  endeavours  to  promote  the  good 
of  the  borough;  for  which  purpofe,  the  en- 
couragement of  your  trade  ana  manufafto- 
ries  will  molt  principalfy  tend.  Garratt  it 
mufl  be  own'd,  is  an  inland  town  and  has 
nor,  like  Wandfworth  andFulhamandPut- 
ney,the  glorious  advantage  of  a  port;  but 
what  nature  has  denied,  indullry  may  fup- 
ply;cabba.ge,carrots,andcolly-flowr's,may 
be  deemed  at  prefent,  your  ftaple  commo- 
dities ;  but  why  (hould  not  your  commerce 
be  extended  ?  Were  I,  gentlemen,  worthy 
to  advife,  I  Ihould  recommend  the  opening 
a  new  branch  of  trade  ;  fparagrafs,  gentle- 
men, the  manufa6luring  of  fparagrafs:  Bat- 
terfea,  I  own,  gentlemen,  bears,  at  prefent, 
the  belle  ;  but  where  lies  the  fault  ?  In  our- 
felves,  gentlemen  :  let  us,  gentlemen,  but 
exert  our  natural  flrengch,  and  I  will  take 
upon  me  to  fay,thatahundred  of  graft  from 
the  Corporation  of  Garratt,  will  in  a  fhort 
time,  atthe  London  market,be  held,  at  leafl 
as  an  equivalent  to  a  Batterfca  bundle. 

Mok  A  Mug !  a  Mug ! 
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Hcel'Tap.  DamnthefellowwJiatatongue 
he  has !  God,  I  muft  ftep  in,  or  he  will 
carry  the  day.     Harkee,  Mafler  Mug! 

Mug.  Yourpleafuremyverygoodfnend: 

Heel-Tap.  No  flummering  me:  I  tell 
thee,  Matthew,  'twon't  do  :  why,  as  to  this 
article  of  ale  here,  how  comes  it  about  that 
you  have  raifed  it  a  penny  a  quart? 

Mug.  A  wordin  yourear,  Crifpin  ;  you 
and  your  friends  (hall  have  itat  threepence. 

Heel-T"P.  What,  firrah,  d'ye  offer  a 
bribe !  D'ye  dare  to  corrupt  me,  you 
fcoundre] ! 

Mug.  Gentlemen — 

Heel-Tap.  Here,  neighbours ;  the  fellow 
has  offer'd  to  bate  a  penny  a  quart,  if  fo  be 
as  how  I  would  be  confenting  to  impofe  up- 
on you. 

Mob.  No  Mug  !  no  Mug ! 

Mug.  Neighbours,  friends. 

Mob,  No  Mug! 

Mug.  I  believe  this  is  the  firft  borough 
that  ever  was  loft  by  the  returning  officer's 
refufing  a  bribe.  \^Exit  Mug. 

zdMob.  Letusgoandpuli  down  his  fign. 

Heel-Tap.  Hold, hold,  no  riot:  but  that 
we  may  not  give  Mug  time  to  pervert  the 
votes  and  carry  the  day,  let  us  proceed  to 
the  ele6lion. 

Mob.  Agreed!  agreed! 

[£x?(HeeI-Tap,  andMoh, 
Sir 
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Sir  Jacob,  Bruin,  and  Wife,  come  from  the 
balcony. 

Sir  Ja£.  Well,  fon  Brijin,  how  d'ye  re- 
•lifh  the  Corporation  of  Garratt? 

Bruin.  Why,  lookye,  Sir  Jacob,  my 
way  is  always  to  fpeak  what  I  think :  I 
don't  approve  on't  at  all. 

Mrs.  Bruin.  No! 

Sir  7ac.  And  what's  your  objeflion? 

Brum.  Why,  I  was  never  over-fond  of 
your  May-games:  befides,corporationsare 
too  ferious  things ;  they  are  edge-tools.  Sir 
Jacob. 

Sir  Jfac.  That  they  are  frequently  tools, 
I  can  readily  grant ;  buti  neverhearamuch 
of  their  edge. 

Mrs.  Bruin.  Well  now,  I  proteft,  I  am 
pleas'd  with  it  mightily. 

Bruin.  And  who  the  devil  doubts  it?— 
You  women  folks  are  eafily  pleas'd. 

Mrs.  Bruin.  Well,  I  like  it  fo  well,  that 
I  hope  to  lee  one  every  year. 

Bruin.  Do  you?  Why  then  you  will  be 
damnably  bit;  you  may  take  your  leave  I 
can  tell  you,  for  this  is  the  lafl:  you  ftiall  fee. 

Sir  jac.  Fye,  Mr.  Bruin,  how  can  you 
be  fuch  a  bear :  is  that  a  manner  of  treating 
your  wife? 

Bruin.  What,  I  fuppofe  you  would  have 

me  fuch  a  fniveling  lot  as  your  fon-in-law 

C  4  Sneak, 
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Sneak,  to  truckle  and  cringe,  to  fetch  and 
to— 

Enter  Sneak,  in  a  violent  burry. 

Sneak.  Where's  brother  Bruin?  OLord! 
brother,  I  have  fuch  a  difoial  ftory  to  tell 
you — 

Bruin.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Sneak.  Why,  you  know  1  went  into  the 
garden  to  took  for  my  vife  and  the  Major, 
and  there  I  hu!>ted  and  iiunted  as  (harp  as 
if  it  had  beer-  for  one  of  my  own  minikcns ; 
but  t^e  deuce  a  Major  or  Mad^^m  could  I 
fcr:  atli.lt  a  ttiOiighi  came  into  my  head 
to  look  for  them  up  m  the  fummer  houfe. 

hruin.  And  there  you  fou.id  them  ? 

Sneak.  I'll  tell  you,  the  dooi  was  lock'd; 
and  then  I  look'd  ihro'  <he  key-hol? :  and, 
thers..  Lord  a  me;cy  upon  us  !  \Wfii/pe7s'^ 
asfurc  as  a  ;.un. 

Brum.  Indeed  !  Zounds,  why  did  notyou 
break  open  the  door  ? 

Sneak  I  durft  not :  what,  would  you 
have  me  fet  my  wit  to  a  foldicr  ?  I  warrant 
the  Major  would  have  knock'd  me  down 
with  one  of  his  boots ;  for  I  colM  fee  they 
wert  boih  of  them  off. 

Bruin.  Very  well !  Pretty  doings  ?  You 
fee,  6ir  J^cob,  ihefc  are  the  fruits  of  indul- 
gence: you  may  call  me  a  bear,  but  your 
daughter  ihall  never  make  me  a  bdall. 

Mob, 
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Mob  huzzas. 

Sir  Jac.  Hey  day!  What  is  the  eledion 
oVer  alreadv. 

Enter  Cntpin,  &c. 

HeeL  Tap.  Where  is  maner  Sneak? 

Sneak.  Here,  Crifpin. 

Heel-Tap.  The  ancient  Corporation  of 
Garrattj  in  confideration  of  your  great 
parts  and  abilities,  and  <.ut  ot"  refpeft  to 
their  landlord,  Sir  Jacob,  have  unani- 
xnoufly  chofen  you  mayor. 

Sneak.  Me !  huzza !  good  Lord,  who 
would  have  thought  it :  but  how  came 
Mailer  Hrimmer  to  lofe  it  ? 

Heel-Tip.  Why,  Phill  Fleam  had  told 
the  elettors,  that  Mafter  Primmer  was  an 
Irifhman ;  and  fo  they  would  none  of  ihem 
give  their  vote  for  a  foreigner. 

Sneak.  So  then,  I  have  it  for  certain : 
Huzza!  Now,  brother  Bruin,  you  fhall 
fee  how  III  manage  my  Madam  :  Gad,  I'll 
make  her  know  i  am  a  man  of  authority; 
(he  (han't  tliink  to  bullock  and  domineer 
over  me. 

Bruin.  Now  for  it.  Sneak ;  the  enemy's 
at  hand. 

Sneak.  You  promife  to  ftand  by  me, 
brother  Bruin. 

Bruin.  Tooth  and  nail. 

Sneak.  Then  now  for  it ;  I  am  ready, 
let  her  come  when  (he  will. 

Enter 
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Enter  Mrs.  Sneak. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Where  is  the  puppy? 

Sneak.  Yes,  yes,  fhe  is  axing  for  me. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  So,  fot ;  what,  is  this  true 
that  I  hear? 

Sneak,  May  be  'tis,  may  be  'tan't:  I 
don't  chufe  to  truft  my  affairs  with  a  vo- 
man.    Is  that  right,  brother  Bruin  ? 

Bruin.  Fine !  don't  bate  her  an  inch. 

Sneak.  Stand  by  me. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Hey-day !  I  am  amaz'd ! 
"Why,  what  is  the  meaning  of  this  ? 

Sneak.  The  meaning  is  plain,  that  I  am 
grown  a  man,  and  vil  do  what  I  pleafe, 
without  being  accountable  to  nobody. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Why,  the  fellow  is  furely 
bewitch'd. 

Sneak.  No,  I  am  unwitch'd,  and  that  you 
fliall  know  to  your  coft ;  and  fince  you 
provoke  me,  I  will  tell  you  a  bit  of  my 
mind:  what,  I  am  the  hufband,  I  hope? 

Brum.  That's  right :  at  her  again. 

Sneak.  Yes ;  and  you  ftian't  think  to 
he£lor  and  domineer  over  me  as  you  have 
done ;  for  Til  go  to  the  club  when  I  pleafe, 
and  Hay  out  as  Tate  as  I  lift,  and  rowin  aboat 
to  Putney  on  Sundays,  and  wifit  my  friends 
at  Vitfontide,  and  keep  the  key  of  the  till, 
and  help  myfelf  at  table  to  vhat  vittles  I 
like,  and  I'll  have  a  bit  of  the  brown. 

Bruin 
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Bruin.  Bravo,  brother!  Sneak,  the  day  s 
your  own. 

SneaA.  An't  ii?  vhy,  I  did  not  think  it 
vas  in  me  :  (hali  I  tell  her  all  I  know? 

Bruin.  Every  thing ;  you  fee  Ihe  is 
llruck  dumb. 

Sneak.  As  anoyfter:  befides  madam,  I 
have  fomething  furder  to  teli  you  :  ecod, 
if  fome  folks  go  into  gardens  with  Majors, 
mayhap  other  people  may  go  into  garrets 
with  maids. — There,  I  gave  it  her  home, 
brother  Bruin. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Why  doodle!  jackanapes! 
harkee,  who  am  I  ? 

Sneak.  Come,  don't  go  to  call  names:  am 
I  ?  vhy  my  vife,  and  I  am  your  mafter. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  My  mafter !  you  paltry, 
puddling  puppy;  you  fneaking  riiabby, 
icrubby,  fniveling-whelp ! 

Sneak.  Brother  Bruin,  don't  let  her 
come  near  me. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Have  I,  firrah,  demean'd 
myfelf  to  wed  fuch  a  thing,  fuch  a  reptile 
as  thee  !  Have  I  not  made  myfelf  a  bye- 
word  to  all  my  acquaintance !  Don't  all 
the  world  cry,  Lord,  who  would  have 
thought  it!  Mifs  Molly  Joilup  to  be  mar- 
ried to  Sneak  ;  to  take  up  at  laft  with  fuch 
a  noodle  as  he  ! 

Sneak.  Ay,  and  glad  enough  you  could 
catch  me  :  you  know,  you  was  pretty  near 
your  laft  legs. 

Mrs,  Sneak, 
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Mrs.  Sneak,  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  con* 
fident  cur?  My  laft  legs  !  Why,  all  the 
country  knows,  I  could  have  pick'd  and 
chus'd  where  I  would  :  did  not  I  refufe 
'Squire  Ap-Griffith  trom  Wales  ?  did  not 
Counfellor  Crab  come  a  courting  a  twelve- 
month? did  not  Mr.  Wort,  the  ereat 
brewer  of  Brentford,  make  an  oficr  that  I 
fliouldkeep  my  poft-chay  ? 

Sneak.  Nay,  brother  Bruin,  fhe  has  had 
werry  good  proffers,  that  is  certain. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  My  lafl  legs ! — but  I  can 
rein  my  paflion  no  longer ;  let  me  get  at 
the  vilfam. 

Bruin.  O  fye,  fitter  Sneak. 

Sneak.  Hold  her  faft. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Mr.  Bruin,  unhand  me: 
what,  is  it  you  that  have  flirred  up  thefe 
coals  then ;  tie  is  fet  on  by  you  to  abufe  me. 

Bruin.  Not  I;  I  would  only  have  a  man 
behave  like  a  man. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  What,  and  are  you  to  teach 
him,  I  warrant — But  here  comesthe  Major. 

Enter  Major  Sturgeon. 
Oh  Major!  fucha  riotand  rumpus!  Like 
a  man  indeed !  I  wifh  people  would  mind 
their  own  affairs,  and  not  meddle  with  mat- 
ters that  does  not  concern  them  :  but  all  in 
good  time;  I  fhall  one  day  catch  him  alone 
when  he  has  not  his  bullies  to  back  him. 
Sneak. 
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Sneai.  Adod,  that's  true,  brother  Bruin ; 
what  fliall  I  do  when  (he  has  me  at  home, 
and  nobody  by  but  ourfelves  ? 

Bruin,  If  you  get  her  once  under,  you 
may  do  with  her  whatever  you  will. 

Klajor,  Look  ye,  Mafter  Bruin,  I  don't 
know  how  this  behaviour  may  fuit  with 
a  citizen ;  but,  were  you  an  officer,  and 
Major  Sturgeon  upon  your  court-martial— 

Bruin.  What  then  ? 

Major.  Then !  why  then  you  would  be 
broke. 

Bruin.  Broke !  and  for  what  ? 

Major.  What !  read  the  articles  of  war: 
butthefethingsareoutofyourrpear;  points 
of  honour  are  for  the  fons  of  the  fword. 

Sneak.  Honour !  if  you  come  to  that, 
where  was  your  honour  when  you  got  my 
vife  in  the  garden  ? 

Major.  Now,  Sir  Jacob,  this  is  the  curie 
of  our  cloth :  all  fufpefled  for  the  faulu 
of  a  few. 

Sneak.  Ay,  and  not  without  reafon  ;  I 
heardofyourtricksatthekingofBohemy, 
when  you  was  campaining  about,  I  did :  fa- 
ther Sir  Jacob,he  is  as  wiciousasanold  ram. 

Major,  Stop  whilft  you  are  fafe,  Mailer 
Sneak ;  for  the  fake  of  your  amiable  lady, 
I  pardon  what  is  paft — But  for  you — 

Bruin.  Well. 

Major.  Dreadthewholeforceofmyfuiy. 
Brum. 
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Bruin.  Why,  lookye,  Major  Sturgeon, 
I  don't  much  care  for  your  poppers  and 
fharps,  becaufe  why,  they  are  out  of  my 
way ;  but  if  you  will  doff  with  your  boots, 
and  box  a  couple  of  bouts 

Major.  Box!  box!  blades!  bullets! 
Baglhot ! 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Norfortheworld,  my  dear 
Major !  oh,  rifk  not  fo  precious  a  life.  Un- 
grateful wretches !  and  is  this  the  reward 
for  all  the  great  feats  he  has  done?  After 
all  his  marching,  his  foufings,  his  fweat- 
ings,  his  fwimmings ;  muil  his  dear  blood 
be  fpilt  by  a  broker  ! 

Major.  Befatisfy'd,  fweet  Mrs.  Sneak  ; 
thefe  little  fracafes  we  foldicrs  are  fubjeft 
to;  trifles,  bagatailes,  Mrs.  Sneak:  but  that 
matters  mav  be  condu6led  in  a  military 
manner,  I  will  get  our  chaplain  to  pen  me  a 
challenge.  Expeftlohearfrom  my  adjutant. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Major,  Sir  Jacob;  what,  are 

you  all  leagu'd  againft  his  dear A  man ! 

yes,  a  very  manly  aftion  indeed  to  fet  mar- 
ried people  a  quarreling,  and  ferment  a  dif- 
ference betiveen  hufband  and  wife  ;  if  you 
were  a  man,  you  would  not  (land  by  and 
fee  a  poor  woman  beat  and  abus'd  by  a 
brute,  you  would  not. 

Sneak.  Oh  Lord,  I  can  hold  out  no 

longer  !  why,  brother  Bruin,  you  have  fet 

her  a  veeping :  my  life,  my  lovy,  don't 

veep : 
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veep  :  did  I  ever  think  I  fliould  have  made 
my  Molly  to  veep  ? 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Laft  legs !  you  lubberly— 
[Strikes  him. 

Sirjac.  Oh,  fyel  Molly. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  What,  are  you  leagu'd 
againft  me,  Sir  Jacob  ? 

Sirjac.  Prithee,  don't  expofe  yourrelf 
before  the  whole  parifh :  but  what  has 
been  the  occafion  of  this  ? 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Why  has  not  he  gone  and 
made  himfelf  the  fool  of  the  fair  ?  Mayor 
of  Garratt  indeed  !  ecod,  I  could  trample 
him  under  my  feet. 

Sneak..  Nay,  why  fljould  you  grudge 
me  my  purfarment  ? 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  an 
oaf?  why  thee  wilt  be  pointed  at  wherever 
thee  goeft :  lookyc,  Jerry,  mind  what  I 
'ay  ;  go  get  'em  to  chufe  fomebody  elfe, 
or  never  come  near  me  again. 

Sneak.  What  (hall  IdoJatherSir Jacob? 

Sir  Jac.  Nay,  daughter,  you  take  this 
thingintoo  ferious  alight ;  my honeft  neigh- 
bours thought  to  compliment  me:  but 
come,  we'll  fettle  the  bufinefs  at  once. 
Neighbours,  my  fon  Sneak  being  feldom 
amongft  us,  the  duty  will  never  be  done, 
fo  we  will  get  our  honeft  friend  Heel-Tap 
to  execute  the  office ;  he  is,  I  think  every 
way  qualified. 

Mob.  A  Heel-Tap ! 

HeeUTab.  What  d'ye  mean,  as  Mafler 
Jeremy's  deputy  ?  Sit 
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Sir  Jac.  Ay,  ay,  his  Locum  Tenens. 

Uneak.  Do,  Crifpin :  do  be  my  Locum 
Tenens. 

JHcel'Tap.  Give  me  your  hand,  Mafter 
Sneak,  and  to  oblige  you  I  will  be  the  Ij)- 
cum  Tenens. 

S&  Jac.  So,  that  is  fettled ;  but  now  to 
heal  the  other  bre  ich  :  come,  Major,  the 
£entlemenofyourclothreldombearmalice; 
let  me  interpoff  between  you  and  my  fon. 

Major.  Yourfon-in-law,  Sir  Jacob,does 
deferve  a  caftigation ;  but  on  recolleflion,  a 
cit  would  but  fully  my  arms.  I  forgive  him. 

Sir  Jac,  That's  right ;  as  a  token  of 
amity,  and  to  celebrate  our  feaft,  let  us  call 
in  the  fiddles.  Now  if  the  Major  had  but 
his  flioes,  he  might  join  in  a  country-dance. 

Major.  Sir  Jacob,  no  ftioes,  a  Major 
muft  be  never  out  of  his  boots ;  always 
ready  foraftion.  Mrs.  Sneak  will  find  me 
iightfome  enough. 

Uneak.  What  are  all  thevomen  engaged? 
why  then  my  Locxim  Tenens  and  I  will  jig 
together.    Forget  and  forgive.  Major. 

Major.  Freely. 
Nor  be  it  faid,  that,  after  all  my  toil, 
I  ftain'd  my  regimentals  by  a  broil. 
To  you  I  dedicate  boots,  fword,  and  Ihield, 

Sir  Jac,  As  harmlefs  in  the  chamber  as 
the  6eld. 


THE    END. 
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ACT  I. 

Enter  Will  Tirehack,  and  Harry  Scamper,  hotid, 
^witk  Whipi  in  their  Hands,  into  a  Side-Box. 

Scamper. 

JrSH A W !  zounds ;  prithee,  WilJ,  let  us  go ;  what 
signifies  our  slaying  here  ? 

Ttrekack.  Nay,  but  tarry  a  little  j  besides,  you 
know  we  promised  to  give  Poll  Bayliss  and  Bett 
Skinner  the  meeting. 

Scamper.  No  matter,  we  shall  be  sure  to  find 
them  at  three  at  the  Shakspeare. 

Ttrekack.  But  as  we  are  here,  Harry,  Jet  us  know 
a  little  what  it's  about  ? 

Scamper.  About!  Why  lectures,  you  fool !  Have 
not  you  read  the  bills?  and  we  have  plenty  of  them 
at  Oxford  you  know  ! 

Tirehack.  Well,  but  for  all  that,  there  may  be 
fun.  ' 

Scamper.  Why  then,  stav  and  enjov  it  yourself- 
and  I'll  step  to  the  Bull  and  Gate,  and  call  upon 
Jerry  Lack-Latin,  and  my  horse.  We  shall  see  vou 
at  three.  \Risinr 

Tirehack.     Nay,  but  prithee,  stay. 

Scamper.     Rot  me  if  1  do. 

n-    7    .      ,,  „       „  {Going  out  of  the  Box. 

Tirehack.    Halloo,  Harry  !  Harry— 
Scamper.     Well,  what's  the  matter  now  ? 

[Reiumiug. 
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Tirehach.  Here's  Pull  Bayliss  come  into  the  gal- 
lery. 

Scamper.    No. 

Tirehuck.    She  is,  by — 

Scamper,  [/ooi/wf.]  Yes,  faith !  it  is  she,  sure 
enough. —  How  goes  if.  Poll  ? 

Tirehack.     Well,  now,  we  shall  haveyou,  I  hope  ? 

Scamper.     Ay,  if  1  thought  we  should  get  any  fun. 

Tirehack.  I'll  make  au  enquiry.  Halloo  !  snuf- 
fers, snuffers ! 

Enter  Candle-snuffer. 

Your  pleasure,  sir? 

Tirehack.     What  is  all  this  business  about  here  ? 

Snuffer.     Can't  say,  sir. 

Scamper.  Well  but  you  could  if  you  would,  let 
us  into  the  secret. 

Sniffer.     Not  I,  upon  my  honour! 

Tire/ia.k.  Your  honour,  you  son  of  a  whore  ! 
D'ye  hear,  bid  your  master  come  hither,  we  want  to 
ask  him  a  question. 

Snuffer.     I  will —  [Exit. 

Tirehack.    Scamper,  will  you  ask  him,  or  shall  1  ? 

Scamper.    Let  me  alone  to  him — 

Enter  FOOTE. 

Tirehack.     O !  here  he  is — 

Foo/e.    Your  commands  with  me,  gentlemen  ? 

Scamper,  Why,  you  must  know  Will  and  I  here 
are  upon  a  scheme  from  Oxford  ;  and  because  cash 
begins  to  run  low — How  much  have  you.  Will  ? 

Tirehack.  Three  and  twenty  shillings,  besides  the 
crown  I  paid  at  the  door. 

Scamper.  And  I  eighteen  ;  now,  as  this  will  last 
us  but  to-night,  we  are  willing  to  husband  our  time ; 
let  us  see,  Will,  how  are  we  engaged  ? 

Tirehack.  Why  at  three,  with  Bctt  and  Poll, 
there,  at  the  Shakspeare ;  after  that  to  the  Corona- 
tion ;  for  you  know  wc  have  seen  it  but  nine  times — 
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Scamper.  And  then  back  to  the  Shnkspeare 
again  ;  where  we  sup,  and  take  horse  at  the  door. 

Tire&ack.  So  there's  no  time  to  be  lost,  you  see  ; 
we  desire,  therefore,  to  know  what  sort  of  a  thing  this 
affair  here  of  yours  is?  What,  is  it  damn'd  funny  and 
comical  } 

Foote.     Have  you  not  seen  the  Bills  ? 

Scamper.  What,  about  the  lectures?  ay,  but 
that's  all  slang,  [suppose  ;  no,  no.  No  tricks  upon 
travellers ;  no,  we  know  better — What,  are  there 
any  more  of  you  ;  or  do  you  do  it  all  yourself? 

Fooie.  If  I  was  in  want  of  comedians,  you  gen- 
tlemen, are  kind  enough  to  lend  me  a  lift ;  but  upon 
my  word,  my  intentions,  as  the  bill  will  inform  you, 
are  serious-  ■    ■ 

Tirehack.  Are  they  ?  then  I'll  have  my  money 
again.  What,  do  you  think  we  come  to  London  to 
learn  any  thing? — Come,  Will.  \Going. 

Foote.  Hold,  Gentlemen,  I  would  detain  you  if 
possible.     What  is  it  you  expect  ? 

Scamper.    To  be  jolly,  and  laugh,  to  be  sure — 

Foote.     At  what  ? 

Tirehack.     At  what damme,  I  don't  know — 

at  you,  and  your  frolicks  and  fancies — 

Foole.  If  that  is  all  you  desire,  why,  perhaps  we 
shan't  disappoint  you — 

Scamper.  Shan't  you  ? — why,  that  is  an  honest 
fellow — come,  begin — 

Foote.  But  you'll  be  so  kind  as  not  to  interrupt  me? 

Scamper.     Never  fear 

Foote.     Ladies  and  gentlemen — 

[Suds/rom  the  opposite  box  calls  to  Foote, 
and  stops  him  short. 

Suds.  Stop  a  minute  i  may  I  be  permitted  to 
speak  ? 

Fooie.    Doubtless,  Sir — 

Stids.  Why  the  affair  is  this  :  My  wife  Alice — 
for  you  must  know  my  name  is  Ephraim  Suds,  I  am 
a  soap-boiler  in  the  city, — took  Uvnto^iCT  Vw-^j-mo.^  i 
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nothing  would  serve  her  turn,  but  that  I  must  be  a 
common-cciincilman  this  year;  for,  says  Alice,  jayj 
she,  It  is  the  unite  t  way  to  rise  in  the  world. 

Foole.     A  just  observation — you  succeeded? 

Suds.  Oh  !  there  was  no  clanger  of  that — yes,  yes, 
I  got  it  all  hollow  ;  but  now  to  come  to  the  marrow 
of  the  business.  Well,  Alice,  says  I,  now  I  am 
chosen,  what's  next  to  be  done?  "  Why  now,  says 
Alice,  jayj  jAf,  thee  must  learn  to  make  speeches; 
why  dost  not  see  what  purferment  neighbour  Gro- 
gram  has  got ;  why  man,  'tis  all  brought  about  by 
his  spceekifying.  1  tell  thee  what,  Ephraim,  if  thee 
can'st  but  once  learn  to  lay  down  the  law,  there's  no 
knowing  to  what  thee  may'st  rise-      " 

Foole.     Your  lady  had  reason. 

Suds.  Why  I  thought  so  too;  and,  as  good  luck 
would  have  it,  who  should  come  into  the  city,  in  the 
very  nick  of  time  but  master  professor  alcng  with 
his  lectures — Adod,  away,  in  a  hurry,  Alice  and  E 
danced  to  Pewterers-Hall. 

Foote.     You  improved,  I  hope  ? 

Suds.  O  Lud  !  it  is  unknown  what  knowledge 
we  got ;  we  can  read — Oh  !  we  never  stop  to  spell 
a  word  now — and  then  he  told  us  such  things  about 
verbs,  and  nouns,  and  adverbs,  that  never  entered 
our  heads  before,  and  emphasis,  and  accent ;  heaven 
bless  us,  I  did  not  think  there  had  been  such  things 
in  the  world. 

Foole.     And  have  you  speech'jiedyex  ? 

Suds.  Soft  ?  soft  and  tair  ;  we  must  walk  before 
we  can  run — I  think  I  hav^  laid  a  pretty  foundation. 
'Ilie  Mansion>hou5e  was  not  built  in  a  day,  Master 
Foote.  But  to  goon  with  my  tale,  my  dame  one  day 
looking  over  the  papers,  came  running  to  me; 
Now,  Ephraim,  says  slie,  thy  business  is  done  ;  rare 
news,  lad ;  here  is  a  man  at  the  other  end  of  the 
town,  that  will  make  thee  a  speecher  at  once,  and 
outshepull'd  your  proposals.  Ah,  Alice,  says  I, 
ihee  be'st  but  a  fool,  why  I  know  that  man,  he  is  all 
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Upon  his  fun  ;  he  lecture — why  'tis  all  but  a  bam — 
Well, 'tis  hut  seeing,  says  she,  so,  wo/ens  no/ens,  she 
would  have  me  come  hither;  now  if  so  be  you  be 
serious,  I  shall  think  my  money  wisely  bestowed  j 
but  if  it  be  only  your  comical  works,  1  can  tell  you, 
you  shall  see  me  no  more. 

Foole.  Sir,  I  should  be  extremely  sorry  to  lose 
you  ;  if  I  knew  but  what  would  content  you  ? 

Suds.  Why,  I  want  to  l.e  made  an  orators; 
and  to  speak  speeches,  as  I  tell  you,  at  our  meetings, 
about  politicks,  and  peace,  and  addresses,  and  the 
new  bridge,  and  all  them  kind  of  things. 

Foole.  Why,  with  your  happy  talents  I  should 
think  much  might  be  done. 

Suds.  I  am  proud  to  hear  you  say  so.  Indeed  I 
am.  I  did  jy«fii}^  once  at  a  vestry  ccncerning  new 
lettering  the  church  buckets,  and  came  off  cutely 
enough  ;  and,  to  say  the  truth,  that  was  the  thing 
that  provoked  me  to  go  to  Pew terers- Hall. 

[Si/s  down  again. 

Foote.  Well,  sir,  I  flatter  myself,  (hat  in  propor- 
tion to  the  difference  of  abilities  in  your  two  instruc- 
tors, you  will  here  make  a  tolerable  progress.  But 
now,  sir,  with  your  favour,  we  will  proceed  to  ex- 
plain the  nature  of  our  design,  and  1  hope  in  the  pro- 
cess, you,  gentlemen,  will  find  entertainment,  and 
you,  sir,  information. 

A'.'r.  FooTE  then  proceeded  in  His  lecture . 

My  plan,  genllemen,  is  to  be  considered  as  a  su- 
perstructure on  that  admirable  foundation  laid  by 
the  modern  professor  of  English,  both  our  labours 
tending  to  the  same  general  end  ;  the  perfectioning 
of  our  countrymen  in  a  most  essential  article,  the 
right  use  of  their  native  language. 

But  what  he  has  happily  begun,  t  have  the  vanity 
o  think  I  have  as  happily  finished  j  he  has,  it  is  true, 
troduced  you  into  the  body  of  the  church,  but  1 
nduct  you  into  the  choirof  the  cathedral:  t)r,to 
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explain  mvself  by  a  more  familiar  allusion,  thou<;li 
he  is  the  Poitier  who  teaches  you  the  step  and  the 
grounds  ;  yet  I  am  the  Gallini  who  gives  you  the 
air,  and  the  grace  of  the  minuet. 

His  aim  is  propriety  alone  j  mine  propriety  with 
elegance. 

For  thouffh  reading,  so  shamefully  neglected, 
not  on!-'  by  those  of  tender  years,  but  the  adult  j 
not  only  by  children,  but  even  by  grown  men  and 
women  ;  not  only  in  our  private  seminaries,  but  in 
our  public  universities  ;  is  allowed  to  be  a  necessary 
ingredient  towards  the  formation  of  an  orator ;  yet, 
a  great  many  other  rules,  a  great  many  other  pre- 
cepts are  requisite  to  obtain  this  perfection. 

Nay,  perhaps  we  might,  to  support  an  argument 
without  the  danger  of  a  defeat,  at  least  if  we  may 
trust  observation,  that  of  all  the  professions  that 
require  a  verbal  intercourse  with  the  public,  there 
is  no  one  to  which  reading  is  of  so  little  utility  as 
that  of  oratory. 

I  need  nut  insist  upon  this  head,  as  I  believe 
every  gentleman's  experience  will  furnish  him 
with  instances  of  men,  eminent  in  oratory,  who, 
from  an  early  vivacity  have  neglected,  or  the  in- 
dulgence of  their  parents  have  been  emancipated 
from  the  attention  and  application  necessary,  it  is 
true,  to  acquire  this  rugged  art,  but  at  the  same 
time  so  ill-suited  to  their  tender  years,  and  so 
opposite  to  those  innocent  amusements  in  which 
children  are  known  universally  to  delieht.  Thwart 
not  a  child,  Jor  you  spoil  his  temper — is,  or  at  least 
ought  to  be,  an  English  proverb,  as  it  is  an  univer- 
sal practice. 

I  would  not  here  be  understood  to  depreciate 
the  usefulness  of  reading,  or  to  detract  from  the 
exceeding  merit  of  the  professor's  plan ;  no,  my 
meaning  is  only  just  to  drop  a  hint  that  1  may  oc- 
casionally use  him  as  a  walking  stick ;  a  kind  of 
an  elegantly  clouded  Mocoa,  or  an  airy  Anamaboo :  yet 
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that  it  is  by  no  means  my  intention  to  depend  upon 
him  as  a  support,  or  lean  upon  him  as  a  crutch  ^  in 
a  word,  he  will  be  rather  ornamental  than  necessary 
to  me. 

But  useless  as  is  his  plan  to  me,  I  sincerely 
wish  it  success  for  the  sake  of  the  public ;  and 
if  my  influence  was  equal  to  my  inclinatiun,  I 
would  have  a  law  enacted,  upon  the  plan  of  the 
militia  bill,  that  annually,  or  biennially,  draughts 
should  be  made  from  every  parish  of  two,  three, 
or  more,  as  in  that  act  of  able-bodied,  so  in  this  of 
intelligent  persons,  who  at  the  expence  of  the 
several  counties,  should  be  sent  to  the  capital,  and 
there  compelled  to  go  through  as  many  courses  of 
the  professor's  lectures  as  he  shall  deem  sufficient; 
thus,  by  those  periodical  rural  detichments,  the 
whole  nation  will,  in  a  few  years,  be  completely 
served,  and  a  stock  of  learning  laid  in,  that  will  last 
till  time  shall  be  no  more. 

Would  our  rulers  but  adopt  this  scheme  !  how 
superior  would  England  be  even  to  the  most 
illustrious  periods  of  Greece  and  Rome  !  %vhat  an 
unrivalled  happiness  for  us,  what  an  eternal  fund 
of  fame  for  them !  Ye  Scions,  ye  Lycurgus's,  ye 
Numas,  hide  your  diminished  heads ;  see  what  a 
revolution  two  laws  in  a  few  years  have  produced ; 
see  a  whole  people,  sunk  in  more  than  Gothic 
ignorance,  accustomed  to  no  other  iron  implements 
than  the  pacific  plough-share,  or  the  harmless  spade, 
start  out  at  once  profound  scholars  and  veteran 
soldiers :  If  at  this  happy  period,  a  Frenchman,  think- 
ing any  thing  out  of  his  own  country  -worthy  his  at- 
tention, should  condescend  to  pay  this  kingdom  a 
visit,  methinks,  1  anticipate  the  account  he  will 
give  us  at  his  return,  (like  his  countryman  of  old, 
who,  at  the  taking  of  Rome,  bursting  into  the 
capitol,  and  there  finding  the  senate  fixed  and 
immovable  in  their  seats,  declared  them  an  assem- 
bly of  kings,)  so  will  he  at  once  pronounce  the 
whole  British  nation  to  be  an  army  of  generals^ 
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and  one  congregallon  of  doctors.  Happy  country  ! 
where  the  Anna  y  Toga  are  so  fortunately  blended, 
as  to  prevent  all  contention  for  the  pre-eminence. 

I  know  but  one  objection  that  can  be  made  to 
this  plan,  and  that  merely  a  temporary  one;  that 
the  culture  of  our  lands  will  sustain  an  infinite 
injury,  if  such  a  number  of  peasants  were  to 
deparochiate,  there  being  already  scarce  hands 
sufficient,  from  the  recruits  constantly  made  for 
Germany,  &c.  S:c.  S:c.  to  carry  on  the  common 
ness  of  husbandry. 

But  what  are  riches,  perishable  commodities, 
glittering,  transitory,  fallacious  goods,  when  com- 
pared to  the  substantial,  incorruptible  endowments 
of  the  mind  !  this  truth  is  indeed,  happily  inculcated 
by  an  old  KngliAh  adage  ; 

"  When  lands  and  goods  are  gone  and  spent, 

"  Then  learning  is  most  excellent." 

This  sensible  and  poetical  distich,  1  would 
recommend  to  Mr.  Professor,  as  a  motto  for  his 
intended  treatise  ;  but  1  suppose  he  is  already  well 
provided  with  an  apt  Latin,  if  not  a  Greek  one,  to 
either  of  which  1  must  yield  the  preference. 

But  to  wave  this  ethical  argument ;  I  think  I 
can  easily  foil  the  force  of  this  objection,  by  a 
natural  and  obvious  Sucadaneum.  Suppose  a  clause 
was  to  be  added  to  the  bill  for  the  importation  of 
tallow,  raw  hides,  and  live  cattle  from  Ireland,  that, 
during  this  literary  emigration,  a  sufBcIent  number 
of  inhabitants  of  that  country  may  be  transported 
hither  to  supply  the  vacancy:  but  here  it  must  be 
observed,  that  lor  this  purpose  an  act  of  parliament 
is  indispensibly  necessary  ;  for  though  it  would  be 
difficult,  if  not  impossible,  for  us,  in  our  present 
condition,  to  get  in  even  our  harvests,  without  the 
aid  of  hands  annually  exported  for  that  purpose 
from  Ireland ;  yet  this  is  at  the  best  but  an  illicit 
trade,  and  the  men  themselves  are  to  be  considered 
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under  the  article  of  smuggled  goods ;  a  very  heaw 
penalty  being  laid  by  statute  on  all  masters  of 
vessels,  who  shall  venture  to  import  any  of  the 
abovecited  commodity  into  this  realm,  without 
special  licence ;  to  this  purpose  I  recollect  a  case 
in  point,  the  fifth  of  William  and  Mary,  Ban.  Reg. 
The  King  contra  Oflaarty.  Vide  V.  Rep.  vol.  lii. 
chap.  9.  page  4. 

But  if  this  should  be  thought  by  the  people  in 
power  too  great  an  indulgence  to  the  Irish,  as  we 
nave  never  been  remarkably  profuse  in  our  favours 
to  our  loyal  and  affectionate  sister,  I  see  no  other 
method  of  redressing  the  imaginary  evil,  than  by 
exempting  from  this  service  alt  the  males  till  a 
general  peace,  and  accepting,  in  their  room,  a 
suitable  number  of  discreet  middle-aged  femalcsj 
and  these  when  they  have  been  properly  perfected  in 
the  mysteries  of  our  language,  may  be  returned  to 
iheir  several  parishes,  and  there  form  little  infantine 
communities  of  literati,  which  will  be  a  stock  for 
the  succeeding  generation  ;  and,  indeed,  upon  con- 
sideration, 1  don't  know  whether  this  won't  prove 
the  best  method  for  the  introduction  and  universal 
propagation  of  the  plan. 

For  the  English  common  people,  naturally  sullen 
and  obstinate,  and  religiously  attaclied  to  their  old 
customs,  might  be  shocked  and  scandalized  to  see, 
at  one  bold  stroke,  the  fescues  and  fasces,  which 
have  been,  from  time  immemorial,  consigned  to  one, 
or  more  matron  in  every  village,  ravished  at  once 
from  their  hands,  and  delivered  over  to  the  admi- 
nistration of  the  opposite  sex. 

But  to  return  to  my  own  subject,  from  wliich  my 
zeal  for  Mr.  Professor's  success  has  tempted  me  to 
make  rather  too  long  a  digiession. 

When  I  ventured  to  afiirm  that  the  profession 
of  an  Orator  might  exist  independently  of  an  ac- 
curate knowledge  of  the  arrangement,  and  different 
combinations  ot  the  four  and-twenty  letters  so  far 
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as  (m  the  words  of  the  Professor)  they  relate  to  their 
being  the  arbitrary  marks  of  meaning  upon  paper; 
yet,  1  would  not  be  understood  to  assert  this  gene- 
rally, as  to  every  species  of  oratory,  but  to  confine 
myself  to  those  particular  branches  only,  where  the 
orator's  own  mind  suggests  the  matter  that  his  own 
mouth  discharges :  For  instance,  now,  as  when 
affairs  of  state  are  weighed  at  a  common  council, 
religious  points  militated  at  the  Robin-Hood,  the 
arts  and  sciences  handled  in  the  Strand,  or  politics 
debated  near  Westminster-abbey  ;  here  the  argu- 
ments and  words  given  are  supposed  to  arise  from 
the  immediate  impulse  of  the  giver ;  but  where 
they  arc  concurrent  agents,  as  in  the  oratory 
peculiar  to  the  pulpit  and  the  stage,  where  one 
individuni  furnishes  the  matter,  and  another  admi- 
nisters rhi'  manner,  the  case  is  widely  different. 

In  the  first  instance,  a  tolerable  proficiency  in 
reading  is  indispensibly  requisite,  as  scarce  any 
memory  but  the  late  Mr.  Heydsgger's  could  retain, 
to  any  degree  of  certainty,  the  various  parts  of 
the  Liturgy,  the  Old  and  New  Testament,  briefs, 
faculties,  excommunications,  &c.  Sec.  &c.  and  a 
lapse  on  those  solemn  occasions  might  be  attended 
with  very  aukward  circumstances !  nor  would  £ 
here  be  supposed  to  insinuate,  that  the  pieces  of 
oratory  delivered  from  the  pulpit  are  not  the  com- 
position of  the  deliverer;  no — This  is  so  far  from 
being  generally  the  case,  that  I  have  often  heard 
complaints  made  against  particular  agents,  that 
that  they  have  forced  upon  their  congregations  their 
own  crude  and  insipid  productions,  when,  at  the 
same  time.their  native  language  would  furnish  thera 
with  so  extensive  and  noble  a  collection  of  admi- 
rable materials.  But  here  the  auditor,  unless  he 
be  well  read  in  theology,  may  be  led  into  a  mistake ; 
for  there  are  some  men,  who,  by  a  particular  hap- 
piness in  their  manner,  have  the  address  to  make 
the  works  of  other  men  so  absolutely  their  own, 
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that  there  is  no  distinguishing  the  difference  j 
at  this  the  poet  hints  in  his  male  dum  recitas,  &r. 
For  these  various  reasons,  I  think  a  warm  applica- 
tion to  the  art  of  reading  cannot  be  too  strongly 
recommended  to  the  professors  of  tliis  kind  of 
oratory. 

With  regard  to  the  professors  of  the  stage,  tho' 
reading  is  undoubtedly  useful,  yet,  as  the  performer 
is  to  repeat,  and  not  to  read,  the  dffiijency  maybe 
supplied  by  the  introduction  of  a  third  agent,  viz. 
a  person  to  read  fo  him  till  the  words  are  rooted 
in  his  memory.  This  Titjiedient,  tho'  tedious,  I 
have  known  frequently  practised  with  good  success: 
little  blunders  will  now  and  then  unavoidably 
arise,  either  from  the  misapprehension  of  the 
second  agent,  or  the  ignorance  or  waggery  of 
the  third  ;  but  these  slips  are  generally  unobserved, 
or,  through  inattention  or  indulgence,  over-looked 
by  an  audience.  But  to  return  to  the  consideration 
of  my  own  plan,  from  which  no  temptation  shall, 
for  the  future  seduce  me  to  digress. 

We  will  first,  then,  consider  the  utility  of  oratory. 

Secondly,  the  distinct  and  various  kinds,  or 
cpecies,  of  that  science,  as  they  are  practised  at 
this  day  in  this  kingdom. 

Thirdly,  we  will  demonstrate,  that  every  branch 
of  English  oratory  is  peculiarly  our  own,  owes  its 
rise,  progress,  and  perfection  to  this  country,  and 
was  not  only  unknown  to  the  ancients,  but  is 
intirely  repugnant  to  all  those  principles  they  have 
endeavoured  to  establish. 

Fourthly,  that  any  rhetorical  system  now  existing, 
instead  of  a  cross  in  the  hands,  with  letters  to  direct 
you  on  your  road,  will  prove  only  but  a  Will  in  the 
Wisp,  to  confound,  perplex  and  bewilder  you. 

Fifthly,  from  hence  will  result  a  necessity  for 
the  immediate  establishment  of  an  academy,  for 
thepromulgation  and  inculcation  of  modern  oratory. 

To  which  academy,  the  author  of  these  propo- 
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sals  does  hope,  sixthly,  that  he  shall  be  appointed 
perpetual  professor. 

Perhaps  it  maynot  be  impertinent  here  to  observe 
that  the  author  has  industriously  avoided,  and 
will,  in  the  course  of  this  treatise,  avoid  all  poeti- 
cal allusion,  all  grandeur  of  expression,  all  splendor 
of  diction  J  in  short,  renounce  every  rhetorical  prop, 
as  knowing  that,  on  didactic  subjects,  order,  sim- 
plicity, and  perspicuity,  are  the  means  to  gain  his 
end,  which  is  not  to  gratify  the  imagination,  but 
to  improve  and  polish  the  understanding  of  my 
countrymen. 

First,  then,  we  are  to  demonstrate  the  utility  of 
oratory:  and,  this,  we  flatter  ourselves,  will,  in  a 
great  measure,  be  evident  from  the  consideration 
of  its  universality,  and  the  distinctions  it  procures, 
both  lucrative  and  honourable,  to  any  man  emi- 
nent in  the  art. 

There  is,  by  ihe  constitution  of  this  kingdom, 
an  assembly  of  many  individuals,  who,  as  the  seventh 
son  of  a  seventh  son  is  born  a  physician,  are  orators 
by  hereditary  right ;  that  is,  by  birth  they  are  en- 
abled to  give  their  opinions  and  sentiments  on  all 
subjects,  where  the  interest  of  their  country  is 
concerned :  To  this  we  are  to  add  another  assembly, 
consisting  of  558  individuals,  where,  tho'  the  same 
privilege  is  enjoyed  as  in  the  first  instance,  yet  this 
advantage  is  not  possessed  in  virtue  of  any  inherent 
natural  right,  but  is  obtained  in  consequence  of  an 
annual,  triennial,  or  septennial  deputation  from 
the  whole  body  of  the  people  ;  if  then  we  add  to 
this  list  the  number  of  all  those  candidates  who 
are  ambitious  of  this  honour,  with  the  infinite  vari- 
ety of  changes  that  a  revolution  of  twenty  years 
will  produce,  we  cannot  estimate  those  funds  of 
national  orators  in  esse,  posse,  and  veUe,  to  a  smaller 
quantity  than  2O,(tO0i  and,  this  I  believe,  by  the 
disciples  of  Denioivre,  will  be  thought  a  very  nio- 
derate  computation. 
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The  two  orders  of  the  long  robe  next  demand 
our  attention  ;  and  as  the  pre-eminence  is  unques- 
tionably due  to  the  priesthood,  let  us  consider  what 
number  of  persons  is  necessary  to  supply  that 
service?  England  is  divided  into  nine  thousand 
nine  hundred  and  thirteen  parishes:  now,  if  we 
suppose  two  pastors  for  every  pariA,  this  learned 
body  will  be  foun.l  to  consist  of  nineteen  thousand 
eight  hundred  and  twenty-six  individuals;  but  as 
the  most  sacred  characters  are  no  more  exempted 
from  that  tatal  stroke  that  puts  a  temporary  period 
to  our  existence,  than  the  profane,  it  is  necessary 
that  a  provision  should  be  made  of  Bt  and  able 
persons;  so  that  at  all  events  there  be  no  lack  of 
labourers  in  this  plentiful  vineyard :  nor  has  the 
policy  of  this  nation  been  so  blinded  as  not  to  guard 
against  this  possible  contingency,  by  erecting 
schools,  seminaries,  and  universities,  in  which  a 
convenient  quantity  of  our  youth  are  properly 
trained,  in  order  lo  fill  up  chasms  which  may  be 
occasionally  made  by  the  insatiable  scythe  of  death. 
If  then  we  estimate  this  corps  de  reserve  at  the 
half  only  of  the  standing  force,  we  shall  find  the 
army  entire  amount  to  29,739. 

I  foresee  that  an  objection  will  be  made  to  this 
calculation,  viz.  That  two  pastors  to  every  parish  is 
a  most  exorbitant  and  improbable  charge  ;  for  that 
many  parishes,  from  impropriations,  appropriations, 
and  other  accidents,  instead  of  two,  are  scarce  able 
to  support  one  pastor;  and  that  this  complaint  is 
almost  general  throughout  the  whole  principality 
of  Wales,  where  many  individuals  of  this  respecta- 
ble order,  to  the  great  damage  of  their  dignity,  are 
obliged  to  have  recourse  to  very  unclerical  profes- 
sions for  the  support  of  themselves  and  families. 

This  objection  we  will  allow  its  full  force  ;  but 
then  if  it  be  considered  that  in  our  original  esti- 
mate we  omitted  all  deans,  canons,  prebends,  heads 
and  fellows  of  colleges,  chaplains  to  ships,  regiments 
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and  private  families,  together  with  the  whole  body 
of  dissenting  ministers  of  all  denominations,  field- 
preachers,  and  parish  clerks,  I  believe  we  shall  be 
thought  rather  to  have  diminished  than  exaggerated 
the  real  quantity. 

As  I  have  not  been  able  to  get  admittance  to  the 
archives  of  the  several  inns  of  court  in  this  metro- 
polis, I  am  afraid  we  shall  not  be  able  to  determine^ 
with  the  same  degree  of  certainty,  the  exact  num- 
ber of  those  who  have  devoted  their  lives  and  la- 
bours to  the  explanation  and  due  execution  of  our 
municipal  laws :  I  am,  therefore,  obliged  to  depend 
on  circumstantial  evidence,  which,  in  some  cases,  is 
admitted,  even  in  our  courts,  to  have  equal  force 
with  proof  positive. 

And  here  the  reason  of  the  law  (as  the  law  is 
the  perfection  of  reason)  is  extremely  clear.  To 
illustrate  (his  by  an  instance  : 

A  swears  a  robbery  against  U ;  A  may  lye,  or  at 
least  be  mistaken  ;  but  if  the  fioods  stolen  from  A, 
and  previously  described  by  him,  are  found,  with 
their  mark,  in  the  possession  of  B,  B  not  being  able 
to  account  for  such  possesion,  that  circumstance 
shall  be  deemed  of  at  least  equal  weight  against  B, 
as  if  A  was  to  swear  positively  to  the  personal 
identity  of  B.  This  being  the  practice  of  the 
courts,  we  shall  proceed,  with  all  possible  expedi- 
tion (which,  indeed,  is  not  the  practice  of  the  courts) 
to  produce  our  proofs  circumstantial.  As  in  the 
former  instance  we  have  grounded  our  calculation 
on  the  number  of  parishes,  we  shall  in  this  derive 
our  computation  from  the  number  of  houses  in  the 
kingdom. 

To  any  man  tolerably  acquainted  with  the  coun- 
try of  England,  it  is  unnecessary  to  observe,  that 
not  only  in  every  town,  but  almost  in  every  ham- 
let through  which  he  travels,  his  eyes  are  constantly 
caught  by  the  appearance  of  a  smart  house,  prefaced 
with  white  rails,  and  prologued  by  a  red  door. 
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wilh  a  brass  knocker ;  when  you  desire  to  be  ac- 
quainted with  the  name  and  quality  of  the  owner 
of  this  mansion,  you  are  always  told  that  it  belongs 
to  lawyer  such  a  one ;  now,  if  a  hamlet  containing 
thirty  housrs,  with  perhaps  an  environ  of  an  equal 
number,  where  labour  and  the  fruits  of  the  earth 
arc  the  only  sources  of  wealth,  can  support  one 
attorney  in  this  rural  magnificence,  what  an  infinite 
number  of  lawyers  can  a  commercial  capital  sustain  ? 
But  because  I  would  rather  retrench  than  exceed, 
J  will  only  quarter  one  attorney  upon  fifty  houses. 
'the  number  of  houses  in  the  feign  of  George  the 
First  (sincejwhich  time  the  quantity  is  considerably 
encreased,^  was  computed  at  1,175,951.  The 
number  of  attorneys  then  will  be  25,518;  and,  if 
we  reckon  one  barrister  to  twenty  attorneys,  the 
sum  total  is  24,693. 

I  know  it  will  be  here  objected,  that  but  one 
small  part  of  this  numerous  body  can  be  benefitted 
by  my  plan,  the  privilege  of  speaking  publickly 
being  permitted  to  the  superior  order,  the  barris- 
ters alone :  but  this  criticism  is  confined  to  the 
observation  of  what  passes  merely  in  Westminster- 
Hall,  without  considering  th.it,  at  every  quarter 
and  petty  session,  at  all  -ounty-courts,  courts-leet, 
courts-baron,  &c.  &c.  &c.  full  power  of  pleading 
is  permited  to  every  practitioner  of  the  law. 

As  the  number  of  those  who  incorporate  tbcm- 
selves  to  promote,  not  only  with  their  cash  but 
tbeir  counsel,  the  progress  of  the  arts  and  sciences, 
is  unlimited,  it  will  be  iinposiibic  for  any  fixed 
period  to  ascertain  their  quantity;  nor  can  wc, 
with  any  certainty,  as  the  Court-Register  has  been 
silent  to  the  members  of  common-council,  deter- 
mine the  amount  of  the  city  orators;  besides,  as 
what  has  been  already  offered  is  more  than  suffici- 
ent to  prove  the  utility  of  our  scheme  froin  lis  uni- 
versality, we  shall  not  trouble  our  readers  nor 
ourselves  with  any  farther  calculations;  for  tho* 
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they  Are  replete  with  great  depth  of  knowledge, 
are  the  result  of  intense  application,  and  the  vehicles 
of  mathematical  truths,  yet  to  the  million  the  dis- 
quisition is  but  dry  and  tedious,  and  our  purpose 
always  was,  and  is,  to  mix  with  our  instruction  a 
proper  portion  of  deleclion. 

We  will,  therefore,  for  these  reasons,  hasten  to 
the  consideration  of  the  second  point  proposed,  viz. 
An  inquiry  into  the  various  kinds  of  oratory  now 
existing  in  this  country.  And  we  shall  not,  on 
this  oicasio  .,  trouble  ourselves  with  the  investiga- 
tion ol  all  the  smaller  branches  of  this  art ;  but,  like 
the  pnifessors  in  anatomy,  contenting  ourselves 
with  the  ilissection  of  the  noble  parts,  remit  the 
examination  of  the  ignoble  ones  to  the  care  of 
subaltern  artists.  Leaving,  then,  to  the  minute 
philosophers  of  the  age  all  the  orators  of  vestries, 
clubs,  and  coffee-houses,  Paulo  majora  canamus ;  and 
for  the  better  illustration  ot  this  head,  permit  me, 
reader,  to  be  a  little  fanciful.  We  will  suppose 
oratory  to  be  one  large  tree,  of  which  tree  science 
is  the  radix;  eloquence  the  trunk;  from  which 
trunk  sprout  nine  distinct  ramifications ;  from 
which  ramifications  depends  a  fruit  peculiar  to 
each.  But  to  mahe  this  clearer,  we  will  present 
thee  with  the  tree  itself,  not  enigmatically  hierogly- 
6ed,  but  plainly  and  palpably  pourttaycd. 
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But  here,  reader,  let  me  not  arrogate  to  myself 
the  merit  of  this  happy  explication ;  I  own  the 
hint  was  first  given  me  with  my  grammar.  The 
ingenious,  profound  Lilly,  after  he  has  led  his 
pupils  through  the  various  and  almost  impervious 
provinces  of  nouns,  pronouns,  verbs,  participles,  and 
adverbs,  conducts  them  to  the  foot  of  that  arduous 
and  stupendous  mountain  Quii'ii^ii:  liere.  dreading 
lest  their  youthful  ardour  might  be  damp'd  with  the 
steep  ascent,  he  reanimales  their  slai:kened  nerves 
with  the  mystic  picture  of  an  apple-tree,  the  access 
to  whose  boughs,  though  tedious  and  difficult, 
will  yet  he  amply  rewarded  by  leave  to  revel  un- 
controuled  through  the  whole  region  of  pepins. 
May  the  luscious  fruit  sprouting  from  the  apex  of 
each  of  mv  ramifications  prove  an  equal  spur  to 
tvery  beardless  orator 

1  don't  know  whether  the  mentioning  anolher 
order  of  orators,  as  ihey  are  not  at  present  existing 
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in  this  kingdom,  may  no',  he  Heemed  an  impropri- 
ety. Bin  as  I  am  a  sincere  lover  of  my  country, 
I  can't  help  recominendir>^an  immediate  importa- 
tion of  some  of  tho'-e  nscf"!  and  able  artists.  Sir 
WilliamTeiiipIe,  inhisfisay  un  poetry,  has  recorded 
their  virtues  ;  and  as  the  race  was  not  extinguished 
in  his  time,  it  is  to  he  hoped  that  it  still  remains. 

In  Ireland,  says  sir  William,  the  great  men  of 
their  septs,  among  many  officers  of  their  family, 
had  not  only  a  physician,  a  huntsman,  a  smith,  and 
such  like,  but  a  poet  and  tale  ttller. 

The  first  recorded  and  sung  the  actions  of  their 
ancestors,  and  entertained  the  company  at  feasts  ; 
the  latter  amused  them  with  tales,  when  they  were 
inelancholv  i-nd  could  not  shep  :  and  a  very  gal- 
lant gentleman  has  told  me,  of  his  own  experience, 
that  ir  his  volt-hunting  there,  when  he  used  to  be 
abroad  in  the  mountains  three  or  four  days  together, 
and  lye  very  ill  at  nights,  so  as  he  could  not  well 
sleep,  they  wo-jld  bring  one  of  those  tale-tellers, 
that  when  he  lay  down  would  begin  a  story  of  a 
kirg,  or  a  giant,  a  dwarf  and  a  damsel,  and  continue 
all  night  long  in  such  an  even  tone  that  you  heard 
him  going  on  whenever  you  awakened  ;  and  he 
believed  nothing  any  physicians  could  give  had  so 
good  and  so  innocent  an  effect  to  make  men  sleep' 
m  any  pains  or  distempers  of  body  or  mind.  These 
are  sir  William  Temple's  words,  which  contain  an 
amazing  instance  of  the  power  of  those  orators 
over  the  passions,  it  requiring  full  as  much  art  and 
address  to  assuage  and  quell,  as  to  blow  up,  and 
excite,  a  tumult  in  the  mind. 

In  a  hill  not  long  since  depending  in  parliament, 
for  the  better  regulating  the  city  watch,  a  clause 
was  recommended,  by  a  late  respectable  magistrate, 
that,  to  prevent  the  watchmen  from  sleeping  at 
nights  on  bulks  (the  source  of  many  disorders]  the 
said  watchmen  should  be  compelled  to  sleep  six 
hours  in  the  day ;   an  arch  member  seconded  the 
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the  motion,  and  begged  to  be  included  in  this 
clause;  forthat^ being jgrievouslj-affllcted  with  the 
gout,  he  could  not  for  many  days  sleep  a  single 
wink ;  now  if  he  could  be  compelled  to  take  a  six 
boucs  sleep  every  day,  he  apprehended  that  his  fits 
would  be  of  a  much  shorter  duration.  Upon  this 
dry  comment,  the  motion  was  rashly  rejected  i  but 
if  the  house  had  received  the  least  intimation  of 
the  astonishing  abilities  of  the  Rdckers,  (for  by  that 
appellation  I  choose  to  distingSlsh  this  order  of 
orators,)  I  am  convinced  that  the  above  clause 
would  not  only  have  been  received,  but  that  proper 
encouragement  would  have  been  given,  by  parlia- 
ment, for  the  introduction  and  establishment  of  this 
useful  oratorical  sect. 

Nor,  indeed,  considering  the  vast  addition  to  our 
customary  cares,  from  the  unaccountable  fluctuation 
of  our  funds,  the  cause  of  concern  to  many  thou- 
sand individuals,  do  I  think  a  visit  from  a  conveni- 
ent quantity  of  those  artists  would  be  now  out  of 
season  ;  but  how  this  honour  is  to  be  obtained, 
whether  any  of  these  great  men  are  now  residing 
amongst  us,  under  the  disguise  of  chairmen  and 
hackney  coachmen  ;  or  whether  it  would  not  be 
more  adviseable  to  employ  those  gentlemen  who 
have  so  lately  and  successfully  rummaged  the 
Highlands  of  Scotland  and  Ireland  for  the  remains 
of  Runic  poetry  in  search  of  the  ablest  professors  j  is 
submitted  to  the  Society  for  the  Encouragement  of 
Arts. 

I  am  aware  that,  on  this  occasion,  some  arch  wag, 
possessed  of  the  same  spirit  with  the  above  senator, 
will  object  to  my  scheme  of  importation,  by  altedg- 
ing,  that  we  have  of  our  own  growth  an  ample 
provision  of  rockers,  and  refer  us  for  proof  to  our  se- 
veral churches  and  chapels,  during  the  hours  of  ele- 
ven and  two  on  a  Sunday,  where  the  sleep-compelling 
power  will  be  experimentally  demonstrated  to  exist 
m  its  full  force  amongst  us ;  but  not  to  derogate 
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from  the  abilities  of  my  countrymen,  surely  the 
shortness  of  the  time,  the  cause  of  the  nap,  rarely 
continuing  above  fifteen  or  sixteen  minutes,  will 
not  admit  of  a  proper  experiment :  besides,  how 
can  one  orator  supply  a  whole  parish,  unless, 
indeed,  our  churches  were  to  be  converted  into 
dormitories,  which  I  can't  think  will  happen,  as 
this  would  be  attended  with  inconveniences  to 
obvious  to  need  a  recital. 

Abstracted  from  this  last  order,  the  English 
orators  are  to  be  divided  into  four  distinct  classes, 
the  pulpit,  the  senate,  the  bar,  and  the  stage  ;  with 
the  first  of  these  branches,  the  pulpit,  I  shan't  inter- 
fere, and,  indeed,  so  few  people  now  of  consequence 
and  consideration  frequent  the  churches,  that  the 
art  is  scarce  worth  cultivation.    The  bar — 

Scamper.  Pshaw !  there's  enough  of  this  dull 
prosing  j  come,  give  us  a  little  of  something  that's 
Funny  ;  you  talked  about  pupils.  Could  not  we 
see  them? 

Feeie.  Rather  too  precipitate,  Sir  ;  but  however 
in  some  measure  to  satisfy  you,  and  demonstrate 
the  success  of  our  scheme ;  give  me  leave  to  intro* 
duce  to  you  a  most  extraordinary  instance,  in 
the  person  of  a  young  Highlander.  It  is  not 
altogether  a  year  since  this  astonishing  sub- 
ject spoke  nothing  but  Erse.  Encouraged  by  the 
prodigies  of  my  brother  professor's  skill,  whose 
ramc,  like  the  Chevalier  Taylor's,  pierces  the  remot- 
est regions,  his  relations  were  tempted  to  send  this 
young  genius  to  Edinburgh ;  where  he  went 
through  a  regular  course  of  the  professor's  lectures, 
to  finish  his  studies ;  he  has  been  about  six  weeks 
under  my  care,  and,  considering  the  time,  I  think 
you  will  be  amazed  at  his  progress.    Donald  !^ — 

Etaer  Donald. 

What's  yer  wull,  sir  ? 

Foote.  Will  you  give  these  ladies  and  gentlemen 
a  proof  of  your  skill  ? 
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Donald.  M\,  ye  wad  ha'  a  specimen  of  my 
oratorical  art. 

Feote.     If  you  please. 

Donald.  In  gude  troth  on  ye  sal  j  wol  ye  gi' 
me  a  topick  ? 

Foote.    O  !  chuse  for  yourself. 

Donald.     Its  aw  one  to  Donald. 

Foote.  What  think  you  of  a  short  panegyrick 
OD  the  science  we  are  treating  of } 

Donald.     On  oratory?  wi'  aw  my  heart. 

Foote.  Mind  your  action ;  let  that  accompany 
your  words  — — 

Donald.  Dunna  heed,  mon — The  topick  I  pre- 
sum  to  haundle,  is  the  miraculous  gifts  of  an  orator, 
wha'  by  the  bare  power  of  his  words,  he  leads  men, 
women,  and  bairns  as  he  lists  — 

Scamper.    And  who  ? 

Donald.     \tartly.'\  Men,  women  and  bairns. 

Scamper.    Bairns ;  who  are  they  ? 

Foote.    Oh  !  children his  meaning  is  obvious 

enough. 

Donald.  Ay,  ay;  men,  women,  and  bairns 
wherever  he  lists ;  and  first  for  the  antiquity  of  the 
art — Ken  ye,  my  lads,  wha  was  the  first  orator? 
Mayhap,  ye  think  it  was  Tutly  the  Latinest ;  ye 
are  wide  o'the  mark  i  or  Demosthenes  the  Greek  ? 
in  gude  troth,  ye're  as  far  off  as  before — Wha  was 
it  then  ?  It  was  e'en  that  arch-chiel,  the  Dcevii 
himsel  — 

Scamper.  [Hastily.]  The  devil  it  was ;  how  do 
you  prove  that  ? 

Donald.  Guds  zounds,  mon,  ye  brake  the  thrid 
of  my  harang  ;  an  ye'll  but  ha'd  your  tongue,  I'se 
prove  it  as  plain  as  a  pike-statf. 

Tirehack.    Be  quiet,  Will,  and  let  him  go  on. 

Donald.  I  say  it  was  that  arch-chiel,  the  Deevil 
bimsel.  Ye  ken  weel,  my  lads,  how  Adam  and 
Eve  were  planted  in  Eden,  wi' plenty  o'  bannocks 
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and  cail,  and  aw  that  they  wished^  but  were  pro- 
hibited the  eating  of  pepins 

Scamper.     Apples  ■ 

Donald.  Wee),  weel,  and  are  na  pepins  and 
apples  aw  the  same  thing  ? 

Fooie.  Nay,  pray,  gentlemen)  hear  him  out. 
Go  on  with  your  pepins 

Deiuld.  nrohloited  the  eating  of  pepins  ;  upon 
which  what  does  me  the  orator  Satan,  but  he  whis- 
pers a  saft  speech  in  her  lug ;  egad  our  granoum 
fell  to  in  an  instant,  and  eat  a.  pepin  without 
staying  to  pare  it  — [Addresses  himself  lo  the  Oxonians.) 
Ken  ye  lads,  wha  was  the  first  orator,  now  ? 

Tirehack.     [to  Scamper.']  What  say  you  to  that  ? 

Scamper.     By  my  soul,  the  fellow's  right— 

Donald.  Ay,  but  ye  wan'na  ha*  patience  — ^yC' 
wan'na  ha'  patience,  lads ' — 

Tirehack.    Hold  your  jaw,  and  go  on  — 

Donald.  Now,  we  come  to  the  definition  of  an 
orator  j  and  it  is  from  the  Latin  words  orOf  oraret 
to  intreat,  or  perswad ;  and  how,  by  the  means 
o'  elocution,  or  argument,  which  argument  consists 
o*  letters,  which  letters  joined  mat  syllables,  which 
syllables  compounded  mak  words,  which  words 
combined  mak  sentences,  or  periods,  or  which  aw 
together  mak  an  orator,  so  the  first  gift  of  an  orator 
is  words — 

Scamper.    Here,  Donald,  you  are  out. 

Donald.    How  so  ? 

Scamper.  Words,  the  first  gift  of  an  orator  I  No, 
Donald,  no,  at  school  I  learned  better  than  that : 
Do'st  not  remember.  Will,  what  is  the  first  perfec 
tion  of  an  orator?  action.  The  second,  action. 
The  third,  action. 

Tirehack.  Right,  ri^ht,  Harry,  as  right  as  my 
nail;  there,Donald,  I  think  he  has  given  youados^— 

Donald.  An  ye  stay  me,  i'  the  midst  o'  my  ar- 
gument —  -- 

Scamper,    Why  don't  you  stick  to  truth  ? 
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Donald.    I  tell  ye,  I  can  hpeally. 
Tirehack.     Damn  your  logick  — 

Donald,  Mighty  weel — Maister  Foote,  how 
ca'  ye  this  usage  ? 

Foote.    Oh  r  never  mind  them — proceed. 

Donald.  In  gude  troth,  I'se  nat  say  ane  word 
mare. 

Foote.    Finish,  finish,  Donald. 

Donald.  Ah !  they  have  jumbled  aw  my  ideas 
together ;  but  an  they  will  enter  into  a  fair  argu- 
mentation, I'se  convince  *em  that  Donald  Macgre- 
gor  is  mare  than  a  match.-— ^ 

Scamper.    You  be  — — 

Donald.     Very  weel 

Foote.     Nay,  but  my  dear  Donald^— 

Donald,  Hands  afT,  maister  Foote — I  ha'  finished 
my  tale,  the  I>e'cl  a  word  mare  sal  ye  get  out  o' 
Donald— ^yer  servant,  sir.  [Exit. 

Foote.  You  see,  gentlemen,  what  your  impati- 
ence has  lost  us. 

Scamper.  Rot  him,  let  him  go ;  but  is  this  fellow 
one  of  your  pupils  f  why,  what  a  damnable  twang 
he  has  got,  with  his  men,  women  and  bairns ! 

Foote.  His  pronunciation  is,  I  own,  a  little  irre- 
gular -f  but  then  consider  he  is  but  merely  a  novice ; 
why,  even  io  bis  present  condition,  he  makes  no 
bad  figure  for  his  five  minutes  at  the  Robin-Hood  j 
and  in  a  month  or  two.  we  shan't  be  ashamed  to 
start  him  in  a  more  respectable  place. 

But  now,  gentlemen,  we  are  to  descend  to  the 
peculiar  essential  qualities  of  each  distinct  species 
of  oratory ;  and  first  for  the  bar — but  as  no  didactic 
rules  can  so  well  convey,  or  words  make  a  proper 
impression,  we  will  have  recourse  to  more  palpable 
means,  and  endeavour,  by  a  lively  imitation,  to  de- 
monstrate the  extent  of  our  art.  We  must,  for 
this  end,  employ  the  aid  of  our  pupils ;  but  as  some 
preparation  is  necessary,  we  hope  you  will  indulge 
tis  m  a  short  interruption. 

BHD   OF   TAB    FIBST    ACT. 
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ACT        II. 

SCENE,  A  HaU  of  Justice. 

Enter  Foote. 

X  HE  first  species  of  Oratory  we  are  to  demon- 
strate our  skill  in,  is  that  of  the  bar  ;  and,  in  order 
to  give  our  lecture  an  air  of  reality,  you  are  to 
suppose  this  a  court  of  justice,  furnished  with 
proper  ministers  to  discharge  the  necessary  func- 
tions. But,  to  supply  these  gentlemen  with  business, 
we  must  likewise  institute  an  imaginary  cause ; 
and,  that  the  whole  may  be  ideal,  let  it  be  the 
prosecution  of  an  imaginary  being;  I  mean  the 
phantom  of  Cock-lane,  a  phaenomenon  that  has 
much  puzzled  the  brains,  and  terrified  the  minds, 
of  many  of  our  fellow  subjects. 

You  are  to  consider,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  that 
the  language  of  the  bar  is  a  species  of  oratory  dis- 
tinct from  every  other.  It  has  been  observed,  that 
the  ornaments  of  this  profession  have  not  shone 
with  equal  lustre  in  an  assembly  near  their  own 
hall ;  the  reason  assigned,  though  a  pleasant,  is  not 
the  true  one.  It  has  been  hinted,  that  these  gentle- 
men were  in  want  of  their  briefs ;  but  was  that 
the  disease,  the  remedy  would  be  easy  enough  : 
they  need  only  have  recourse  to  the  artifice  success- 
fully practised  by  some  of  their  colleagues  ;  instead 
of  having  their  briefs  in  their  hands,  to  hide  them 
at  the  bottom  of  their  hats. 

[Calls  to  his  pupils,  who  enter  dressed  as  a  justteey 
a  clerk,  a  setjeani  at  law,  and  a  counsellor. "j 

You  will  remember,  gentlemen,  your  proper 
pauses,  repetitions,  hums,  ha's,  and  interjections: 
now  seat  yourselves,  and  you  the  counsel  remem- 
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ber  to  be  mighty  dull,  and  you  the  justice  to  fall 
asleep.  I  must  prepare  to  appear  in  this  cause  as 
a  witness.  [£jr>. 

Justice.    Clerk,  read  the  Indictment. 

Clerk  reads. 
Middlesex,  to  wit. 
Fanny  Phantom,  you  are  indicted.  That  on  or 
before  the  Brst  day  of  January,  1762,  you  the  said 
Fanny  did,  in  a  certain  house,  in  a  certain  street, 
called  Cock-lane,  in  the  county  of  Middlesex,  mali- 
ciously, treacherously,  wickedly,  and  wilfully,  by 
certain  thumpings,  knockings,  scratchings,  and 
fiutterings  against  doors,  walls,  wainscots,  bed- 
steads, and  bedposts,  disturb,  annoy,  assault,  and 
terrify  divers  innocent,  inoffensive,  harmless,  quiet, 
simple  people,  residing  in,  at,  near  or  about  the 
said  Cock-lane,  and  elsewhere,  in  the  said  county 
of  Middlesex,  to  the  great  prejudice  of  said  people 
in  said  county.    How  say  you,  guilty,  or  — — 

(Counsellor  steps  the  Clerk  short.) 

May  it  please  your  worship — hem — I  am  counsel 
in  this  cause  for  the  ghost — hem — and  before  I  can 
permit  her  to  plead,  I  have  an  objection  to  make, 
that  is — hem — I  shall  object  to  her  pleading  at  all. 
— Hem — it  is  the  standing  law  of  this  country 
— hem — and  has — hem — always  been  so  allowed, 
deemed,  and  practised,  that — hem' — all  criminals 
should  be  tried  par  pares,  by  their  equals — hem — that 
is — hem — by  a  jury  of  equal  rank  with  themselves. 
Now,  if  this  be  the  case,  as  the  case  it  is ;  1 — hem — 
I  should  be  glad  to  know,  how  my  client  can  be 
tried  in  this  here  manner.  And  6rst,  who  is  my 
client  ?  She  is  in  the  indictment  called  a  phantom, 
a  ghost ;  What  is  a  ghost  ?  a  spirit.  What  is  a 
spirit?  a  spirit  is  a  thing  that  exists  independently 
of,  and  is  superior  to,  flesh  and  blood.  And  can 
any  man  go  for  to  think,  that  I  can  advise  my  client 
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to  submit  to  be  tried  by  people  of  an  inferior 
rank  to  herself  P  certainly  iio — I  therefore^  humbly 
move  to  squash  this  indictment,  unless  a  jury  of 
ghosts  be  first  had,  and  obtained ;  unless  a  jury  of 
ghosts  be  first  had  and  obtained.  [^S&s  down, 

Serjeant,  I  am,  in  this  cause,  counsel  against 
Fanny  Phantom  the  ghost ;— cb — and  notwith- 
standing the  rule  laid  down  by  Mr.  Prosequi,  be 
—eh — right  in  the  main,  yet  here  it  can't  avail  his 
client  a  whit.  We  allow— eh — we  do  allow,  please 
your  worship,  that  Fanny  quoad  Phantom, — eh— 
xiad  originally  a  right  to  a  jury  of  ghosts;  but 
— ^h — if  she  did,  by  any  act  other  own,  forfeit 
this  right,  her  plea  cannot  be  admitted.  Now,  we 
can  prove,  please  your  worship,  prove  by  a  cloud 
of  witnesses,  that  said  Fanny  did,  as  specified  in 
the  indictment,  scratch,  knock,  and  flutter; — eh 
— which  said  scratchings,  knockings,  and  flutterings 
— eh — being  operations,  merely  peculiar  to  flesh, 
blood,  and  body — eh — we  do  humbly  apprehend 
—eh — that  by  condescending  to  execute  the  afore- 
said  operations,  she  has  waved  her  privilege  as  a 
ghost,  and  may  be  tried  in  the  ordinary  form,  ac- 
cording to  the  statute  so  made  and  provided  in  the 
reign  of,  &c.  &c.  Sec. 

Your  worship's  opinion. 

Tirekack.  Smoke  the  justice,  he  is  as  fast  as  a 
church. 

Scamper.  I  fancy  he  has  touched  the  tankard 
too  much  this  morning ;  he'll  know  a  good  deal  of 
what  they  have  been  saying. 

Jiutice.  [/j  waked  by  the  C/eri,  who  tells  him  thy 
have  pleaded.']  Why  the  objection — oh — brought  by 
Mr.  Prosequi,  is  (whispers  the  clerk)  doubtless  pro- 
visionally a  valid  objection;  but  then,  if  the  culprit 
has,  by  an  act  of  her  own,  defeated  her  privilege, 
as  asserted  in  Mr.  Serjeant's  replication;  we  con- 
ceive she  may  be  legally  tried — oh, — besides— oh, 
— besides,  1, 1, 1,  can't  well  see  how  we  could  im> 
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pannel  a  jury  of  ghosts;, or — oh — how  twelve  spi- 
rits, who  have  no  oody  at  all,  can  be  said  to  lake  a 
corporal  oath,  as  required  by  law — unless,  indeed, 
as  in  case  of  the  peerage,  the  prisoner  may  be  tried 
on  their  honour. 

Coumellor.  Your  worship's  distinction  is  just ; 
knockings,  scratchings,  &c.  as  asserted  by  Mr. 
Serjeant. 

Serjeant.  Asserted — Sir,  do  you  doubt  my  ia- 
ttructions  ? 

CounseUor.  No  interruptions,  if  you  please,  Mr. 
Serjeant ;  I  say  as  asserted,  but  can  assertions  be 
admitted  as  proofs  ?  certainly  no  — 

Serjeanl.     O-ir  evidence  is  ready  — — 

CoiaueUor.  To  that  we  object,  to  that  we  ob- 
ject, as  it  will  anticipate  the  merits — ^your  wor- 
ship—— 

Serjeant,    Your  worship  — ^, 

Justice.  Why,  as  you  impeach  the  ghost's  pri- 
vilege, you  must  produce  proofs  of  her  scratchings, 

Serjeant.    Call  Shadrach  Bodkin. 

Qerk.    Shadrach  Bodkin,  come  into  court. 

Enter  Bodkin. 

Serjeant.    Pray,  Mr.  Bodkin,  where  do  you  live  ? 

B(>dkin.     I  sojourn  in  Lukener's-lane. 

Serjeant.     What  is  your  profession  ? 

Bodkin.  I  am  a  teacher  of  the  word,  and  a  tay- 
lor. 

Scamper.    Zounds,  Will,  it  is  a  methodist. 

Itrekack.     No,  sure ! 

Scamper.     By  the  lord  Harry,  it  is. 

Qerk.    Silence. 

Serjeant,  Do  you  know  any  thing  of  Fanny  the 
'Phantom  } 

Bodkin.    Yea— I  do. 

Serjeant.  Can  you  give  any  account  of  her 
thuropings,  scratchings,  and  ilutteriogs  ? 
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Bodkin.  Yea manifold  have  been  the  scratch- 

ings  and  knockings  that  1  have  heard. 

Serjeant.     Name  the  times. 

Bodkin.  I  have  attended  the  spirit  Fanny  from 
the  first  day  of  her  flutterings,  even  to  ttie  last 
scratch  she  gave. 

Serjeant.     How  long  may  that  be  ? 

Bodkin.  Five  weeks  did  she  flutter,  and  sis 
weeks  did  she  scratch. 

Scamper.  Six  weeks — Damn  it,  I  wonder  she  did 
not  wear  out  her  nails. 

Clerk.     Silence. 

Serjeant.     I  hope  the  court  is  convinced. 

Counsellor.  Hold,  master  Bodkin,  you  and  I 
must  have  a  little  discourse.  A  taylor,  you  say. 
Do  you  work  at  your  business  ? 

Bodkin.     No  — 

Counsellor.  Look  upon  me,  look  upon  the  court 
— Then  your  present  trade  is  your  teaching? 

Bodkin.     It  is  no  trade. 

Counsellor.     What  is  it  then,  a  calling? 

Bodkin.  No,  it  is  no  calling — it  is  rather — as  I 
may  say—a  forcing — a  compelling 

Coumellor.     By  whom? 

Bodkin.     By  the  spirit  that  is  within  me  — 

Scamper.  It  is  an  evil  spirit,  1  believe;  and 
needs  must  when  the  devil  drives,  you  know.  Will. 

Tirekack.     Right,  Harry — 

Counsellor.  When  did  lou  first  feel  these  spiri- 
tual motions  ? 

Bodkin.  In  the  town  of  Norwich,  where  I  was 
born  ; — One  day  as  I  was  sitting  cross-legged  on 
my  shop-board,  new  seating  a  cloth  pair  of 
breeches  of  Mr.  Alderman  Crape's — I  felt  the 
spirit  within  me,  moving  upwards  and  downwards, 
and  this  way  and  that  way,  and  tumbling  and 
jumbling' — at  first  I  thought  it  was  the  colic  — 

Counsellor.     And  how  are  you  certain  it  was  not? 

Bodkitt.      At   last  I  heard  a  voice  whispering 
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within  me,  crying,  Shadrach,  Shadrach,  Shadrach, 
cast  away  the  things  that  belong  to  thee,  thy  thim- 
ble and  sheers,  and  do  the  things  that  I  bid  thee. 

Counsei/or.    And  you  did  ? 

Bodkin.    Yea,  verily. 

Ceunseilor.  I  think  1  have  heard  a  little  of  you, 
master  Bodkin  ;  and  so  you  quitted  your  business, 
your  wife,  and  your  children  ? 

Bodkin.    I  did. 

Counsellor.  You  did— But  then  you  communed 
with  other  men's  wives? 

Bodkin.  Yea,  and  with  widows,  and  with 
maidens. 

Coumei/or.     How  came  that  about,  Shadrach  i 

Bodkin.     I  was  moved  thereunto  by  the  spirit. 

Counsei/or.  I  should  rather  think  by  the  flesh — 
I  have  been  told,  friend  Bodkin,  that  twelve  be- 
came pregnant 

Bodkin.  1  hou  art  deceived — They  were  barely 
but  nine. 

Counsellor.     Why,  this  was  an  active  spirit. 

Serjeant.     But  to  the  point,  Mr.  Prosequi. 

Counsellor.  Well,  then — ^you  say  you  have  heard 
those  scratchJngs  and  knockings  ? 

Bodkin.     Yea 

Counsellor.  But  why  did  you  think  they  came 
from  a  spirit  ? 

Bodkin.  Because  the  very  same  thumps,  scratches, 
and  knocks,  I  have  felt  on  my  breast-bone  from 
the  spirit  within  me 

Counsellor.  And  these  noises  you  are  sure  yoy 
heard  on  the  first  of  January  ? 

Bodkin.     Certain 

Serjeant.  But  to  what  do  all  those  interrogato- 
ries tend  ? 

Coontellor.  To  a  most  material  purpose ;  your 
worship  observes,  that  Bodkin  is  positive  as  to  the 
noises  made  on  the  first  day  of  January  by  Fanny 
the  Phantom  :  now  if  we  can  prove  an  alibi,  that 
is,  that,  on  that  verv  day,  at  that  very  time,  the  said 
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Fanny  was  scratching  and  fluttering  any  where  else, 
we  apprehend  that  we  destroy  the  credit  of  this 
witness — Call  Peter  Paragraph. 

C/erk.    Peter  Paragraph,  come  into  court. 

Counsellor.  This  gentleman  is  an  eminent  print- 
er, and  has  collected,  for  the  public  information, 
every  particular  relative  to  this  remarkable  story  ; 
but  as  he  has  the  misfortune  to  have  but  one  leg, 
your  worship  will  indulge  him  in  the  use  of  a  chair. 

Qerk.    Peter  Paragraph,  come  into  court. 

Entei-  Paragraph. 

Counsellor.  Pray,  Mr.  Paragraph,  where  was  you 
bom? 

Paragraph.  Sir,  I  am  a  native  of  Ireland,  and 
born  and  bred  in  the  city  of  Dublin. 

Counsellor.  When  did  you  arrive  In  the  city  of 
London  ? 

Paragraph.  About  the  last  autumnal  equinox  ; 
and  now  I  recollect,  my  Journal  makes  mention  of 
my  departure  for  England,  in  the  Bessborough 
Packet,  Friday,  October  tlie  tenth,  N.  S.  or  New 
Mile. 

Counsellor    Oh!  then  the  Journal  is  yours? 

Paragraph.  Please  your  worship,  it  is  ;  and  re- 
lating thereto  I  believe  I  can  give  you  a  pleasant 
conceit — Last  week  I  went  to  visit  a  peer,  for  I 
know  peers,  and  peers  know  me.  Quoth  his  lord- 
ship to  me,  Mr.  Paragraph,  wiih  respect  to  your 
Journal,  1  would  wish  that  your  paper  was  whiter, 
or  your  ink  blacker.  Quoth  I  to  ine  peer,  by  way 
of  reply,  (  hope  you  will  own  there  is  enough  for  the 
money  ;  his  lordship  was  pleased  to  laugh.  It  was 
such  a  pretty  repartee,  he,  he,  he,  he 

Justice.  Pray,  Mr.  Paragraph,  what  might  be 
your  business  in  England  } 

Paragraph.     Hem a  little  love  affair,  please 

your  worship. 

Counsellor.     A  wife,  I  suppose 

Paragraph.    Something  tending  that  way  i  even 


A   COMSDY.  S3 

SO  loDg  ago  as  January  1739-40,  there  past  some 
amorous  glances  between  us ;  she  is  the  daughter 
of  old  Vamp  of  the  Turnstile  ;  but  at  that  time  I 
stiBed  my  passion,  Mrs.  Paragraph  being  then  in 
the  land  of  the  living. 

Ceunseilor.    She  is  now  dead  ? 
Paragraph.    Three    years    and  three  quarters, 
please  your  worship :  we  were  exceeding  happy 
together ;  she  was,  indeed,  a  little  apt  to  be  jealous. 

CounseUar.     No  wonder 

Paragrapk.  Yes :  they  can*t  help  it,  poor  souls; 
but  notwuhstanding,  at  her  death,  I  gave  her  a 
prodigious  good  character  in  my  Journal. 

CouHseffer.  And  how  proceeds  the  present  affair? 
Paragraph.  Just  now,  we  are  quite  at  a  stand— 
Counsellor.     How  so  ? 

Paragraph.    The  old  scoundrel  her  father  has 
played  me  a  slippery  trick. 
Cewtsellor.     Indeed ! 

Paragraph.  As  he  could  give  no  money  in  hand, 
I  agreed  to  take  her  fortune  in  copies  ;  I  was  to 
have  the  Wits  Vade  Mucum  enKVKi ;  four  hundred 
of  News  from  the  Invisible  World,  in  sheets ;  all 
that  remained  of  Glanvil  upon  Witches;  Hill's 
Bees,  Bardana,  Brewing,  and  Balsam  of  Honey, 
and  three  eights  of  Robmson  Crusoe. 
Counsellor.  A  pretty  fortune  ! 
Paragraph.  Yes ;  they  are  things  that  stir  in 
the  trade  ;  but  you  must  know  that  we  agreed  to 
go  halves  in  Fanny  the  Phantom.  But  whilst  1 
and  two  authors,  whom  1  had  hired  to  ask  ques- 
tions, at  nine  shillings  a  night,  were  taking  notice 
of  the  knockings  at  the  house  of  Mr.  Parsons  him- 
self, that  old  rascal  Vamp  had  privately  printed  off^ 
a  thousand  eighteenpenny  scratchings,  purchased 
of  two  methodist  preachers,  at  the  public  house 
over  the  way  — — 

Counsellor.  Now  we  come  to  the  point — look 
upon  this  evidence  ;  was  he  present  at' Mr.  Par- 
Gons's  knockings? 
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Paragraph.  Never  ;  this  is  one  of  the  rascally 
methodists — Harkee,  fellow,  how  could  you  be  such 
a  scoundrel  to  sell  for  genuine  your  counterfeit 
scratchings  to  Vamp  ? 

Bodkin.  My  scratchings  were  the  true  scratch- 
ings   

Paragraph.  Why,  you  lying  son  of  a  whore,  did 
not  1  buy  all  my  materials  from  the  girl's  father 
himself? 

Bodkitt.  What  the  spirit  commanded,  that  did  I. 

Paragraph.     What  spirit  ? 

Bodkin     The  spirit  within  me 

Paragraph.  If  1  could  but  get  at  you,  I  would 
soon  trv  what  sort  of  a  spirit  it  Is — stop,  you  villain. 
— yExit  Bodkin.'] — The  rogue  has  made  his  escape 
— but  1  will  dog  him,  to  lind  out  his  haunts,  and 
then  return  for  a  warrant — His  scratchings  1  a 
scoundrel;  I  will  have  justice,  or  I'll  turn  his 
tabernacle  into  a  plgstye.  [Exit  Paragraph. 

Counsellor,  I  hope,  please  your  worship,  we 
have  sufficiently  established  our  Alibi. 

Justice.  You  are  unquestionably  entitled  to  a 
jur)  of  ghosts. 

Counsellor.  Mr.  Serjeant,  you  will  provide  us  a 
list  ? 

Seijeant.  Let  us  see— you  have  no  objection  to 
sir  George  Viliarsj ;  the  evil  genius  of  Brutus;  the 
ghost  ot  Baiicuo;  Mrs.  Veal. 

Counsel/or.  We  object  to  a  woman — your  wor- 
ship— 

Justice.  Why,  it  is  not  the  practice ;  this,  it 
must  be  owned,  is  an  extraordinary  case.  But> 
however,  if,  on  conviction,  the  Phantom  should 
plead  pregnancy,  Mrs.  Veal  will  be  admitted  into 
the  i  iry  ot  mairons. 

He-jeant.  I  thank  your  worship  ;  then  the  court 
is  adjourned. 

[Terence  and  Dermot  in  an  upper  box. 

Terence.     By  mv  shoul,  but  I  will  spake 

Dermot.     Arrah,  be  quiet,  Terence. 
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Terenie.  Dibble  burn  me  but  I  will  j  hut,  hut, 
not  spake,  what  should  ail  me  ?  harkee  you,  Mr. 
Justice — 

Scamper.     Halloo,  what's  the  matter  now,  Will  ? 

Dertmt.  Leave  off,  honey  Terence,  now  you 
are  well — 

Terence.     Dermot,  be  easy — 

Scamper.     Hear  him — 

Tirekack.     Hear  him— 

Terence.  Ay,  hear  him,  hear  him  j  why  the 
matter  is  this,  Mr.  Justice,  that  little  hopping  fel- 
low there,  that  Dublin  journal  man,  is  as  great  a 
liar  as  ever  was  born — 

Tirehack.     How  so? 

Terence.  Ay,  prithee  don't  bodder  me ;  what, 
dy'e  learn  no  more  manners  at  Oxford  college,  than 
to  stop  a  gentleman  in  the  midst  of  his  speech 
before  he  begins  ?  oh,  for  shame  of  yourself — 
Why  the  matter  is  this,  Mr.  Justice,  that  there 
what  the  debble  dy'e  call  him,  Pra-Praragraf, 
but  by  my  shoul,  that  is  none  of  his  name  neither, 
I  know  the  little  bastard  as  well  as  myself;  as  to 
Fanny  the  Phantom,  long  life  to  the  poor  gentle- 
woman, he  knows  no  more  of  her  than  the  mother 
that  bore  her 

Svds.     Indeed  !  good  Lord,  you  surprise  me  ! 

Terence.  Arrah,  now,  honey  Suds,  spake  when 
you  are  spoke  to;  you  arn't  upon  ihejury,  my  jewel, 
now;  by  my  shoul  you  are  a  little  too  hx.  for  a 
ghost. 

Tirekack.  Prithee,  friend  Ephraim,  let  him  go 
on  J  let's  hear  a  little  what  he  would  be  at— 

Terence.  I  say,  he  knows  nothing  about  the  case 
that  is  litigated  here,  dy'e  see,  at  all,  at  all ;  because 
why,  I  hant  ha  been  from  Dublin  above  four 
weeks,  or  a  month ;  and  I  saw  him  in  his  shop 
every  day  ;  so  how  could  he  be  here  and  there  too  f 
unless,  indeed,  he  used  to  By  backwards  and  for- 
wards, and  that  you  see  is  impossible,  because  why, 
he  has  got  a  wooden  leg. 
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Scamper.     What  the  devil  is  the  fcilow  about  ? 

Tirefiaek.  I  smoke  him — harkee,  Terence,  who 
do  you  take  that  lame  man  to  be  P 

Terence.  Oh,  my  jewel,  I  know  him  well  enough 
sure  by  his  parson^  for  all  he  thought  to  conceal 
himself  by  changing  his  name- 

Scamper.     Why,  it  is  Foote,  you  fool. 

Terence.    Arran,  who  ? 

Tirehack.     Foote. 

Terence.    Fot,  what  the  lecture-man  ?  Pa— 

Tirehack.     Yes. 

Terence.    Arrah,  be  easy,  honey  ■ 

Scamper.     Nay,  enquire  of  Suds. 

Suds.    Truly  I  am  minded  'twas  he. 

Terence.  Your  humble  servant  yourself,  Mr. 
Suds  i  by  my  shoul,  I'll  wager  you  three  thirteens 
to  a  rap,  that  it  is  no  such  matter  at  all,  at  all. 

Scamper.  Done — and  be  judged  by  the  com- 
pany. 

Terence.    Done — I'll  ask  the  orator  himself 
here  he  comes ; 

Enter  Poon. 

harkee,  hooey  Fot,  was  it  yourself  that  was  hap- 
ping about  here  but  now  ? 

Foote.  I  have  heard  your  debate,  and  must  give 
judgment  against  you  -  — 

Terenci.     What,  yourself,  yourself ! 

Foote.     It  was- 

Terence.  Then,  faith,  I  have  lost  my  tbirteeofr— 
Arrah,  but  Fot,  my  jewel,  why  are  you  after  play- 
ing such  pranks  to  bring  an  honest  jontleman  into 
company  where  he  is  nat  'But  what  is  this 
selling  of  lectures  a  thriving  profession  ? 

Foote.  I  can't  determine  as  yet ;  the  public 
have  been  very  indulgent ;  I  have  not  long  opened. 

Terente.  By  my  shoul,  if  it  answers,  will  you  be 
my  pupil  and  learn  me  the  trade  ? 
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Foote.    Willingly 

Terence.  That's  an  honest  fellow,  long  life  to 
you,  lad.  \5Ui  down. 

Enter  M'George. 

M'George.     Here  is  doctor  Friscano  without. 

Foole.     Friscano — who  is  he  ? 
M'Georgc.    The  German  physician  from  James- 
Street. 

Foote.    V/ell ;  what  is  his  business  with  me? 

M'Georgf.     He  is  in  danger  of  losing  his  trade. 
Foote.     How  so  ? 

M'-George.  He  says,  last  summer,  things  went 
on  glibly  enough,  for  then  he  had  the  market  all 
to  himself;  but  this  year  there  is  an  Italian  fellow 
started  up  in  the  Garden,  that  with  his  face  and 
grimace  has  taken  all  his  patients  away. 

Foote.     That's  hard. 

M'George.    Dreadful if  you  was  to  hear  the 

poor  man's  terrible  tale  you  would  really  be  moved 
to  compassion :  he  says  that  his  bleeding  won't 
find  him  in  bread;  and  as  to  the  tooth  trade,  ex- 
cepting two  stumps,  for  sixpence  a  piece,  *tis  a 
month  since  he  looked  in  a  mouth 

Foole.     How  can  I  help  him  ? 

M'Geoige.  Why  he  thinks  oratory  will  do  all 
with  the  English;  and  if  you  would  but  teach  him 
to  talk,  he  should  get  his  custom  again 

Foote.     Can  he  read? 

M'George.     Oh  Lord  !  poor  man,  no. 

Foote.     Well  let  him  attend  here  on — 

M'George.  He  hopes  that  you  will  quickly  dis- 
patch him,  for  if  he  finds  be  can't  do  as  a  doctor, 
he  intends  to  return  to  the  curing  ot  horsus  ajain. 

Foote.  Well,  tell  him  he  may  rest  assured,  ha 
shall  cither  bleed  or  shoe  in  a  fortnight. 

[  Exit  M'Geor^e. 

Foote.  Having  thus  completed  our  lecture  on 
the  eloquence  peculiar  to  the  bar,v.'es\\;i\\i;it(i^\iv:.'s. 
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one  great  group  of  orators,  in  which  will  be  exhi' 
bited  specimens  of  every  branch  of  the  art.  You 
will  have,  at  one  view,  the  choleric,  the  placid,  the 


voluble,  the  frigid,  the  frothy,  the  turgid,  the  calm, 
and  the  clamorous  ;  and  as  a  proof  of  our  exquisite 
skill,  our  subjects  are  not  such  as  a  regular  educa- 


tion has  prepared  for  the  reception  of  this  sublime 
science,  but  a  set  of  illiterate  mechanics,  whom  you 
are  to  suppose  assembled  at  the  Robin-Hood  in 
the  Butcher-row,  in  order  to  discuss  and  adjust  the 
various  systems  of  Europe ;  but  particularly  to  de- 
termine the  separate  interest  of  their  own  mother 
country. 


EHD   OF   THE   SECOND   ACT. 
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ACT    III. 

SCENE,  Vie  Robin-Hood. 
The  President. 

Dermot  O'  Droheda,  a  Chairman ;  Tim  Twist,  a 
Taylor;  Strap,  a  Shoemaker ;  Anvil,  a  Smith ; 
Sam  Slaughter,  a  Butcher;  Catchpole,  a  Bailiff. 
AU  with  pewter  pots  before  them. 

President. 

Silence,  gentlemen  ;  are  your  pots  replenished 
with  porter  ? 

All.    Full,  Mr.  President. 

President.  We  will  then  proceed  to  the  business 
of  the  day ;  and  let  me  beg,  gentlemen,  that  you 
will,  in  your  debates,  preserve  that  decency  and 
decorum  that  is  due  to  the  importance  of  your  de- 
liberations, and  the  dignity  of  this  illustrious  assem- 
bly— [Gets  up,  pulls  off  his  hat,  and  reads  the  motion. — 
Motion  made  last  Monday  to  be  debated  to-day, 
"  That,  for  the  future,  instead  of  that  vulgar  pota- 
tion called  porter,  the  honourable  members  may  be 
supplied  with  a  proper  quantity  of  Irisli  usque- 
baugh. "  Dermot  O'Droheda  f  his  mark." 

O' Droheda.     [Gets  up]  That's  I  myself. 

President.    Mr.  O'Droheda. 

O'Droheda.  Mr.  President,  the  case  is  this ;  it 
is  not  becase  I  am  any  great  lover  of  that  same 
usquebagh  that  I  have  set  my  mark  to  the  motion  ; 
but  becase  I  did  not  think  it  was  decent  for  a 
number  of  gontlcmen  that  were,  dy'e  see,  met  to 
settle  the  affairs  of  the  nation,  to  be  guzzling  a  pot 
of  porter  ;  to  be  sure  the  liquor  is  a  pretty  sort  of 
a  liquor  enough  when  a  man  is  hot  with  trotting 
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between  a  couple  of  poles;  but  this  Is  another  guess 
m.itter,  becase  why,  the  head  is  concerned  ;  and  if 
it  was  not  for  the  malt  and  the  haps,  dibble  burn 
me  but  I  would  as  soon  take  a  drink  from  the 
Thames  as  your  porter.  But  as  to  usquebagh  ;  ah, 
long  life  to  the  liquor — it  is  an  exhilirator  of  the 
bowels,  and  a  stomatic  to  the  head;  I  say,  Mr. 
President,  it  invigorates,  it  stimulates,  it — in  short 
it  is  the  onliest  liquor  of  life,  and  no  man  alive 
will  die  whilst  he  drinks  it. 

[5//J  d<nvn.  Twist  gets  vp,  having  a  piece  of 
paper,  contaiiiing  ike  heads  of  what  he  says,  in 
his  hat. 

President.     Mr.  Timothy  Twist. 

Tim.  Twist.  Mr.  President,  1  second  Mr.  O'Dro- 
heda's  motion ;  and,  sir,  give  me  leave — I  say,  Mr. 
President — [looks  in  his  hat.'] — give  me  leave  to  ob- 
serve, that,  sir,  the'  it  is  impossible  to  add  any  force 
to  what  has  been  advanced  by  my  honourable  friend 
in  the  straps ;  yet,  sir, — [looks  in  his  hat  again.'] — it 
may,  sir,  I  say,  be  necessary  to  obviate  some  objec- 
tions that  may  be  made  to  the  motion  ;  and  first,  it 
may  be  thought — I  sav,  sir,  some  gentlemen  may 
ihintc,  that  this  may  prove  pernicious  to  our  manu- 
facture— [looks  in  his  hat,] — and  the  duty  doubtless 
it  is  of  every  member  of  this  illustrious  assembly  to 
have  a  particular  eye  unto  that ;  but  Mr.  President 
— sir — [looks  in  his  hat,  is  confused,  and  sits  down.] 

President.    Mr.  Twist,  O  pray  finish,  Mr.  Twist. 

Twist.  [Gets  wp.]  I  say,  Mr.  President,  that,  sir, 
if,  sir,  it  be  considered  that — as — 1  say — [looks  in 
his  hat.] — I  have  nothing  farther  to  say. 

[Sits  down,  and  Strap  gets  up. 

President.     Mr.  Strap. 

Strap.  Mr.  President,  it  was  not  my  intention  to 
trouble  the  assembly  upon  this  occasion,  but  when 
I  hear  insinuations  thrown  out  by  gentlemen,  where 
the  interest  of  this  country  is  so  deeply  concerned, 
I  own  I  cannot  sit  silent ;  and  give  me  leave  to  say. 
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sir,  there  never  came  before  this  assembly  a  point 
of  more  importance  thRn  this ;  it  strikes,  sir^  at 
the  very  root  of  your  constitution;  for,  sir,  what 
does  this  motion  imply  ?  it  implies  that  porter,  a 
wholesome,  domestic  manufacture,  is  to  be  prohi- 
bited at  once.  And  for  what,  sir?  for  a  foreign 
pernicious  commodity,  f  had,  sir,  formerly  the 
honour,  in  conjunction  with  my  learned  friend  in 
the  leather  apron,  to  expel  sherbet  from  amongst 
us,  as  I  looked  upon  lemons  as  a  fatal  and  foreign 
fruit  i  and  can  it  be  thought,  sir,  that  1  will  sit 
silent  to  this  ?  No,  sir,  I  will  put  my  shoulders 
strongly  against  it ;  I  will  oppose  it  manihrn  lolibus. 
For  should  this  proposal  prevail,  it  will  not  end 
here  :  fatal,  give  me  leave  to  bay,  will,  I  foresee,  be 
the  issue  ;  and  i  shan't  be  surprised,  in  a  few  days, 
to  hear  from  the  same  quarter,  a  motion  for  the 
expulsion  of  gin,  and  a  premium  for  the  importa* 
tion  of  whisky. 

[.rf  hum  of  approbation,  wilh  significant  nods 
and  winh  from  the  other  members^  He 
sits  down ;  and  Anvil  and  another  mem' 
ber  get  up  together  i  some  cry  Anvil, 
others  Jacobs. 
President.  Mr.  Anvil. 
Anvil.     Mr.  President,  sir — 

[The  members  all  blow  their  noses,  and  cough  j 
Attvil  talks  all  ike  while,  but  is  not  heard. 
Preiidenl.     Silence,  gentlemen;  pray,  gentlemen. 
A  worthy  member  is  up. 

Anvil.     I  say  Mr.  President,  that  if  we  consider 

this  case  in   its  utmost  exient — {All  the  members 

cough  and  blow  their  noses  again,] — I  say,  sir,  1  will. 

Nay;  I  insist  on  being  heard.     If  any  gentleman 

has  iany  thing  to  say  any  where  else,  I'll  hear  him. 

[AJembers  all  laugh,  and  Anvil  sits  down  in  a 

passion,  and  Slaughter  gets  up. 

President.     Mr.  Samuel  Slaughter. 

Slaughter.    Sir,  I  declare  it,  at  the  bare  hearing 
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of  this  here  motion,  I  am  all  over  in  a  sweat ;  for 
my  part  I  can't  ihink  what  gentlemen  mean  by 
talking  in  that  there  manner ;  not  but  I  likes  that 
every  man  should  deliver  his  mind  ;  1  does  mine  ; 
it  has  been  ever  mv  way ;  and  when  a  member 
opposes  me  I  like  him  the  better  for  it ;  it's  right ; 
I  am  pleased  ;  he  can't  olcase  me  more  ;  it  is  as  it 
should  be ;  and  tho'  I  differ  from  the  honourable 
gentleman  in  the  flannel  night-cap,  over  the  way, 
yet  I  am  pleased  to  hear  him  say  what  he  thinks; 
for,  sir,  as  I  said,  it  is  always  my  rule  to  say  what 
I  think,  right  or  wrong — [a  loud laugk-l — Ay,  ay, 
gentlemen  ma)  laugh,  with  all  my  heart,  I  am  used 
to  it,  I  don't  mind  it  a  farthing;  but,  sir,  with 
regard  to  that  there  motion,  I  entirely  agree  with 
my  worthy  frier.d  with  the  pewter-pot  at  his  mouth. 
Now,  sir,  1  would  fain  ask  anv  gentleman  this  here 
question  ;  Can  any  tl.iiig  in  nature  be  more  natu- 
ral for  an  Englishman, than  porter?  I  declare,  Mr. 
President,  I  think  it  ihe  most  wholesomest  liquor 
in  the  world.  But  if  it  must  be  a  change,  let  us 
change  it  for  rum,  a  wholesome  palatable  liquor, 
a  liquor  that—in  short,  Mr.  President,  I  don't 
know  such  a  liquor.  Ay,  gentlemen  may  stare  j  I 
say,  and  I  say  it  upon  my  conscience,  I  don't  know 
such  a  liquor.  Besides,  1  think  there  is  in  this  here 
affair  a  point  of  law,  which  I  shall  leave  to  the 
consideration  of  the  learned,  and  for  that  there  rea- 
son, I  shall  take  up  no  more  of  your  time. 

\He  sits  down,  Cat ihpole  gets  up. 

President.     Mr.  Catchpole. 

Catckpole.  I  get  up  to  the  point  of  law.  And 
though,  sir,  I  am  bred  to  the  business,  1  can't  say  I 
am  prepared  for  this  question.  But  though  this 
usquebagh,  as  a  dram,  may  not  {by  name)  be  sub- 
ject to  a  duty,  yet,  it  is  my  opinion,  or  rather  belief, 
it  will  be  considered,  as  in  the  case  of  horses,  to 
come  under  the  article  of  dried  goods — But  I  move 
that  another  day  this  point  be  debated. 
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Slaughter.    I  second  the  motion. 

[Catchpole  gives  a  paper  to  the  President,  who 
reads  it. 

President.     Hear  your  motion. 

"  That  it  be  debated  next  Thursday,  whether 
the  dram  usquebagh  is  subject  to  a  particular 
duty  ;  or,  as  in  the  case  of  horses,  to  be  considered 
under  the  article  of  dried  goods." 

All.     Agreed,  agreed. 

Foote.  And,  now,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  having 
produced  to  you  glaring  proofs  of  our  great  abili- 
ty in  every  species  of  oratory,  having  manifested, 
in  the  persons  of  our  pupils,  our  infinite  address  in 
conveying  our  knowledge  to  others,  we  shall  close 
our  morning's  lecture,  instituted  for  public  good, 
with  a  proposal  for  the  particular  improvement  of 
individuals.  We  are  ready  to  give  private  instruc- 
tions to  any  reverend  gentleman  in  his  probationary 
sermon  for  a  lectureship ;  to  young  barristers  who 
have  causes  to  open,  or  motions  to  make;  to  all 
candidates  of  the  sock  or  buskin  ;  or  to  the  new 
members  of  any  of  those  oratorical  societies  with 
which  this  metropolis  is  at  present  so  plentifully 
stocked. 

^Exeunt  omnes. 
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S;^  The  Pluys  marked  ihu»  ».  aie  each  embellished  wiih 
an  elegant  plate,  and  those  with  t,  have  infciior 
froniispiecei. 


i?OX-Jonson 

i  Friendship  in  Fashion 

Oiway 

•Funeral-  Steele 

+Gamester — Cenilivre 

•Gamester — Moore 

Ci!  Bias— Moore 

•Good-natured  Man — Gold* 
smith 

•Grecian  Daughter  —  Mur- 
phy 

Greenwich  Park — Mountf. 

*Hcnry  IV.  part  i    T  d. 

+Henry  V.  I  S 

tHenry  VI.  part  i      f  ™ 

•Henry  Vlll.  J« 

+Hcnry  V— Hill 


•Love  for  Love— Congrevc 
Loveina  Mist— Cunningham 
Love  in  a  Riddle — Gibber 
+Lovc  in  a  Tub — Eiherec^ 
*Love  makes  a  Man — Cib- 

her 
Lovc'a  Last  Shift — Gibber 
•Love  in  a  Village— Bicker- 
staff 
•Macbeth — Shakspeare 
Magic  Cavern,  8vo — Songs 
•Mahomet — Miller,  &c. 
•Maid  of  the  Mill— Bicker- 
staff 
+Man  of  Mode — Etherege 
tMariamne — Fcnion 
tMassacrc  of  Paris — Lee 


+Hobin  theWell—Hippisley    •Measure  for  Measure— 


•Hypocrite — Bickerstaff 
*  )ane  Gray — Rowe 
•Jane  Shore— Rowe 
jealous  Wife — Colman 
•Inconsta  nt —  Farquhar 
tjovial  Crew — Brome 
•Isabella — Gartick 
"t-Island  Princess — Motteux 
•Julius  Cjnsar — Shakspeare 
tKing  Charles  I. — Havard 
•King  Jubn — Shakspeare 
•King  Lear — Garrick 
Lady's  Last  Stake — Gibber 
+Li  mberh  am — Dryden 
•Lionel  and  Clarissa — Bick- 
ertiaff 


Shakspeare 
•Medea — Glover 
•Mcrope— Hill 
•Merry  Wives  of  Windsor 

— Shakspeare 
Miller  of  Mansfield,  &c.— 

Dodsley 
•Minor— Wrifihtcn 
•  M  i  se  r —  Fielding 
tMisiake- Vanbruj-h 
•MourningBride— Congreve 
fMusinpha — Orrery 
New  Way  to  pay  Old  Dcbti 

altered 
+ Nonj  u  ror — Ci  bber 
•Old  Bachelor — Congreve 
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TO  HIS  GRACE 

IVJLLIAMDUKE  OF  DEVONSHIBE, 

Lord  Chamberlain  of  his  Majejty's  HovJItolci. 
My  Lord, 

THE  MINOR,  who  is  indebted  for  his 
appearance  on  the  ftage  to  your  Grace's 
indulgence,  bees  leave  to  defire  your  further 
proteaion,  at  his  entering  into  the  world. 

Though  the  allegiance  due  from  the  whole 
dramatic  people  to  your  Grace's  ftation,  might 
place  this  addrefs  in  the  hght  of  a  natural  tri- 
bute ;  yet,  my  Lord,  I  ihould  not  have  taken 
that  liberty  with  the  Duke  of  Devonlhire,  if 
I  could  not  at  the  fame  time,  plead  fome  little 
utility  in  the  defign  of  my  piece  j  and  add, 
that  the  public  approbation  has  ftamped  a  va- 
lue  on  the  execution. 

The  law,  which  threw  the  ftage  under  the 
abfolute  government  of  a  lord  chamberlain, 
pould  not  fail  to  fill  the  minds  of  all  the  objefts 
of  that  power  with  very  gloomy  apprehenfions ; 
they  found  themfelves  (through  their  own  li- 
fcentioufnefs,  it  muft  be  confeffed)  in  a  more 
precarious  dependant  ftate,  than  any  other  of 
his  Majefty's  fubjefts.  But  when  their  direc- 
tion was  lodged  in  the  hands  of  a-  nobleman, 
whofe  anceftors  had  fo  fuccefsfully  ftruggled 
for  national  liberty,  they  ceafed  to  fear  for 
their  own.  It  was  not  from  a  patron  of  the 
liberal  arts  they  were  to  expe£l  an  opprelTor ; 
it  was  not  from  the  fi-iend  of  freedom,  and  of 
man,  they  were  to  dread  partial  monopolies,  or 
the  eftablilhment  of  petty  tyrannies. 

Their 
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Their  wanneO:  wiflies  are  accomplUIied; 
none  of  their  rights  have  been  invaded,  except 
what,  v^ithout  th6  firft  poetic  authority,  I  fliould 
titft  venture  to  call  a  right,  the  }\it  Ndcendi. 

Your  tendemefs,  my  Lord,  for  all  the  follow- 
ers pf  the  Mufes,  has  been  in  no  inftance  more 
confpicuous,  than  in  your  late  iavonr  to  me, 
the  meancft  of  their  train ;  your  Grace  has 
thrown  open  (for  thofe  who  are  denied  ad- 
mittance mto  the  palaces  of  Pamaffus)  a  cot- 
tage on  its  borders,  where'  the  unhappy  mi- 
grants may  be,  if  not  magnificentlyi  at  leaft^ 
hofpitably  entertained. 

I  fliall  detain  your  Grace  no  loAger,  than 
juft  to  echo  the  public  voice,  that,  for  the  ho^ 
nouT,  progrefs,  and  perfeQion  of  letters^  your 
Graceniaylongcontinue  their  candid  Censor, 
who  have  always  been  their  generous  proteQor.- 

I  have  the  honour,  my  Lord,  to  be,  with 
the  greateft  refpe£t,  and  gratitude. 

Your  Grace's  moft  dutiful^ 

moft  obliged, 

and  obedient  Servant, 


EUeJlre,  SAMUEL  FOOTtf^ 
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INTRODUCTION. 

Enter  Canker  and  Smart. 

Smart. 

BUT  are  you  fure  he  has  leave  ? 
Cank.  Certain. 

Smart.  I'm  damn'd  glad  on't.  For  now 
we  flialt  have  a  laugh  either  with  him  or  at 
him,  it  does  not  fignify  which. 

Cank.  Not  I.  But  is  not  the  door  of  the 
Uttle  Theatre  open. 

Smart.  Yes.  Who  is  that  fellow  that 
Teems  to  ftand  centry  there  P 

Cani.  By  his  tattered  garb  and  meagrr  vi- 
fage,  he  mull  be  one  of  the  troop. 

Smart.  I'll  call  him.     Holloa,  Mr.. 

Enter  Pear/e. 

What,  is  there  any  thvog  going  on  over  th* 
way? 
Fear.  A  rehearfe.), 
Stnart.  Of  what  ? 


Fear.  A  new 


piece. 


Smart.    Fo'i'te's? 
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Pear.  Yes. 
Cank.  Is  he  there  ? 
Pear.  Hv-is. 

Smart.  Zounds,  let's  go  and  fee  what  he's 
about. 

CanA:  With  all  my  heart. 

Smart.  Come  along  then.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Foote  and  an  Actor. 

Foote.  Sir,  this  will  never  do !  you  muft 
get  rid  of  your  high  notes,  and  country  cant. 
Oh,  'tis  the  true  ftrolling, — 

Enter  Smart  and  Canker, 
Smart.  Ha,  ha,   ha!  what,   hard  at  it,  my 

boy  : Here's  your  old  friend  Canker  and 

I  come  for  a  peep.    Well,  and  hey,  what  is 
your  plan  ? 
Foofe.  Plan? 

Smart.  Ay,  what  are  your  charafters  ? 
Give  us  your  group;  how  is  your  cloth 
fili'd? 

Foote.  Charafters ! 

Smart.  Ay. — Come,   come,   communicate. 

■   Whaf,  man,  we  will  lend  thee  a  lift.    I  have  a 

damn'd  fine  original  for  thee,  an  aunt  of  my 

own,  juft  co.'Tie  "Om  the  North,  with  the  true 

Ncwcaftle  buF  j.i  her  throat ;  and  a  nofe  and 

a  chin. — I  am  afU^"*  fhe  is  not  well  enough 

tnown :  but  I  have  a  remedy  for  that.    FIl 

b.'ing  her  the  firft  nigin  of  your  piece,  place 

•"'  -  in  a  confpicuous  ftatio>.V  ii'i-"  whifper  the 

?.t  to   tlie   whole  houle.      That  will  be 

n'd  fine,  won't  it? 

bote.  Oh,  delicious ! 

Smart 
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Smart.  But  don't  name  me.  For  if  ftic 
fmokes  me  for  the  author,  I  fliall  be  dafh'd 
out  of  her  codicil  in  a  hurry. 

Foote.  Oh,  never  fear  mc.  But  I  fliouM 
think  your  uncle  Tom  a  better  charafler. 

Smart.  What  the  politician  ? 

Foote,  Aye ;  tliat  every  day,  after  dinner, 
as  foon  as  the  cloth  is  remov'd,  fights  the 
battle  of  Mindcn,  batters  the  French  with 
cherry-ftones,  and  purfues  'em  to  the  banks  of 
the  Rhine  in  a  ftream  of  fpilt  port. 

Smart.  Oh,  damn  ir,  he'll  do. 

Foote.  Or  what  fay  you  to  your  father^ini- 
Jaw,  Sir  Timothy?  who,  tho'  as  broken- 
winded  as  a  Hounflow  poft-horfe,  is  eternally 
chaunting  Venetian  ballads.  Kata  tore  cant 
higlia. 

Smart.  Admirable  !  by  heavens !  —  Have 
vou  got  'em. 

Foote.  No. 

Smart.  Then  in  with  'em  my  boy. 

Foote.  Not  one. 

Smart.  Pr'ythee  why  not  ? 

Foote.  Why  look'e.  Smart,  though  you  are, 
in  the  language  of  the  world,  my  friend,  yet 
there  is  one  thing  you,  I  am  furc,  love  better 
than  any  body. 

Smart.  What's  that  ? 

Foote,  Mifchief. 

Smart.  No,  pr'ythee. 

Foote.  How  now  am  I  fure  that  you,  who 
fo  readily  give  up  your  relations,  may  not  have 
fome  defign  upon  me  ? 

Smart.  I  don't  underfland  you. 

Foote. 
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Foote.  Why,  as  foon  as  my  charaflers  be- 
gin to  circulate  a  little  fuccefsfully,  my  mouth 
is  ftopp'd  in  a  minute,  by  the  clamour  of  your 

relations, Oh,  dain'mc — 'tis  a  fliame, — it 

fhould  not  be, — people  of  diftinflion  brought 
upon  the  ilagc  ! — And  fo,  out  of  compliment 
to  your  coufins,  I  am  to  be  beggar'd  for 
treating  the  public  with  the  follies  of  your 
family,  at  your  own  requeft. 

Smart.  How  can  you  think  I  would  be 
fuch  a  dog?  What,  the  devil,  then,  are  we 
to  have  nothing  perfonal  i  Give  us  the  a£tors 
however. 

Foote.  Oh  that's  ftale.  Befides,  I  think, 
they  hax'e,  of  all  men,  the  beft  right  to  com- 
plain. 

Smart.  How  fo? 

Foote.  Becaufe,  by  rendering  them  ridi- 
culous in  their  profcflion,  you  at  the  fame 
time  injure  their  pockets.  Now  as  to  the 
other  gentry,  they  have  providentially  fomc- 
thing  befides  their  underftanding  to  rely  on  ; 
and  the  only  injury  they  can  receive  is,  that 
the  whole  town  is  then  diverted  with  what 
before  was  only  the  amufcmcnt  of  private 
parties. 

Canker.  Give  us  then  a  national  portrait :  a 
Scotchman  or  an  Irifliman. 

Foote.  If  you  mean  merely  the  dialeft  of 
the  two  countries,  I  can't  think  it  either  a 
fubje£l  of  fatire  or  humour;  it  is  an  acciden- 
tal unhappinefs,  for  which  a  man  is  no  more 
accountable,  than  for  the  colour  of  his  hair. 
Now  affeflation,  1  take  to  be  the  true  comic 
objeft.  If,  indeed,  a  North  Briton,  ftnick 
with 
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with  a  fcheme  of  reformation,  fliould  ad- 
vance from  the  banks  of  the  Tweed,  to 
reach  the  EngUfli  the  true  pronunciation  of 
their  own  language,  he  would,  I  think, 
merit  your  laughter :  nor  would  a  Dublin 
mechanic,  who,  from  heading  the  Liberty- 
boys  in  a  Ikirmiih  on  Ormond  Quay,  Ihould 
think  he  had  a  right  to  prefcribe  military  laws 
to  the  firft  commander  in  Europe,  be  a  lefs  ri- 
diculous obje£t. 

Smart.  Arc  there  fuch  ? 

Foote.  If  you  mean  that  the  blunders  of  a 
few  peafants,  or  the  partial  principles  of  a 
Jingle  fcoundrel,  arc  to  ftand  as  charaftcrifti- 
cal  marks  of  a  whole  country,  your  pride 
may  produce  a  laugh ;  but  believe  me,  it  is  at 
the  expence  of  your  underftanding. 

Canker.  Hevday,  what  a  iyftem  is  here  ! 
Laws  for  laughing !  And  pray,  fage  Sir,  in- 
llru£l  us  when  we  may  laugh  with  propriety  ? 

Foote.  At  an  old  beau,  a  fuperannualed 
beauty,  a  military  coward,  a  ftuttcring  orator, 
or  a  gouty  dancer.  In  (hort,  whoever  affe£ts 
to  be  what  he  is  not,  or  ftrives  to  be  what  he 
cannot,  is  an  object  wjrthy  the  poet's  pen, 
and  your  mirth. 

Smart.  Plha,  I  don't  know  what  you  mean 
by  your  is  nots,  and  cannots — idamn'd  ab> 
ftrufc  jargon.     Ha,  Canker  ! 

Cank.  Well,  but  if  you' will  not  give  us 
perfons,  let  us  have  things.  Treat  us  with  a 
modern  amour,  and  a  ftate  intrigue,  or  a  • 

Foote.  And  fo  amufe  the  public  ear  at  the 
expcncc  of  private  peace.  Vou  muA  excufe 
me. 

Cank. 
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Cavk.  And  with  thefe  principles,  you  cx- 
peft  to  thrive  on  this  fpot  ? 

Smart.  No,  no,  it  won't  do.  I  tell  thee 
the  plain  roaft  and  hoil'd  of  the  theatres  will 
never  do  at  this  table.  We  inuft  have  high 
feafon'd  ragouts,  and  rich  fauces. 

Foote.  Why,  perhaps,  by  way  of  defert,  I 
may  produce  fomething  that  may  hit  your  pa- 
late. 

Smart.  Your  bill  of  fare  ? 

Footc.  What  think  you  of  one  of  thofc 
itinerant  field  orators,  who,  tho'  at  declared 
enmity  with  common  fenfe,  have  the  addrefs 
to  poifon  the  principles,  and  at  the  fame  time 
pick  the  pockets  of  half  our  induftrious  fel- 
low fubjeas  ? 

Cank.  Have  a  care.  Dangerous  ground, 
Ludere  cum  facris,  you  know. 

Fooie.  Now  I  look  upon  it  in  a  different 
manner.  I  confider  thcfe  gentlemen  in  the 
light  of  public  performers,  like  myfelf ;  and 
whether  we  exhibit  at  Tottenham-court,  or 
the  Haymarket,  our  purpofe  is  the  fame,  and 
the  place  is  immaterial. 

Cank.  Why,  indeed,  if  it  be  confidercd — 

Foote.  Nay,  more,  I  muft  bet  leave  to  aflert, 
that  ridicule  is  the  only  antidote  againft  this 
pernicious  poifon.  This  is  a  maunefs  that 
argument  can  never  cure :  and  fliould  a  little 
wiiolefome  feverity  be  applied,  perfecution 
would  be  the  immediate  cry ;  where  then 
can  we  have  recourfe,  but  to  the  comic  mufe  ? 
perhaps  the  archiiefs  and  feverity  of  her  fmile 
may  redrefs  an  evil,  that  the  Jaws  cannot 
reach,  or  reafon  reclaim. 

Cank, 
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Cank.  Why,  if  it  does  not  cure  thofe  al- 
ready diftemper'd,  it  may  be  a  means  to  ftop 
the  infe^lon. 

Smart.  But  how  is  your  fcheme  conducted  ? 

Foote.  Of  that  you  may  judge.  We  are 
juft  going  upon  a  repetition  of  the  piece.  I 
fliould  be  glad  to  have  your  opinion. 

Smart.  We  will  give  it  you. 

Foote.  One  indulgence :  As  you  are  Eng- 
liOimen,  I  think,  I  need  not  beg,  that  as 
from  neceflity  moft  of  my  performers  are  new, 
you  will  allow  for  their  mexperience,  and  en- 
courage their  timidity. 

Smart.  But  reafonable. 

Foote.  Come,  then,  prompter,  begin. 

Pear.  Lord,  Sir,  we  are  all  at  a  ftand. 

Foote.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Pear.  Mrs.  0-Schohnefy  has  retum'd  the 
part  of  the  bawd ;  Ihe  fays  flie  is  a  gentle- 
woman, and  it  would  be  a  retteftion  on  her 
family  to  do  any  fuch  thing ! 

Foote.  Indeed ! 

Pear.  If  it  had  been  only  a  whore,  fays  Ihe, 
I  Ihould  not  have  minded  ;  becaufe  no  lady 
need  be  alhamed  of  doing  that. 

Foote.  Well,  there  is  no  help  for  it  j  but 
thcfe  gentlemen  muft  not  be  difappointed. 
Well,  I'll  do  the  charafter  myfelf. 


ACT 
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Enter  Sfr  William  Wealthy,  and  Mr.  Richard 
Wealthy. 

COME,  come,  brother,  I  know  the  world. 
People  who  have  their  attention  eternally 
fixed  upon  one  object,  can't  help  being  a  little 
narrow  in  their  notions. 

R.  Weal.  A  fag^Lious  remark  that,  and 
highly  probable,  that  we  merchants,  who 
maintain  a  conflant  correfpondence  with  the 
four  quarters  of  the  world,  lliould  know  lefs 
of  it  than  your  falhionable  fellows,  whofc 
whole  experience  is  bounded  by  Weftminfter- 
bridge. 

Sir.  Will.  Nay,  brother,  as  a  proof  that  I 
am  not  blind  to  the  benelit  or  travelling, 
GeorK,  you  know,  has  been  in  Germany 
thefe  four  years. 

B.  Weal  Where  he  is  well  grounded  in 
gaming  and  gluttony ;  France  has  fumiflied 
him  with  fawning  and  flattery  j  Italy  equipp'd 
him  with  capriols  and  cantatas  :  and  thus  ac- 
complifti'd,  my  young  gentleman  is  retum'd 
with  a  cargo  of  whores,  cooks,  valets  de 
chambrc,    and   fiddlefticks,   a   molt    valuable 

ember  of  the  Britifli  commonwealth. 

Sir.  Will.  You  dillike  then  my  fyftem  of 

ucation  ? 

R.  Weal.  Moft  fincerely. 

Sir.  Will.  The  whole  ? 

R.  Weal.  Every  particular. 

Sir. 
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Sir.  Wilt.  The  early  part,  I  fhould  imagine, 
might  merit  vour  approbation. 

Ji.  iTeal.'Leait  of  all.  What,  I  fuppofe, 
becaufe  he  has  run  the  gauntlet  thro'  a  pub- 
lic fcliool,  where,  at  fixteen,  he  had  prac- 
tis'd  more  vices  than  he  would  othcrwife  have 
heard  of  at  fixty. 

Sir,  Wilt.  Ha,  ha,  prejudice. 
B.  Weal.  Then,  indeed,  you  removed  him 
to  the  univerfity !  where,  left  his  morals 
(hould  be  mended,  and  his  underftanding  im- 
proved, you  fairly  fct  him  tree  from  the  re- 
ftraint  of  the  one,  and  the  drudgery  of  the 
other,  by  the  priviiedged  di(tin£tion  of  a  lilk 
gown  and  a  velvet  cap. 

Sir.  Will.  And  all  thcfc  evils,  you  think,  a 
city  education  would  have  prcvr-ntcdr 

R.  Weal.  Doubtlcfs. Proverbs,  pro- 
verbs, brother  William,  convey  wholefome 
inftruftion,  Idlenefs  is  the  root  of  rJl  evil. 
Regular  hours,  conftant  employment,  and 
good  example,  can't  fail  to  form  the  mind. 

Sir.  Will.  Why,  truly,  brother,  had  you 
ftuck  to  your  old  civic  vices,  hvpocrify,  co- 
zenage, and  avarice,  I  don't  know  whether 
I  might  not  have  committed  George  to  your 
care ;  but  you  cockneys  now  beat  us  fub- 
urbians  at  our  own  weapons.  What,  old 
boy,  times  are  changed  liiice  the  date  of  thy 
indentures  j  when  the  fleek,  crop  eared  pren- 
tice ufed  to  dangle  after  his  miftrefs,  with  the 
great  bible  under  his  arm,  to  St.  Bride's,  on 
a,  Sunday  ;  bring  home  the  text,  repeat  the 
divifions  of  the  difcourfe,  dine  at  twelve,  and 
regale, 
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regale,  upon  a  gaudy  day,  with  buns  and  beer 
at  iflington,  or  Mile-End. 

]{.  Weal.  Wonderfully  facetious  ! 

Sir,  Will.  Our  modem  lads  are  of  a  dif- 
ferent metal.  They  have  their  gaming  clubs 
in  the  Garden,  their  Uttlc  lodgings,  the  fnug 
depofitories  of  their  rufty  fwords,  and  occa- 
iional  bag-wigs  i  their  horfes  for  the  turf;  ay, 
and  their  commiffions  of  bankruptcy  too,  be- 
fore they  are  well  out  of  their  time. 

R.  Weal.  Infamous  afperfion  ! 

Sir.  Will.  But  the  laft  meeting  at  New- 
market, lord  Lofty  received  at  tne  hazard- 
table  the  identical  note  from  the  individual 
taylor  to  whom  he  had  paid  it  but  the  day 
before  for  a  new  fet  of  liveries. 

R.  Weal.  Invention ! 

Sir.  Will.  Thefe  are  anecdotes  you  will 
never  meet  with  in  your  weekly  travels  from 
Cateaton-ftreet  to  your  boarded  box  in  Clap- 
ham,  brother. 

R.  Wealth.  And  yet  that  boarded  box,  as 
your  prodigal  fpendthrift  proceeds,  will  foon 
be  the  only  feat  of  the  family. 

Sir.  Will.  May  be  not.  Who  knows  what 
a  reformation  our  projeft  may  produce  I 

R.  Wealth.  I  do.     None  at  all. 

Sir.  Will.  Whyfo? 

R.  Wealth.  Becaufe  your  means  are  ill- 
proportioned  to  their  rtid.  Were  he  my  fon, 
I  would  ferve  him- 

Sir.  Will.  As  you  have  done  your  daugh- 
ter. Difcard  him.  But  confider,  I  have  but 
one. 

R.  Wealth. 
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H.  Wealth.  That  would  weigh  nothing 
with  me  :  for,  was  Charlotte  to  fet  up  a  will 
of  her  own,  and  rejeft  the  man  of  my  choice, 
flie  muft  expe£l  to  fhare  the  fate  of  her  lifter. 
I  confider  families  as  a  fmaller  kind  of  king- 
doms, and  would  have  difobedience  in  the  one 
as  feverely  punilhed  as  rebellion  in  the  other. 
Both  cut  off  from  their  reftieftive  focieties. 

Sir.  Will.  Poor  Lucy !  But  furely  you  begin 
to  relent.    Mayn't  I  intercede  f 

R.  Wealth.  Ixok'e,  brother,  you  know  my 
mind.  I  will  be  abfolute.  If  I  meddle  with 
the  management  of  your  fon,  it  is  at  your 
own  requeft;  but  \i,  direitly  or  indire£tly, 
you  interfere  with  my  bamftiment  of  that 
wilful,  headftrong,  difobedient  huffy,  all  ties 
between  us  are  broke ;  and  I  fhall  no  more 
remember  you  as  a  brother,  than  I  do  her  as 
a  child. 

Sir.  Will.  I  have  done.  But  to  return. 
You  think  there  is  a  probability  in  my  plan  ? 

R.  Weat/t.  I  ftiall  attend  the  ilTue. ' 

Sir.  Will.  You  will  lend  your  aid,  how- 
ever ? 

R.  Wealth.  We  fliall  fee  how  you  go  on. 

Enter  Servant. 
Serv.  A  letter,  fir. 

Sir.  Wilt.  Oh,  from  Capias,  my  attorney. 
Who  brought  it? 

•^rv.  The  perfon  is  without,  fir. 
Sir.  Will.  Bid  him  wait.     (Readi.)  Exit. 
Serv. 
Worths 
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Worthif  Sir, 
The  bearer  is  the  per/on  X  promifed  to  pro- 
aire.  I  Ihciiglit  it  teas  proper  for  you  io  ex- 
amine hhii  in  viva  voce,  oo  if  you  adminijlcr 
afeio  interrogatories,  you  xoillfind,  by  crofs' 
qitejtioiiitig  him,  w/.ether  he  is  a  competent  per- 
jon  to  pro/eade  the  caufe you  wot  of.  J  aifli 
ye-*  a  fpeidy  ijfue:  and  as  there  can  be  no  de- 
fault in  your  judgment,  am  of  opinion  it 
Jboutd  be  carried  iuto  immediate  execution, 
I  am. 

Worthy  Sir,  Ac. 

Timothy  Capias. 

P.  S.  The  party's  Name  is  Samuel  Shift. 
He  is  an  admirable  mime  or  mijnic,  and  mojl 
delectable  company ;  as  we  experience  every 
Tiiefday  mght  at  our  club,  the  Magpye  and 
Uorfe-fhoe,  Fetter-lane. 

YcTy  methodical  indeed,  Mr.  Capias ! — John 

Enter  Servant. 
Bid  the  perfon  who  brought  this  Letter,  walk 
in.     (Exit  Serv.J    Have  you  any   curiofity, 
brother  ? 

H.  Wealth.  Not  a  jot.  I  muft  to  the 
Change.  In  the  evening  you  may  find  me 
in  the  counting-houfe,  or  at  Jonathan's.  (Exit. 
Sir.  Will.  You  fliall  hear  from  me. 
E?iter  Shift  and  Servant. 
Shut  the  door,  John,  and  remember,  I  am 
not  at  home.  [Exit.  Serv.'\  You  came  from 
Mr.  Capias  P 

Shift. 
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Shift.  I  did,  Hr. 

Sir.  Will.  Your  name  I  think  is  Shift? 

Shift.  It  is,  fir. 

Sir.  Will.  Did  Mr.  Capias  drop  any  hint 
of  my  bufuiefs  with  you? 

Shift.  None.  He  only  faid,  with  his  fpec- 
tacles  on  his  nofe,  and  his  hand  upon  his 
chain.  Sir  William  Wealthy  is  a  refpeftabie 
perfcnage,  and  my  client ;  he  wants  to  re- 
tain you  in  a  certain  affair,  and  will  open  the 
caf?,  and  give  you  your  brief  himfelf :  if  you 
adhere  to  his  inftrui^ior.s,  and  carry  your 
caufc,  he  is  generous,  and  will  difcharge  your 
bill  without  taxation. 

Sir.  Will.  Ha !  ha !  my  friend  Capias  to 
a  hair !  Well  fir,  this  is  no  bad  fpecimen  of 
your  abilities.  But  fee  that  the  door  is  faft. 
Now  fir,  you  are  to 

Shift.  A  moment's  paufe,  if  you  pleafe. 
You  muft  know,  Sir  William,  I  am  a  pro- 
pigious  admirer  of  forms.  Now  Mr.  Capias 
tells  me,  that  it  is  always  the  rule  to  admi- 
nifter  a  retaining  fee  before  you  enter  upon 
the  merits. 

Sir.  Will.  Oh,  fir,  I  beg  your  pardon! 

Shift.  Not  that  1  quellioned  your  genero- 
Cty  ;  but  forms  you  know 

Sir.  Will.  No  apology,  I  beg.  But,  as  we 
are  to  have  a  clofer  connection,  it  may  not 
be  amifs,  by  way  of  introduflion,  to  under- 
ftand  one  another  a  little.  Pray,  fir,  where 
was  you  born  ? 

Shift.  At  my  father's. 

Sir.  Will.  Hum''! And  what  was  he  ? 

Shift.  A  gentleman. 

Sir. 
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-Sir.  IVill.  What  was  you  bred  ? 

Shift.  A  gentleman. 

Sir.  Will.  How  do  you  Jive  ? 

Shift.  Like  a  gentleman. 

Sir.  Will.  Could  nothing  induce^ou  to  un- 
bofom  yourfelf  ? 

Shift.  Look'c,  Sir  William,  there  is  a  kind 
of  fomething  in  your  countenance,  a  certain 
opennefs  and  generofity,  a  je  ne  fcai  quoi  in 
your  manner,  5iat  I  will  unlock .  You  ftiall 
fee  me  all. 

Sir.  Will.  You  will  oblige  me. 

Shift.  You  muft  know  then,  that  For- 
tune, which  frequently  delights  to  raife  the 
nobleft  ftru£tures  from  the  (impleft  founda- 
tions ;  who  from  a  taylor  made  a  pope,  from 
a  gin-fhop  an  emprefs,  and  many  a  prime 
miniller  from  nothing  at  all,  has  thought 
fit  to  raife  me  to  my  prefent  height,  from 
the  humble  employment  of — Light  your  Ho- 
nour-  A  link  boy. 

Sir,  Will.  A  pleafant  fellow. Who  were 

your  parents  ? 

Shift.  I  was  produced,  fir,  by  a  left-handed 
marriage,  in  the  language  of  the  news- 
papers, between  an  illuftrious  lamp-lighter 
and  an  eminent  itinerant  cat  and  dog  butcher. 
Cat's  meat,  and  dog's  meat.— — I  dare  fay, 
you  have  heard  my  mother  fir.  But  as  to 
this  happy  pair,  I  owe  little  befides  my 
Being,  I  rfiall  drop  them  where  they  dropt 
jne in  the  ftreet. 

Sir.  Will.  Proceed. 

Shift.  My  firft  knowledge  of  the  world  I 

owe  to  a  fchool,  which  has  produced  many 

a  great 
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a  great  man ;  the  avenues  of  the  Play-houfe. 
There^  fir,  leaning  on  my  extinguilh'd  link, 
i  leam'd  dexterity  from  pick-pockets,  con- 
nivance from  conftables,  politics  and  fafhionB 
from  footmen,  and  the  art  of  making  and 
breaking  a  promife,  firom  their  mailers. 
Here,   lirrah,   light  me  a-crofs  the    kennel 

1  hope  your  honour  will  remember  poor 

Jack. You  ragged  rafcal  I  have  no  half- 
pence  I'll  pay  you  the  next  time   I  fee 

you But,  lack-a-day,  fir,  that  time  I  faw 

as  feldom  as  his  tradefmcn. 

Sir.  mil.  Very  well. 

Ski/t.  To  thefraccompfilhmentsfrom  with- 
out the  Theatre,  I  mull  add  one  that  I  oh- 
tain'd  within. 

Sir.  Will,  How  did  you  gain  admittance 
there? 

Shift.  My  merit,  fir,  that,  like  my  link, 
threw  a  radiance  round  me A  detach- 
ment fi*om  the  head-quarters  here,  took  pof- 
feflion,  in  the  fummer,  of  a  country  corpo- 
ration, where  I  did  the  honours  of  the  bam, 
by  fweeping  the  ftage,  and  clipping  the  can- 
dles. There  my  Ikill  and  addrels  was  fo  con- 
ipicuous,  that  it  procured  mc  the  fame  of 
fice  the  enfuing  wmter,  at  Drury-Lane,  where 
I  acquired  intrepidity ;  the  crown  of  all  my 
virtues. 

Sir.  Will.  How  did  you  obtain  that  ? 

Shift.  By  my  poll.  For  I  think,  fir,  he 
that  dares  ftand  the  (hot  of  the  gallery  in 
lighting,  fnufling,  and  fweeping,  the  firft 
jiight  of  a  new  play,  may  bid  defiance  to  ihe 
piflorv,  with  all  its  cuftomary  compliments. 
Sir, 
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Sir.  Will.  Some  truth  in  that. 

Shift.  But  an  unlucky  crab-apple,  applied 
to  my  right  eye,  by  a  patriot  gingerbread- 
baker  from  the  Borough,  who  would  not 
iiirter  three  dancers  from  Switzerland,  becaufc 
be  hated  the  French,  forced  me  to  a  precipi- 
tate retreat. 

Sir.  Will.  Poor  devil? 

Shift.  Broglio  and  Contades  have  done  the 
fame.  But  as  it  huppe-.i'd,  like  a  tennis-ball, 
1  rofe  higher  thi.ii  the  rebound. 

Sir.  Will.  How  fo  ? 

Shift.  My  misfortune,  fir,  moved  the  com- 
paflion  of  one  of  our  perforirrrs,  a  whimfi- 
cal  man ;  he  took  mc  into  his  fervlce.  To 
him  I  owe,  what  I  believe  will  make  nic 
ufeful  to  you. 

t>ir.  Will.  Explain. 

Shift.  Why,  fir,  my  mafter  was  rema-'k.-.bly 
happy  in  an  ^rt,  which,  howevjt  d-iji:?  in  d 
at  prefent,  is  by  Tully,  reckon',-;  T^r.-iLgll 
the  perfections  of  an  orator;  Mi .::.  '■Ly. 

Sir.  Will.  Whv,  you  are  dctpiy  read  Mr. 
Shift ! 

Shift.  A  fmattering— But,  as  I  was  fsying, 
fir,  nothing  came  amifs  to  my  mafter.  Bi- 
peds, or  quadrupeds ;  rationals,  or  animals  ; 
from  the  clamour  of  the  bar,  to  the  cackle 
of  the  barn-door;  from  the  foporlfic  twang 
of  the  tabernacle  of  Tottenham-Court,  to 
the  melodious  bray  of  their  long  ear'd  bre- 
thren in  Bunhill-Fields ;  all  were  obje£ts  of 
his  imitation,  and  my  attention.  In  a  word, 
fir,  for  two  whole  years,  under  this  profef- 
for,  I  ftudied  and  ftarved,  impoveriih'd  my 
body, 
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body,  and  pamper'd  my  mind ;  till  thinking 
myfelf  pretty  near  equal  to  my  mafter,  I  made 
him  one  of  his  own  bows,  and  fct  up  for  my- 
felf. 

Sir  WHI.  You  have  been  fuccefsfiil  I  hope. 

Shift.  Pretty  well ;  I  can't  complain.  My 
art,  fir,  is  a  pafst;-par-tout.  I  feldoili  want 
employment.  Let's  fee,  how  ftand  my  en- 
gagements. [Pitlb  out  a  pockel-hoo&l  Hum, 
■ — hum,  Oh !  Wednefday,  at  Mrs.  Gam- 
hiiil'si  near  Hanover-fquare;  there,  there,  I 
fliall  make  a  meal  upon  the  Mingotti ;  fot 
her  ladylliip  is  in  the  opem  intereft.;  but, 
however,  [  fliall  revenge  her  caufe  upon  het 
rival  Mattel.  Sunday  evening  at  Lady  Su- 
rtiiluto's  concert-  Thurfday  I  dine  uppn  the 
a^lors,  with  ten  Templars,  at  the  Mitre  in 
Fleet-ftreet.  Friday  I  am  to  give  the  amo- 
rous parley  of  two  intriguing  cats  in  a  gutter, 
with  the  difturbiiig  or  a  hen-rooft,  at  Mr. 
Deputy  Sugarfops,  near  the  Monument.  So 
iir,  you  fee  my  hands  arc  full.  In  fliort.  Sir 
William,  there  is  not  a  buck  or  a  turtle  de^ 
voiircd  within  the  bills  of  mortality,  but  there  I 
may,  if  1  pieafe,  ftick  a  napkin  under  my  chin. 

Sir  WiU.  I'm  afraid,  Mr.  Shift,  I  muft  break 
in  a  little  upon  your  engagements;  but  yoU 
fliall  be  no  lofer  by  the  bargain. 

Shift,  Command  me. 

Sir  Will.  You  cati  be  fccrct  as  wdll  as  fer^ 
viccahie  ? 

Shift.  Mute  as  a  mackarel. 

;■;>  /('///.  Come  hither  iheu.  If  you  betray 
j(he  to  my  fon, 

Shift.  Scalp  me. 

SO* 
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Sir  Will.  Enough. — You  muft  know  tlien^ 
the  hopes  of  our  ramily,  are,  Mr.  Shift,  cen- 
tered in  one  boy. 

Shfft.  And  I  warrant  he  is  a  hopeful  one. 

Sir  Will.  No  interruption,  I  beg.  George 
has  been  abroad  thefe  four  years,  and  from 
his  late  behaviour,  I  have  reafon  to  believe, 
that  had  a  certain  event  happened,  which  I 
am  afraid  he  wiflied, — my  death 

Shift.  Yes  ;  that's  natural  enough. 

Sir  Wilt.  Nay,  pray,— there  would  foon  be 
an  end  to  an  ancient  and  honourable  family. 

Shift.  Very  melancholy,  indeed.  But  fa- 
milies, like  befoms,  will  wear  to  the  ftumps, 
and  finally  fret  out,  as  you  fay.' 

Sir  Will.  Pr'ythee  peace  for  five  minutes. 

Shift.  I  am  tongue-tied. 

Sir  Will.  Now  I  have  proje£ted  a  fchemc 
to  prevent  this  calamity. 

Shi/l.  Ay,  I  fhould  be  glad  to  hear  that. 

Sir  Will.  I  am  going  to  tell  it  you. 

Shi^i.  Proceed. 

5(r  Will.  George,  as  I  have  contrived  it, 
fliall  experience  all  the  mifery  of  real  ruin, 
without  running  the  leaft  rifque* 

Shift.  Ay,  that  will  be  a  coup  de  maltre. 

Sir  Will.  I  have  prevailed  upon  his  uncle* 
a  wealthy  citizen. 

S/iiyt.  I  don't  like  a  city  plot. 

Sir  Wilt.  I  tell  thee  it  is  my  own. 

Shift.  I  beg  pardon. 

Sir  Will.  My  brother,  I  fay,  fome  time 
fmce  wrote  him  a  circumftantiaj  account  of 
my  death  -,  upon  which  he  is  returned,  in  full 
expectation  of  fucceeding  to  my  eftate. 

^  Skifi. 
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akiff.  Immediately? 

Sir  Will.  No;  when  at  age.  In  about  three 
tnonths. 

Shift.  I  underftand  you. 

Sir  WilL  Now,  fir,  gueffing  into  what  hand* 
tny  heedlefs  boy  would  naturally  fall,  on  his 
return,  I  have  in  a  feign'd  character,  alTociated 
myfelf  with  a  fet  of  rafcals,  who  will  fpread 
every  bait  that  can  flatter  folly,  inflame  extra- 
vagance, allure  inexpe#iencej  or  catch  credu- 
lity; And  when,  by  their  means^  he  think* 
himfelf  reduced  to  *fl-^aft  extremity;  loft  even 
to  the  moft  diftant  hope 

Shift.  What  therif 

Sir  Will.  Then  will  I  ftep  in,  like  his  guar- 
dian-angel, and  fnatch  him  from  perdition. 
If  mortified  by  mifery,  he  Ijecomes  confcious 
of  his  errors,  I  have  faved  my  fon  ;  but  if,  oir 
the  otherhand,  gratitude  can't  bind,  nor  ruin 
reclaim  him,  I  will  caft  him  out,  as  an  alien 
to  my  blood,  and  truft  for  the  fupport  of  my 
name  and  family  to  a  remoter  branch. 

Shift.  Bravely  refolved.  But  what  part  anl 
I  to  fuftain  in  this  drama  ? 

Sir  WilU  Why  George,  you  are  to  know, 
is  already  ftript  of  what  money  he  could  com- 
mand, by  two  ftiarpers;  but  as  I  never  truft 
them  out  of  nly  fight  they  can't  deceive  me; 

Shift.  Out  of  your  fight ! 

Sir  Will.  Why,  I  tell  thee,  I  am  one  of  the 
knot !  an  adept  in  their  fcience,  can  flip,  QiulHe, 
cog,  or  cut  with  the  beft  of  'em. 

Shift.  How  do  you  efcape  your  fon's  notice? 

Sir  Will.  His  firm  perfuafion  of  my  death> 
With  the  extravagance  of  my  difguife. > 
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Why,  I  would  engage  to  elude  yotir  penetra- 
tion, when  I  am  beau'd  for  the  baron.  But  of 
that  by  and  by.  He  has  recourfe,  after  his  ill 
fuccefe,  to  the  cent,  per  cent,  gentry,  ufurers, 
for  a  further  fupply. 

Shift.  Natural  enough. 

Sir  Will.  Pray  do  you  know, — I  forgot  his 
name, — a  wrinkled  old  fellow,  in  a  thread- 
bare coat?  He  fits  every  morning,  from  twelve 
till  two,  in  the  left  corner  of  Lloyd's  coffee- 
houfe  i  and  every  evening,  from  five  till  eight, 
under  the  clock,  at  the  Temple- exchange. 

Shift.  What,  little  Transfer  the  broker  ! 

Sir  Will.  The  fame.     Do  you  know  him  ? 

Shift.  Know  him  !  Ay,  rot  him.  It  was  but 
lafl  Eafter  Tueiday,  he  had  me  turn'd  out  at  a 
feall,  in  L^ather-feller's  Hall,  for  finging 
Room  for  Cuckolds,  like  a  parrot;  and  vowed 
it  meant  a  reflection  upon  the  whole  body  cor- 
porate. 

Sir  Will.  You  have  reafon  to  remember  him. 
S/nyi.  Yes,  yes,  I  recommended  a  minor  to 
him  myfelf,  for  the  loan  only  of  fifry  pounds; 
and  would  you  believe  it,  as  1  hope  to  be  faved, 
we  dined,  fupped,  and  wetted  five-and-thirty 
guineas  upon  tick,  in  meetings  at  the  Crofs» 
Iccys,  in  order  to  fettle  th-'  terms ;  and  after  all, 
the  fcoundrel  would  not  lend  us  a  ftiver. 

Sir  Will.  Could  you  perfonate  him  ? 

S/'iifl'.  Him  !  Oh,  you  fhall  fee  mc  fiiift  int« 
his  fliamble  in  a  minute :  and  with  a  withered 
face,  a  bit  of  a  purple  nofe,  a  cautionary  ftam- 
nier,  and  a  flcek  lilver  head,  I  would  underi- 
take  to  deceive  even  his  banker.  But  to 
fycdk  the  truth,  1  have  a  friend  that  can  do  this 
mimi- 
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inimitably  well.  Have  not  you  fometliTng  of 
more  confequence  for  me? 

■Sir  U'Ul.  I  have.  Could  not  you,  maftcr 
jSttift,  affume  another  flinpc?  You  have  at- 
tended auQions. 

Shift.  Auctions !  a  conftant  pulT.  Deep 
ill  the  mylleryi  a  profcircd  connoiflcur,  from 
a  Niger  to  a  nautilus,  from  tlie  Apollo  Bel- 
videre  to  a  buttcrHv. 

Sir  Will.  One  of  thcfe  iiifmuating,  oily  ora- 
tors I  will  get  you  to  pci-funate:  for  we  mull 
have  the  plate  and  jewels  in  our  pofleilioii,  or 
they  will  toon  fall  into  otiier  hands. 

Shift^  I  will  do  it. 

Sir  IV-ill.  Within  I'll  give  you  farther  iuftruc- 
tions. 

Shift.  I'll  follovi'  you. 

Sir  U'ill.  [Going,  rclarns.]  You  will  want 
materials. 

Shift.  Ob,  mvdn-fs  I  can  be  furnifiied  with 
in  five  minutes.  yKxit  Sir  Witl.]  A  whim- 
lical  old  blade  this.  I  th;ill  laugh  if  this  fchcmc 
mifcarries.  I  have  a  firange  mind  to  lend  it  a 
lift — never  had  a  greater — Pbo,  a  dainn'd  un- 
natural connection  this  of  mine!  What  have  I 
to  do  with  fathers  and  guardians!  a  parcel  of 
preaching,  prudent,  careful,  cunnudgeonly — 
dead  to  pieslures  thcmfelves,  and  the  biallers 

of  it  in  others Mere  dogs  in  a  manger — No, 

no,  I'll  veer,  tack  about,  open  my  budget  to 
the  boy,  and  jpin  in  a  counter-plot.  But  hold, 
hold,  friend  Stephen,  fee  firil  huw  the  land  lies. 
Who  knows  whether  this  Gcrmauiz'd  genius 
has  parts  to  comprehend,  or  fpirit  to  reward 
thy  merit.    There's  danger  in  that,  aye,  marry 
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is  there.  'Egad  before  I  fliift  the  helm,  I'll 
firft  examine  the  coaft ;  and  then  if  there  ba 
but  a  bold  fhore,  and  a  good  bottom,  have  4 
care  old  Square  Toes,  you  will  meet  with  your 
match. 

Enter  S/r  George,  Loader,  and  Servant. 

Sir  Geo.  Let  the  Martin  pannels  for  the  vis- 
a-vis be  carried  to  Long-Acre,  and  the  pycr 

balls  fent  to  Hall's  to  be  bitted You  will 

give  me  leave  to  be  in  your  debt  till  the  even- 
ing, Mr.  Loader.  I  have  juft  enough  left  to 
difcharge  the  b-nron  ;  and  we  muft,  you  know, 
be  punctual  with  him,  for  the  credit  of  the 
country. 

Load.  Fire  him,  a  fnub-nofed  fon  of  a  bitch, 
levant  me,  but  he  got  enough  laft  night  tq 
purchafe  a  principality  amongft  his  country- 
men,  the  High-dutchians  and  Huffarians. 

Sir  Geo.  You  had  your  (hare,  Mr.  Loader. 

Load.  Who,  I !  Lurch  me  at  four,  but  I 
was  marked  to  the  top  of  your  trick,  by  the 
baron,  my  dear.  What,  1  am  no  cinque  aritj 
quartre  man.  Come,  fhall  we  have  a  dip  .in 
thchiftoryof  the  Four  Kings  this  morning? 

Sir  Geo.  Rather  too  early.  Befides,  it  is 
.the  rule  abroad,  never  to  engage  a-frelli,  till 
our  old  fcores  are  difchargcd. 

Load.  Cajjot  me,  but  thofe  lads  abroad  are 
pretty  fellows,  let'em  fay  what  they  will. 
Here,  fir,  they  will  vowel  you,  from  father  to 
fon,  to  the  twentieth  generation.  They 
would  as  foon  now-a-days  pay  a  tradefman's 
biUf  as  a  play  debt.  Alt  £enfe  of  honour  is 
gone 
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gone,  not  a  fiiver  ftirrlng.  They  could  as 
foon  raife  the  dead  as  two  pounds  two;  nick 
me,  but  I  have  a  great  mind  to  tie  up,  and 
ruin  the  rafcals— -What>  has  Transfer  been 
here  this  moraing  i 

Enter  Dick. 

Sir  Geo.  Any  body  here  this  momtng, 
Dick? 

Dick.  No  body,  your  honour. 

Load.  Repique  the  rafcal.  He  promifed  to 
be  here  before  me, 

Dick.  I  beg  your  honour's  pardon.  Mrs. 
Cole  from  the  Piazza  was  here,  between  feven 
and  eight. 

Sir  Geo.  An  earjy  hour  for  a  lady  of  her 
calling. 

Dick.  Mercy  on  me !  The  poor  gentle- 
woman is  mortally  altered  lince  we  ufed  to 
lodge  there,  in  pur  jaunts  from  Oxfordj  wrapt 
up  m  flannels:  all  over  the  rheumatife. 

Load.  Ay,  ay,  old  MpH  is  at  her  laft  flake. 

Dick.  She  bade  me  fay,  flje  jnfl  ftopt  in  her 
way  to  the  tabernacle  ;  after  the  exhortations, 
|he  fays,  fhe'Il  call  again. 

Sir  Geo.  Exhortation !  Oh,  I  recoIle£}. 
Well,  whilft  they  only  make  profelytes  from 
that  profelTion,  they  are  heartily  welcome  to 

them. She  does  not  mean  to  make  me  a 

convert? 

Dick.  I  believe  (he  has  feme  fuch  defign 
upon  me:  for  fhe  offered  me  a  book  of  hymns, 
a  Ihilling,  and  a  dram,  to  go  along  with  her. 

Sir  Geo.  No  bad  fcheme,  Dick.  Thou  haft 
a  fine 
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a  fine  fober,  pfalm-linging  countenance;  anc] 
when  thou  haft  been  fonie  time  in  their  tram- 
mels, may  make  as  able  a  teacher  as  the  beft 
of-  'em. 

Dick.  Laud  fir,  I  want  learning, 
-Sir  Geo.  Oh,  the  f^Mrit,  the  fpirit  will  fup* 
ply  all  that,  Dick,  never  fear. 

Vufcr  Sir    IVUliam,  as    a    German    Baron. 

My  dear  baron,  what  news  from  the  Hay- 
market?  What  lays  the  Flor-nza?  Does  flie 
yield  ?  Shall  I  be  happy  ?  Say  yes,  and  com* 
mand  my  fortune. 

Sir  iVill.  I  was  never  did  fee  fo  fine  a  wo- 
man fince  ]  was  leave  Hamburgh  ;  dere  was 
all  de  colour,  ?.ll  red  and  white,  dat  was  quite 
natural;  point  d'artifice.  Then  Ihc  was  dance 
and  fmg — 1  vow  to  heaven,  1  was  never  fee  de 
like! 

Sir  Geo.  But  ho\v  did  flic  receive  my  em- 
bafly?   What  hopes? 

Sir  Wilt.  Whv  dere  was,  monfieur  !e  che- 
valier, when  1  firft  enter,  dree  or  tour  damn'd 
queer  people  l  ah,  ah,  dought  1,  by  gad  I 
guefs  your  bufinefs.  Dere  was  one  fat  big 
woman's,  dat  1  know  long  time:  le  valet  de 
chambre  was  tell  me  dat  Ihe  tame  from  a 
grand  merchant ;  ha,  ha,  dought  I,  by  ypur 
leave,  (lick  to  your  fhop  ;  or,  if  you  muft  have  de 
pritty  girl,  dere  is  de  play-hous,  dat  do  very 
well  for  you;  but  for  de  opera,  pardonnez,  by 
gar  dat  is  meat  for  your  matter. 

Sir  Geo.  Infolent  mechanic ! — but  (he  de- 
fpifed  him? 

Sir 
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Sir  Will.  Ah',  may  foy,  he  is  damn'd  rich, 
has  beaucoupde guineas;  butafter  de  fat  wo- 
man go,  i  was  tell  tlicfignora,  madam,  dere  is 
one  certain  chevalier  ot  dis  countr)',  who  has 
travellcdj  foe  de  world,  bien  fair,  well  made, 
beaucoup  d'Efprit,  a  great  deal  of  monies,  who 
beg,  by  gar,  to  h.tve  de  honour  to  drow  him- 
felt  at  jourleet. 

Sir  Geo.  Well,  well,  baron. 

fiir  Will.  She  alka  your  name;  as  foon  as 
I  tell  her,  aba,  by  ear,  dans  an  inftant,  ilie 
melt  like  de  lomp  orfugar  ;  flie  run  to  her  bu- 
reau, and,  in  de  minute,   return  wid  de  paper, 

ii>  Qco.   Give  it  me, 

Lts  preliminaires  d'une  traits  entre  le  cheva- 
lier Wealthy,  ""^  I"  Signora  Florcnza, 

A  bagatelle,  a  trifle:  flic  fliall  have  it. 

Load.  Harli'e,  knight,  what  is  all  that  there 
outlandifli  Huff? 

Sir  Geo.  Read,  read.  The  eloquence  of  an- 
gels, my  dear  baron! 

Ij)a(L  Slam  me,  but  the  man's  mad  t  I  don't 
underftaqd  their  gibberifli — \yhat  is  it  in  Eng- 
]i(h? 

Sir  Geo.  The  preliminaries  of  a  fubfidy  trea- 
ty, between  Sir  G.  Wealthy,  and  Signora  Flo- 
rcnza? that  the  faid  Signora  will  rcfign  the 
poffcflion  of  her  perfon  to  the  faid  Sir  George, 
on  the  payment  of  three  hundred  guineas 
monthly,  for  equipage,  table,  domeftics,  drefs, 
dogs,  and  diamonds;  her  debts  to  be  duly 
difcharged,  and  a  note  advanced  of  five  hun- 
dred by  way  of  entrance. 

Load. 
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Laad.  Zounds,  what  a  cormorant !  She 
mull  be  devililh  handfome. 

Sir  Geo.  I  am  told  fo. 

Load.  Told  fo !  Why,  did  you  never  fee 
her? 

Sir  Geo.  No  j  and  poffibly  never  may,  but 
from  my  box  at  the  opera. 

Load.  Hey-dey !  Why,  what  the  devi! — 

,Sir  Geo.  Ha,  ha,  you  ftare,  I  don't  wonder 
at  it.  This  is  an  elegant  refinement,  unknown 
to  the  grofs  voluptuaries  of  this  part  of  the 
world.  This  is,  Mr.  l.oader,  what  fnay  be 
called  a  debt  to  your  dignity:  for  an  opera 
girl  is  as  effential  a  piece  of  equipage  ior  a 
man  of  ^(hion,  as  his  coach. 

Zoflrf,  The  devil ! 

$ir  Geo.  'Tis  for  the  vulgar  only  to  enjoy 
what  they  poffefs :  the  diftin^tion  of  ranks 
and  conditions  are,  to  have  hounds,  and  ne- 
ver hunt;  cooks,  and  dine  at  taverns;  houfes 
you  never  inhabit;  miftrcfles,  you  never  en- 
joy  

Load.  And  debts,  you  never  pay.  Egad,  1 
am  not  furpriz'd  at  it ;  if  this  be  your  trade, 
no  wonder  that  you  want  money  for  neccfla- 
ries,  when  you  give  fuch  a  daran'd  deal  for 
nothing  at  all. 

Enler  Servant, 
Sero.   Mrs.    Cole,    to  wait  upon  your  ho- 
nour. 

Sir  Geo,  My  dear  baron,  run,  difpatch  my 
affair,  conclude  my  treaty,  and  thank  her  for 
the  very  reafonable  conditions. 
Mir  Will.  I  fall. 

Sir 
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$lr  Qeo.  Mr.  Loader^  fhall  I  trouble  you 
to  introduce  the  lady  i  She  is,  I  think,  your 
acquaintance. 

Load.  Who,  old  Moll?  Ay,  ay,  (he's  your 
market-woman,  I  wou'd  not  give  fix-pence 
for  your  fignoras.  One  armful  of  good, 
wiiolefome  Britifli  beauty,  is  worth  a  fhip* 
load  of  their  trapfing,  tawdry  trollops.  But 
hark'e.  baron,  how  much  for  the  table?  Why, 
{lie  muft  bave  a  devilifli  large  family,  or  a  motv- 
flrous  ftomach. 

Sir  Will.  Ay,  ay,  dere  is  her  moder,  la 
pomplaifante  to  walk  in  de  Park,  and  to  go  to 
4e  play ;  two  broders,  deux  valets,  dree  Spanifli 
Jap-dogs,  and  de  monkey. 

Lorn.  Strip  me,  if  I  wou'd  fet  five  {hil- 
lings againft  the  whole  gang.  May  m)  part- 
ner renounce  with  the  game  in  his  hand,  if 

I  were  you,  kpight,  if  I  would  not 

[Ex.  Bar, 

Sir  Geo.  But  thp  lady  waits.  [Ex.  Load.] 
A  ftrange  fellow  this!  What  a  whimfical 
jargon  he  talks  I  Not  an  idea  abftrafted  from 
play?  To  fay  truth,  I  amfincerely  lick  of  my 
acquaintance :  But,  however,  I  have  the 
firft  people  in  the  kingdom  to  keep  me  in 
countenance.  Death  and  the  dice  level  all 
dillindions. 

Enter  Mrs.   Cole,  fupported  bj/  Loader  and 
Dick. 
Mrs.   Cole.      Gently,    gently,    good  Mr- 
Loader. 

Load.  Come  along,  old  Moll.     Why,  you 

jade,  you  look  as  rofy  this  morning,  I  muft 

have 
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have  a  fmack  at  your  mums.  Here,  taflv  her, 
(he  is  as  good  as  old  hock  to  get  yc  i  a  fto- 
mach. 

Mrs.  Cole.  Fie,  Mr.  leader,  I  tliought  you 
had  forgot  me. 

Load.  I  forgot  you  !  I  would  as  foon  forcget 
what  is  trumps. 

Mrs.  Cole.  Softly,  foftly,  young  man. 
There,  there,  mighty  well.  And  how  docs 
your  honour  do  ?  I  han't  feen  your  honour, 
I  can't  tell  the — Oh !  mercy  on  me,  there'* 
a  twing 

Sir  Geo.   What  is  the  matter,  Mrs.  Cole? 

Mrs.  Cole.  My  old  diforder,  the  rhcuma- 
tife ;  I  han't  been  able  to  get  a  wink  of — 
Oh  la !  What,  you  have  been  in  town  thcfe 
two  days  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Since  Wcdnefday. 

Mrs.  Cole.  And  never  once  call'd  upon  old 
Cole.  No,  no,  I  am  worn  out,  thrown  by 
and  forgotten,  like  a  tatter'd  garment,  as  Mr. 
Squintum  fays.  Oh,  he  is  a  dear  man  !  But 
for  him  I  had  been  a  loft  ftieep  }  never  known 
the  comforts  of  the  new  birth ;  no, — There's 
your  old  friend,  Kitty  Carrot,  at  home  ftilL 
- — What,  (hall  we  fee  you  this  evening  r  1  have 
kept  the  green  room  (or  you  ever  lince  I  heard 
you  were  in  town. 

Load.  What  ftiall  we  take  a  fnap  at  old 
Moll's  Hey,  beldam,  have  you  a  good  batch 
of  Burgundy  abroch  ? 

Mrs.  Cole.  Bright  as  a  ruby  ;  and  for  fla- 
vour !  You  know  the  colonel — He  and  Jenny 
Cummins  drank  three  flalks,  hand  to  lift,  laft 
night. 

Lf/ad^ 
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Load,  What,  bilk  Chec  of  thy  (hare? 

Mrs.  Cole.  Ah,  don't  mention  it,  Mr. 
Loader.  No,  that's  ali  over  with  me.  The 
time  has  been,  when  I  could  have  earned 
thirty  (liillings  a  day  by  my  own  drinking, 
and  the  next  morning  was  neither  fick  nor 
forty:  But  now,  O  laud,  a  thimbleful  turns 
nie  topfy-turvy. 

Load.  Poor  old  girl ! 

Mrs.  Cole.  Aye,  [  have  done  with  thefe  idle 
vanities ;  my  thoughts  are  fix'd  upon  a  bet- 
ter place. — What,  I  fuppofe,  Mr.  Loader, 
you  will  be  for  your  old  friend  the  black-eyed 
girl,  from  Rofeniary-lane.  Ha,  ah!  Well, 
'lis  a  merry  little  tit.     A  thoufand  pities  flie*s 

fuch  a  reprobate  ! But   fiie'U  mend  i   her 

time  is  not  come ;  all  Hiall  have  their  gall, 
as  Mr.  Squin*..m  fays,  fooncr  or  later;  rege- 
neration is  not  the  work  of  a  day.  No,  no, 
no, Oh ! 

Sir  Geo.  Not  worfe  1  hope, 

Mrs.  Cole.  Rack,  rack,  gnaw,  gnaw,  ne- 
ver ealy,  a-bcd  or  up  all's  one.  Pray,  honeft 
friend,  have  you  any  clary,  or  mint-water  in 
the  houfe  ? 

Dick.  A  cafe  of  French  drams. 

Mrs.  Cole.  Heaven  defend  me  I  I  would  not 
touch  a  dram  for  the  world. 

Sir  Geo.  They -are  but  cordials,  Mrs.  Cole. 
— Fetch 'em,  you  blockhead.         \Ei:  Dick.] 

Mrs.  Cok:  Aye,  I  am  a  going ;  a  wafting 
and  a  wafting,  Sir  George.  What  w'iH 
become  of  the  houfe  when  I  am  gone,  hea- 
ven knows No. When   people  are 

jnifs'd,  then  they  are  mourned.  Sixteen  years 
have 
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have  I  lived  m  the  Garden,  eomfortab^  afld 
creditably;  and,  though  I  fay  it,  could  have 
got  bail  any  hour  m  the  day;  Reputable 
tradefmen.  Sir  George,  neighbours  Mt.- 
Loader  knows  j  no  knock-me-down  doings 
in  my  houfe.  A  fet  of  regulati  fedate,  fobcr 
cuftoraers.  No  rioters. — Sixteen  did  I  fay — 
Aye,  eighteen  years  I  have  paid  fcot  and  lot 
in  the  ^arifh  of  St.  Paul's,  and  during  the 
whole  time,  nobody  have  faid,  Mrs.  Cole, 
■why  do  you  fo  ?  Unlefs  twice  that  I  was  be- 
fore Sir  Thomas  De  Val,  and  three  times  in 
the  round-houfe. 

Sir  Geo.  Nay,  don't  weep,  Mrs.  Cole. 

Load.  May  I  lofe  deal,  with  an  honour  at 
bottom,  if  old  Moll  does  not  bring  tears  into 
my  eyes. 

Mrs.  Cole.  However,  it  is  a  comfort,  after 
all.  to  think  one  has  paft  through  the  world 
with  credit  and  chara£ler.  Ah !  a  good  name^ 
as  Mr<  Squintum  fays,  is  better  than  a  gallipot 
of  ointment. 

Enter  Dick,  with  a  dram. 

Load.  Come,  hafle,  Dick,  halte; — forrow* 
is  dry.  HerCj  Moll,  ihall  I  fill  thee  a  bum- 
per f 

Mrs.  Cole.  Hold,  hold,  Mr.  Loader !  Hea- 
ven help  yoUj  I  could  as  foon  fwallow  the 
TTiames.  Only  a  fip,  to  keep  the  gout  out  of 
my  ftomach- 

Load.  Why  then,  here's  to  thee. — Levant 
me,  but  it  is  fupemaculum — Speak  when  you- 
have  enough. 

Mrs^  Cole.  I  won't  trouble  you  for  the  glafsj 
my 
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my  hands  do  lb  tremble  and  fhakc,  I  fliall  but 
fpitl  the  good  creature. 

taad.  Well  pull'd.  But  now  to  bulinefs^ 
Pr'ythee,  Moll,  did  not  I  fee  a  tight  young 
wench,  in  a  linen  gown,  knock  at  your  door 
this  morning  ? 

Mrs.  Cole.  Aye  j  a  young  thing  from  the 
country. 

Load.  Could  we  not  get  a  peep  at  her  this 
evening  ? 

Mrs.  Cole.  Impoflible !  She  is  engaged  to 
Sir  Timothy  Totter.  I  have  taken  eameft  for 
her  thefe  three  months. 

Load.  Fho !  what  fignifles  fuch  a  fellow  as 
that.  Tip  him  an  old  trader,  and  give  her  to 
the  knight. 

Mrs.  Cole.  Tip  him  an  old  trader !  Mercy 
on  us !  where  do  you  expeft  to  go  when  you 
die,  Mr,  Loader  ? 

Load.  Crop  me,  but  this  SquJntum  ha# 
turned  her  brains ! 

Sir  Geo.  Nay,  Mr.  Loader,  I  think  the 
gentleman  has  wrought  a  mofl:  happy  reforma- 
tion. 

Mrs.  Cole.  Oh,  it  was  a  wonderful  work  f 
There  had  I  been  tolling  in  a  fea  of  fin  with- 
out rudder  or  compafs ;  and  had  not  the  good 
gentleman  piloted  me  into  the  harbour  of 
grace,  I  muft  have  ftruck  againft  the  rocks  of 
reprobation,  and  have  been  quite  fwallowed 
up  in  the  whirlpool  of  defpair.  He  was  the 
precious  inftrument  of  my  fpiritual  fprinkling. 
**-But,  however.  Sir  George,  if  your  nnnd.be 
fet  upon  a  young  country  thing,  to-morrow 
night,  1  believe,  1  can  furnifli  you. 

Load. 
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Load.  As  how  ? 

Mrs.  Cole.  1  have  ad%'ertifed  th'is  mornings 
in  the  regifter  office,  for  fervants  under  feven- 
teen ;  ana  ten  to  one  but  1  light  on  foniething 
that  will  do. 

Load.  Pillor  me,  but  it  has  a  face, 

Mrs.  Cole.  Truly,  eoniiftcnrly  with  my 
confcicnce,  I  would  do  any  thing  for  youh 
honour. 

"Sir  Geo.  Right,  Mrs.  Cole,  never  lofe  fight 
of  that  monitor.  But^  pi'^y.  how  long  has  this 
heavenly  change  been  wrought  in  von? 

Mrs.  Cole.  Ever  fince  my  Ipft  vilUation  ofthi^ 
gout.  Upon  my  firft  fit,  feven  years  ago,  I 
began  to  have  my  doubts,  and  my  wavcrmgs  ; 
but  I  was  loft  in  a  labyriiitli,  and  no  body  to 
Ihew  me  the  road.  One  time  I  thought  of 
dying  a  Roman,  which  is  truly  a  comfortable 
communion  enough  for  one  of  us  :  but  it  would 
not  do. 

Sir  Geo.  Why  not  ? 

Mr.s.  Cole.  1  went,  one  fummcr,  over  to 
Boulogne,  to  repent  j  and,  would  you  believe 
ir,  '.-'.e  bare-footed,  bald-pate  beggars  would 
nnt  give  me  abfolution  without  1  quitted  my 
bufinefs— Did  you  ever  hear  of  fuch  a  fet  m 
fcabby Bcfides,  I  could  not  bear  their  bar- 
barity. Would  you  believe  it,  Mr.  Loader, 
they  lock  up  for  their  lives,  in  a  nunnery,  the 

prettieft,  fwectcft,  tender  young  things ! 

Oh,  fix  of  them  for  a  feafon  would  finifli  my 
bufinefs  here  j  and  then  I  fiiould  have  nothing 
to  do,  but  to  think  of  hereafter. 

Load.  Brand  me;  what  a  country  ! 

Sir  Geo.  Oh,  fcandaloua  * 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Cole.  O  no,  it  would  not  do.  So,  in 
ttiy  laft  illnefs,  I  was  wiftied  to  Mr.  Squintum, 
who  ftepped  in  with  his  faving  grace,  got  me 
with  the  new  birth,  and  I  became,  as  you  fee> 
regenerate,  and  another  creature. 

Enter  Dick. 

Dkk.  Mr.  Transfer,  Sir,  has  fent  to  know 
if  you  beat  home. 

Hit  Geo.  Mrs.  Cole,  I  am  mortified  to  part 
with  youL     But,  bufiiiefs,  you  know — , 

Mrs.  Cole.  True,  Sir  George.  Mr.  Loader, 
your  arm Gently oh ! — oh ! 

Sir  Geo.  Would  you  take  another  thimble- 
ful, Mrs.  Cole  ? 

Mrs.  Cole.  Not  a  drop— I  fhall  fee  you  this 
evening  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Depend  upon  me. 

Mrs.  Cole.  To-morrow  I  hope  to  I'uit  you 
— We  are  to  ha\'e,  at  the  tabernacle,  an  occa- 
fional  hymn,  with  a  thankfgiving  fermon  for 
my  recovery.  After  which  I  ihall  call  at  ths 
regifter  office,  and  fee  what  goods  my  adver- 
tifement  has  brought  in^ 

Sir  Geo.  Extremely  obliged  to  you,  Mrsi 
Cole. 

Mrs.  Cole.  Or,  if  that  Ihould  not  do,  I  have 
s  tid  bit  at  home,  will  luit  your  ftomach. 
Never  bruflied  by   a  beard.      Well,  heaven 

blefs  you Softly — have  a  care,  Mr.  Loader 

—-Richard,  you  may  as  well  give  me  the  bot- 
tle into  the  chair,  for  fear  I  Ihould  be  taken  ill 
on  the  road.    Gently — fo,  fo>! 

[Exit  Mrs.  Cble  and  Loader. 

Sir 
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Sir  Geo.  Dick,  fliew  Mr.  Transfer  in— 
Ha,  ha,  what  a  hodge  podge !  How  the  jade 
has  jumbled  together  the  carnal  and  the  fpi- 
ritualj  with  what  eafe  flie  reconciles  her  new 
birth  to  her  old  calling!  — No  wonder  thefe 
preachers  have  plenty  of  profelytes,  whilft 
they  have  the  addrefs  fo  comfortably  to 
blend  the  hUherto  jarring  interefts  of  the 
two  worlds. 

Enter  Loader. 
Well,  knight,  I  have  houfed  her;  but   they 
want  you  within,  fir. 

Sir  Geo.  I'll  go  to  them  immediately. 


ACT  11. 

Dick. 

MY  mafter  will  come  to  you  prefently. 
Enter  Sir  George. 

Sir  Geo.  Mr.  Transfer,  your  ferrant. 

Tranf.  Your  honour's  very  humble.  I 
thought  to  have  found  Mr.  Loader  here. 

Sir  Geo.      He    will     return     immediately. 

Well,  Mr.  Transfer but   take  a   chair — • 

you  have  had  a  long  walk.  Mr  Loader,  I 
prefume,  opened  to  you  the  urgency  of  my 
Dufinefs. 

Tranf.  Aye,  aye,  the  general  cry,  money, 
money !  I  don't  know,  for  my  part,  where 
all  the  money  is  flown  to.  Formerly  a  note, 
with  a  tolerable  endorfement,  was  as  current 
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as  cafti.    If  your  uncle  Richard  now  would 
join  in  this  fecurity 

Sir  Geo.  Impoffible. 

Iran/.  Aye,  like  enough.  I  wifli  you  were 
of  age. 

Sir  Geo.  So  do  I.  But  as  that  will  be  con- 
fidered  in  the  premium 

Tranf.  True,  true, 1  fee  you  underftand 

bufinefs And  what  fum  does  your  honour 

lack  at  prefent  ? 

Sir  Geo.   Lack ! How  much  have  you 

brought  ? 
"Tranf.  Who,  I?  Dear  me!  none. 

Sir  Geo.  Zounds,  none ! 

Tranf,  Lack-aday,  none  to  be  had,  I 
think.  All  the  morning  have  I  been  upon 
the  hunt.  There,  Ephraim  Barehones,  the 
tallow  chandler,  in  Thames-ftreet,  ufed  to 
be  a  never-failing  chap ;  not  a  guinea  to  be 
got  there.  Then  I  tottered  away  to  Nebu- 
chadnezzar Zebulon,  in  the  Old  Jewry,  but 
it  happened  to  be  Saturday ;  and  they  never 
touch  on  the  Sabbath,  you  know. 

Sir  Geo.    Why  what  the  devil  can  I  do  ? 

Tranf.  Good  me,  I  did  not  know  yout 
honour  had  been  fo  prefftd. 

Sir  Geo.  My  honour  preffed !  Yes,  my  ho- 
nour is  not  only  preffed,  but  ruined,  unlefs  1 
can  raife  money  to  redeem  it.  That  block- 
head, Loader,  to  depend  upon  this  old  doat- 
»ng- 

Tranf.  Well,  well,  now  I  declare,  I  am 
quite  forry  to  fee  your  honour  in  fuch  a  taking. 

Sir  Geo.  Damn  your  forrow. 

Tranf.    But  come,  don't    be  call  down: 
Tho» 
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Tho'  money  is  not  to  be  had,  money's   worth 
may,  and  that's  the  fame  thing. 
Sir  Geo.  How,  dear  Transfer  ? 
Tranf.  Why  I  have,  at  my  warehoufe  in 
the  city,  ten  caflcs  of  whale-blubber,  a  large 
cargo  of  Dantzick  dowlas,  with   a   curious 
affortment  of  Birmingham  hafts,  and  Whitney 
blankets  for  exportation. . 
Sir  Geo,  Hey  I 

Travf.  And  ftay,  (lay,  then,  again,  at  my 
country-houfe,  the  bottom  of  Gray's  Inn- 
Lane,  there's  a  hundred  ton  of  fine  old  hay, 
only  damaged  a  little  laft  winter,  for  want  of 
thatching;  with  forty  load  of  flint  (tones. 
Sir  Geo.  Well. 

Tranf.  Your  honour  may  have  all  thefe  for 
a  reafonable  profit,  and  convert  them  into 
ca(h. 

Sir  Geo.  Blubber  and  blankets?  Why,  you 
old  rafcal,  do  you  banter  me  ? 

Tranf.  Who  I  ?  O  la',  marry,  heaven 
forbid. 

Sir  Geo.  Get  out  of  my — you  fluttering 
fcoundrel. 

Tranf.  If    your  honour    would    but    hear 

me 

Sir  Geo.  Troop,  I  fay,  unlefs  you  have  a 
mind  to  go  a  fliorter  way  than  you  came. 
[Exit.  TV.]  And  yet  there  is  fomething  fo  un- 
commonly ridiculous  in  his  propofal,  that 
were  my  mind  more  at  eafe — [Enter  Loader.'^ 
So,  fir,  you  have  recommended  me  to  a  fine 
fellow. 
Load.  What's  the  matter? 

Sir 
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Sir  Geo.  He  can't  fupply  me  with  a  (hil- 
ling }  and  wants,  befides,  to  make  me  a  dealer 
in  dowlas. 

Load.  Aye,  and  a  very  good  commodity 
too.  People  that  are  upon  ways  and  means, 
muft  not  be  nice,  knight.  A  ;irctty  piece  of 
work  you  have  made  nere !  Ihrown  up  the 
cards,  with  the  game  in  your  hands. 

Sir  Geo.  Why,  pr'ythee  of  what  ufe  would 
his 

Load.  Ufe !  of  every  ufe. — Procure  you 
the  fpankers,  my  boy.  I  have  a  broker,  that 
in  a  twinkling,  ihall  take  off  your  bargain. 

Sir  Geo.  Indeed ! 

Load.  Indeed  !  Aye,  indeed-  You  fit  dovm 
to  hazard  and  not  know  the  chances!  I'll 
call  him  back. — Holloa,  Transfer. — A  pretty 
little,  bufy,  buftling — You  may  travel  miles, 
before  you  will  meet  with  his  match-  If 
there  is  one  pound  in  the  city,  he  will  get  it. 
He  creeps,  like  .a  ferret,  into  their  bags,  and 
makes  the  yellow  boys  bolt  again. 

Enter  Transfer. 
Come   hither,    little  Transfer ;     what,    man, 
our  Minor  was  a  little  too  hafty;  he  did  not 
understand  trap :    knows  nothing  of  the  game, 
my  dear. 

Tranf.  What  I  faid,  was  to  ferve  Sir  George ; 
as  he  feem'd 

Load.  I  told  him  fo ;  well,  well,  we  will 
take  thy  commodities,  were  they  as  many 
more.  But  try,  pr'ythee,  if  thou  could'ft  not 
procure  us  fome  of  the  ready,  for  prefent 
fpending. 

Traitj'.  Let  me  confider. 

Load. 
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Ijoad.  Aye,  do,  come :  fliuffle  tlnr  brains ; 
never  fear  the  baronet.  To  let  a  lord  of  lands 
want  fliiners;  *tis  a  fhame. 

Tran/.  I  do  recoHefit,  in  this  quarter  of 
liie  town,  an  old  hiend,  that  ufed  to  do  things 
in  this  wav. 

Load.  Who? 

Tran/.  Statute,  the  fcrivener. 

LooJ  Slam  me,  but  he  has  nicked  the 
chance. 

Tranf.  A  hard  man,  mailer  Loader! 

S'rGso.  No  matter. 

Tranf.  His-demands  are  exorbitant. 

Sir  Geo,  That  is  no  fault  of  ours. 

Load.  Weil  faid,  knight! 

Tranf.  But  to  fave  time,  I  had  better  men> 
tion  his  terms. 

Xj>ad.  UnnecetTary, 

Tranf.  Five  per  cent,  legal  intereft. 

Sir  Geo   He  0iaH  have  it. 

Tranf.  Ten,  the  premium. 

Sir  Geo.  No  more  words. 

Tranf.  Then,  as  you  are  not  of  age,  five. 
more  f6r  ensuring  your  life. 

Load.  We  will  give  it. 

Tranf.  As  for  what  he  wiU  demand  for  the 
rifque 

Sir  Geo.  He  {haltber^tisfied. 

Tranf.  You  pay  the  attorney. 

Sir  Geo.  Amply,  amply;  Loader,  dlfpatch 
him. 

Ijoad.  There,  there,  little  Transfer;  now 

every  thing    is   fettled.    All  terms  fhall  be 

complied  with,  reafonable  or  unreafonable. 

What. 


:,.;,l,ZDdbyG00gle 


THE    MINOR.  41 

What,  our  principal  is  a  man  of  honour. 
[Exit.  7>.]  Hey,  my  knight,  this  is  doing 
bufinefs.    This  pinch  is  a  fure  card. 

Re-enter  Transfer. 

Trap/.  I  had  forgot  one  tiling.  I  am  no* 
the  principr.l  j  you  pay  the  brokerage. 

t/yad.  Aye,  aye ;  and  a  handfome  prefent 
into  the  bargain,   never  fear, 

Tranf.  Enougii,  enough. 

Load  Hark'e,  Transfer,  we'll  take  the  Bir- 
mingham hafcs  and  Whitney  wares. 

Tranf.  They  lliall  be  forthcoming ^Vou 

would  not  have  the  hay,  with  the  flints  ? 

Load.  Every  pebble  of  'em.  The  magif- 
trates  of  the  baronet's  borough  are  infirm 
and  gouty.  He  (hall  deal  them  as  new  pave- 
ment. {Ex.  Tr.\  So  that's  fettled.  I  believe, 
knight,  1  can  lend  you  a  helping  hand  as  to 
the  laft  article.  I  know  fome  traders  that 
will  truck :  fellows-  with  finery ;  not  commo- 
dities of  fuch  clumfy  conveyance  as  old  Trans- 
fer's. 

Sir  Geo.  You  are  obliging. 

Load.  I'll  do  it,  boy  j  and  get  you,  into  the 
bargain,  a  bonny  auftioneer,  that  fliall  difpofe 
of  'em  all  in  a  crack.  [Exit, 

Enter  Dick. 

Dick.  Your  uncle,  fir,  has  been  waiting 
fome  time. 

Sir  Geo,  He  comes  in  a  lucky  hour.    Shevi? 

him  in.     [Ex.  Dick.]  Now  for  a  lefture.    My 

fituation  (han't  -  fmk    my    fpirits,    however. 

Here 
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Here  comes  the  mufty  trader,  running  over 
with  remonftrances.  I  muft  banter  the  cit. 

Enter  Richard  Wealth}/. 
"  _^.  ff^eal.  So,  fir,  what  I  fuppofe  this  is  ^ 
fpice  of  your  foreign  breeding,  to  let  your 
uncle  kick  his  heels  in  your  hall,  whilft  your 
prefence  chamber  is  crouded  with  pimps, 
bawds,  and  gamefters. 

Sir  Geo.  Oh,  a  proof  of  my  refpeft,  dear 
nuncle.  ^  Would  it  have  been  decent  now, 
nuncle,  to  have  introduced  you  into  fuch  com- 
pany? 

S.  Weal.  Wonderfully  confiderate !  Well, 
young  man,  and  what  do  you  think  will  be  the 
end  of  all  this?  Here  I  have  received,  by  the 
laft  mail,  a  quire  of  your  draughts  from  abroad. 
I  fee  you  are  determined  our  neighbours  Ibould 
tafte  of  your  magnificence. 

Sir  Geo.  Yes,  I  think  I  did  fome  credit  to 
my  country. 

S.  Weal,  and  how  are  all  thefe  to  be 
paid? 

Sir  Geo.  That  I  fubmit  to  you,  dear  nun- 
cle. 

A'.  Weal.  From  me  ! Not  a  foiife  to  keep 

you  from  the  counter. 

Sir  Geo.  Why  then  let  the  fcoundrels  ftay. 
It  is  their  duty.  I  have  other  demands,  debts 
of  honour,  which  muft  be  difcharged. 

H.  Weal.  Here's  a  diabolical  diftinftion ! 
Here's  a  proftitution  of  words! — Honour! 
'Sdeath,  that  a  rafcal,  who  has  picked  your 
pocket,  lliall  have  his  crime  gilded  with  the 
mod  facred  diftindion,  and  his  plunder  punc- 
tually 
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dually  paid,  whilft  the  induftrious  mechamc, 
who  minilters  to  your  very  wants,  fliall  have 
his  debts  delayed,  and  his  demand  treated  as 
info  lent. 

Sir  Geo.  Oh !  a  truce  to  this  thread-bare 
trumpery,  dear  nuncle. 

Jt.  Weal.  I  confc fs  .  my  folly ;  but  make 
yourfelf  eafy ;  you  won't  be  troubled  with 
many  more  of  my  vifits.  I  own  I  was  weal; 
enough  to  defign  a  fliort  expoftulation  with 
you  J  but  as  we  in  the  city  know  the  true  va- 
lue of  time,  1  {hall  take  care  not  to  fquander 
away  any  more  of  it  upon  you. 

Sir  Geo.  A  piudent  rcfolution. 

R.  Weal.  One  commUrion,  however,  I  can't 

difpenfe  with    myfflf  from   executing. It 

was  agreed  between  your  father  and  me, 
that  as  he  had  but  one  fon  and  I  one  daugh- 
ter  

Sir  Geo.  Your  gettings  fliould  be  added  to 
his  eftate,  and  my  coufin  Margery  and  1  fquat 
down  together  in  the  comfortable  ftate  of  ma- 
trimony. 

R.  Weal.  Puppy !  fuch  was  our  intention. 
Now  his  laft  will  claims  this  contract. 

Sir  Geo.  Difpatch,  dear  nuncle. 

R.  Weal.  Why  then,  in  a  word,  fee  me  here 
demand  the  execution. 

Sir  Geo.  What  dy'e  mean }  For  me  to  many 
Margery. 

M.  Weal.  I  do. 

Sir  Geo.  What,  moi-me? 

R.   Weal.    You,  you Your  anfwer,  aye 

or  nop 

Sir 
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Sir  dco.  Why  then,  concifely  and  briefly, 
without  evafion,  equivocation,  or  further  cir- 
cumlocutioii . No. 

R.  Weal.  I  am  glad  of  it. 

5ir  Geo.  So  am  1. 

"R,  Weal.  But  pray,  if  it  would  not  be  too 
great  a  favour,  what  obje3ions  can  you  have 
to  my  daughter  ?  Not  that  I  want  to  remove 
•etn,  but  merely  out  of  curiofity.  What  ob- 
jeQions  ? 

Sir  Geo.  None.  I  neither  know  her,  have 
ieefl  her,  enquired  after  her,  or  ever  intend  it. 

R.  Weal.  What,  perhaps,  1  am  the  Hum- 
bllbg  block  P 

Sir  Geo.  You  have  hit  it, 

R.  Weal,  j^ye,  now  we  come  to  the  point. 
V/ell,  and  pray ■ 

Sir  Geo.  Why,  it  is  not  fomuch  a  diflikc  to 
your  perfoH,  tho'  that  is  excentionable  enough, 
but  your  profeflion,  dear  auucle,  is  an  infupcr- 
able  obfiacle. 

R.  Weal.  Good  lack !  And  what  harm  has 
tfiat  done,  pray  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Done !  So  ftained,  polluted,  and 
tainted  the  whole  mafs  of  your  blood,  thrown 
fuch  a  blot  on  your  efcutcheon,  as  ten  regular 
fucceflions  can  hardly  efface. 

H.  Weal.  The  deuce ! 

Sir  Geo.  And  could  you  now,  confidently 
with  your  duty  as  a  faithful  guardian,  recom- 
mend my  union  with  a  daughter  of  a  trader  P 

R.  Weal.  Why,  indeed,  1  aflc  pardon ;  I  am 
afraid  I  did  not  weigh  the  mdtter  as  maturely 
as  I  ought. 

Sir  Geo,  Oh,  a  horrid  barbarous  fcheme ! 

R.  Weal. 
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R.  Weal.  But  then  I  thought,  her  having 
the  honour  to  partake  of  the  fame  flefh  and 
blood  with  yourfelf,  might  prove  in  feme 
meafurCj  a  kind  of  fuller 's-earth,  to  fcour 
out  the  dirty  fpots  contrafted  by  commerce. 

Sir  Geo.  ImpoflTible ! 

R.  Weal.  Bclides,  here  it  has  been  the 
praftice  even  of  peers. 

Sir  Geo.  Don't  mention  the  unnatural  in- 
tercourfe !  Thank  heav'n,  Mr.  Richard 
Wealthy,  my  edu-atlon  has  been  in  another 
country,  where  I  have  been  too  well  in- 
ftrufled  in  the  value  of  nooility,  to  think  of 
intermixine  it  v,-;th  the  v^iTspr!.:^  of  a  Bour- 
geois. Why,  what  apologv  could  I  make  to 
my  children,  for  giving  them  fuch  a  mo- 
ther? 

R.  Weal.  I  did  not  think  of  that.  Then  I 
muft  defpair,  I  am  anr.id. 

Sir  Geo.    I   can  afford    but  little   hopes. 

Tho',  upon    recolltclion Is  the  Grilfctt^ 

pretty  ? 

R.  Weal.  A  parent  may  be  partial.  She 
is  thought  fo. 

Sir  Geo.  Ah  la  jolie  petite  Bourgeoife!  Poor 
girl,  I  fmceroly  pity  her.  And  1  fLippofe,  to 
procure  her  emeriion  from  the  mercantile  mud, 
no  confideration  would  be  fpared. 

R.  Weal.  Why,  to  be  fure,  for  fuch  an 
honour,  one  would  drain  a  point. 

Sir  Geo.  Why  then,  not  totally  to  deftroy 
your  hopes,  I  do  recoiled  an  edi£t  in  favour 
of  Brittany ;  that  when  a  man  of  diftinftioa 
engages  in  commerce}  his  nobility  is  fuflfer'd  to 
fieep. 

£.  Weal. 
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R,  Weal.  Indeed! 

Sir  Geo.  And  upon  his  quitting  the  con- 
tagious conr.eftion,  he  is  permitted  to  refumc 
his  rank. 

if.  U'cal.  TTiat's  fortunate. 

Sir  Geo.  So  nuncle  Richard,  if  you  will 
fell  out  of  the  flocks,  (hut  up  your  counting- 
houfe,  and  quit  St.  Mary  Axe  for  Grofvenor- 
fquare 

M.  Weal.  What  then  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Why,  when  your  rank  has  had 
time  to  roufe  itielf,  for  I  think  your  nohility, 
nuncle,  has  had  a  pretty  long  nap,  if  the  girl's 
perfon  is  pleafmg,  and  the  purchafc-money  is 
adequate  to  the  honour,  1  may  in  time  be  pre- 
vailed upon  to  reftore  her  to  the  right  of  her 
family. 

R.  Weal.  Amazing  condefcenfion  ! 

Sir  Geo.  Good-nature  is  my  foible.  But, 
upon  my  foul,  I  would  not  have  gone  fo  far  for 
any  body  elfe. 

R.  Weal.  I  can  contain  no  longer.  Hear 
me,  fpendthrift,  prodigal,  do  you  know, 
that  in  ten  days  your  whole  revenue  won't 
purchafe  you  a  feather  to  adorn  your  empty 
head? 

Sir  Geo.  Hey  day,  what's  the  matter  now  ? 

R.  Weal.  And  that  you  derive  every  acre 
of  your  boafted  patrimony  from  you  great 
uncle,  a  foap  boiler! 

Sir  Geo.  Infamous  afperfion! 

R.  Weal.  It  was  his  bags,  the  h^uits  of  his 

honeft    induftry,    that   prelerved    your    lazy, 

beggarly  nobility.     His  wealth  rcpair'd  your 

tottering 
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tottering  hall,  from  the  ruins  of  which,  even 
the  rats  had  run. 

Sir  Geo.  Better  our  name  had  perifliM! 
Infupportable !  foap-boiling,  uncle! 

B.  Weal.  Traduce  a  trader  in  a  country 
of  commerce'  It  is  treafon  againft  the  com- 
munity; and,  for  your  punifhment,  I  would 
have  you  reftored  to  the  fordid  condition  from 
whence  we  drew  you,  and  like  your  prede- 
ceflbrs,  the  P161s,  ftript,  painted,  and  fed  upon 
hips,  haws  and  Mackberrics. 

Sir  Geo.  A  truce,  dear  haberdaflier. 

R.  Weal.  One  picafure  1  have,  that  to  this 
goal  you  are  upon  the  gallop  j  but  have  a 
care,  the  fword  hangs  but  by  a  thread.  When 
next  we  meet,  know  me  for  the  mafter  of  your 
fate.  _  [^Exit, 

Sir  Geo.  Infolent  mechanic!  But  that  his 
Bourgeois  blood  would  have  foiled  my  fword — 

Enter  Baron  and  Loader. 

Sir  Will.  What  is  de  matter? 

Sir  Geo.  A  fellow  here,  upon  the  credit  of  a 
little  affinity,  has  dared  to  upbraid  me  with 
bjing  fprung  from  a  foap-boiler. 

Sir  Will.   Vat,  you  from  the  boiler  of  foapl 

Sir  Geo.  Me. 

Sir  Will.  Aha,  begar,  dat  is  anoder  ting 
— And  harka  you,  mificr  monfieur,  ha— 
how  dare  a  you  have  d'a'flVontary — 

Sir  Geo.  How! 

5/7-  tVill.  De  impertinence  to  lit  down,  play 
wid  me  ? 

Sir  Geo.  What  is  this? 

Sir 
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Sir  Will.  A  beggarly  Bourgeois  vis-a-vis,  a 
baron  of  twenty  defcents. 

Load.  But  baron 

Sir  Will.  Bygar,  I  am  almoft  afliamed  to  win 
of  fiich  a  low,  dirty — Give  me  my  monies,  and 
let  me  never  fee  your  face. 

Load.  Why,  but  ban>n,  you  miftake  this 
thing.  I  know  the  old  buclc  this  fellow  prates 
about. 

Sir  Will.  May  be. 

Load.  Pigeon  me,  as  true  a  gentleman  as 
the  grand  ngnor.  He  was,  indeed,  a  good- 
natured,  obliging,  friendly  fellow;  and  being 
a  great  judge  of  foap,  tar,  and  train-oil,  he 
«fed  to  have  it  home  to  his  houfe,  and  fell  it 
to  his  acquaintance  for  ready  money,  to  ferve 
them. 

Sir  Will.  Wasdatall? 

Xj>ad.  Upon  my  honour. 

Sir  Will.  Oh,  dat,  dat  is  anoder  ting.  By- 
gar  I  was  afraid  he  was  negotiant. 

£.oad.  Nothing  like  it. 

Enter  Dick. 

Dick.  A  gentleman  to  enquire  for  Mr. 
Loader. 

Load.  I  come — A  pretty  fon  of  a  bitch, 
this  baron!  pimps  for  the  man,  picks  his 
pocket,  and  then  wants  to  kick  him  out  of 
company,  becaufe  his  uncle  was  an  oilman. 

Exit. 

Sir  Will.  I  beg  pardon,  chevalier,  I  was 
miftake. 

Sir  Geo.  Oh,  don't  mention  it ;  had  the 
flam  been  fa£t,  your .  behavour  was  natural 


tnough. 
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Enler  Leader. 
I^ad.  Mr.  Smirk,  the  auflioneer. 
Sir  Geo.  Shew  him  in,  by  all  means. 

[Exit.  Loader. 
Sir  Will.  You  have  affairs. 
Sir  Geo.  If  }ou'U  walk  into  the  next  room, 
they  will'oe  finifhed  in  five  r.iinutes. 

Enler  Loader,  witk  Shijt  as  Smirk. 
Load.  Here,  mafter  Su.iik,  this  is  the 
gentleman,  tlark'e,  knight,  did  I  not  tell 
you,  old  Moll  was  your  mark?  Here  ihe 
has  brought  a  pretty  piece  cf  man's  meat 
already ;  as  fweet  as  a  nofcgay,  and  as  ripe  as  a 
cherry,  you  rogue.  Difpateh  him,  mean  time 
we'll  manage  the  girl.  [Exit. 

Smirk  You  are  the  principal. 
Sir  Geo.  Even  fo.  1  have,  Mr.  Smirk,  fome 
things  of  a  confiderable  value,  which  I  want  to 
difpofe  of  immediately. 
Smirk.  You  have  ? 
Sir  Geo.  Could  you  affift  nie  ? 
Smirk.  Doubtlefs. 
Sir  Geo.  But  direftly? 
Smirk.  We  have  an  auftion  at  twelve.     I'll 
add  your  cargo  to  the  catalogue. 
Sir  Geo.  Can  that  be, done? 
Smirk.  Eveiy   day's  pra£tice :  it  is  for  the 
credit  of  the  fale.     Laft  week,  amongft  the 
valuable  effefls  of  a  gentleman;  going  abroad, 
X    fold  a  choice  colTe^ion  of  china,  with  a 
curious  fervice    of  plate  j     though  the    real 
Iterty  was  never  mafter  of  above  two  Delf 
diOies,  ailid  a  dozen  of  pewter,  in  all  h»  life. 
Sir 
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Sir  Geo.  Very  artificiaj.  But  this  mud  ht 
concealed. 

Smirk.  Buried  here.  Oh,  many  an  ai- 
grette and  folitaire  have  I  fold,  to  dlfcharge 
a  lady's  play-debt.  But  then  we  muft  know 
the  parties ;   otherwife    it  liiight  be    knockt 

down  to   the  huftand  himfelf.     Ha,  ha 

Hey  ho ! 

Sir  Geo.  True.  Upon  my  word,  your 
piofclTjon  requires  parts. 

Smirk.  No  body's  more.  Did  you  ever  hear. 
Sir  George,  what  firft  brought  me  into  the 
bufinefs  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Never. 

fimirk.  Quite  an  accident,  as  I  may  fay. 
You  muft  have  known  my  predeceflbr,  Mr. 
Prij,  the  greateft  man  in  the  world,  in  his 
v.ay;  aye,  or  that  ever  was,  or  ever  will  be; 
quito  a  jewel  f.f  a  man:  he  would  touch  you 
up  a  lot!  there  was  no  refilling  him.  He 
woLildtbrct'  you  to  bid,  whether  you  would  or 
n  J.     I  fhall  never  fee  his  equal. 

S'rGco.  You  are  modeil,  Mr.  Smirk. 
■Smirlc.  No,  no,  but  his  ihadow.  Far  be 
it  from  me,  to  vie  with  fo  great  a  man.  But, 
9s  I  was  faying,  my  predeceflbr,  Mr,  Prig, 
was  to  have  a  Tale  as  it  might  be  on  Satur- 
day. On  Friday  at  noon,  I  fliall  never  for- 
get the  day,  he  was  fuddenly  feized  with  a 
violent  cholic.  He  fent  for  me  to  his  bed- 
fide,  fqueezed  me  by  the  hand;  Dear  Smirk, 
faid  he,  what  an  accident !  You  know  what 
is  to-morrow ;  the  greateft  fhew  this  fea- 
fon ;  prints,  piflures,  bron/^es,  butterfliej;, 
medals,  and  minioncttes;  all  the  world  will 
be 
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be  there;  Lady  Dy  Jofs,  Mrs.  Nankyn,  the 
dutchefs  of  Dupe,  and  every  body  at  all. 
You  fee  my  ftate,  it  will  be  impolfible  for 
me  to  mount.  What  can  I  do? — It  was  not 
for  me,  you  know,  to  advife  that  great  man. 

Sir  Geo.  No,  no. 

Smirk.  At  iaft,  looking  "ivifiifully  at  me. 
Smirk,  fays  he,  d'you  love  me  ? — Mr.  Prig, 

can  you  doubt  it? I'll  put  it  to  the  telt, 

fays  he';  fupply  my  place  to-morrow. — I,  eager 
to  (hew  my  love,  ralhly  and  rapidly  replied,  I 
will. 

Sir  Geo.  That  was  bold. 

Smirk.  Abfolute  madnefs.  But  I  ha-I 
gone  too  far  to  recede;  Then  the  point  was; 
to  prepare  for  the  awful  occafion.  The  firft 
want  that  occurred  to  me;  was  a  wig;  but 
this  was  too  material  an  article  tb  depend  on 
my  own  judgement.    I  rcfolvcd  to  confult  my 

friends.     I  told  them  the  affair You  hear, 

gentlemen,  what  has  happened ;  Mr.  Prig, 
one  of  the  greateft  men  in  his  way;  tlie  world 
everfaw,  or  ever  will,  quite  a  jewel  of  a  man, 
is  taken  with  a  violent  fit  of  the  cliollc ;  to-mor- 
row, the  greateft  ihew  this  feafon  ;  prints,  pic- 
tures, bronzes,  butterflies,  medals,  and  mi- 
nionettes  ;  every  body  in  the  world  to  be  there ; 
Lady  Dy  Jofs,  Mrs.  Nankyn,  dutchefs  of 
Dupe,  and  all  mankind ;  it  being  impolTible 

he  fliould  mountj  I  have  confented  to  fell 

Tliey  flared — It  is  true,  gentlemen.  Now  I 
Jhould  be  glad  to  have  your  opinions  as  to  a 
wig.  They  were  divided ;  fome  recommended 
a  tye,  others-^a  bag:  one  mentioned  a  bib, 
but  was  foon  over-ruled.  Now,  for  my  part, 
i  own, 
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I  own,  I  rather  inclined  to  the  bag ;  but  to 
avoid  the  imputation  of  raflinefs,  I  refolved  to 
take  Mrs.  Smirk's  judgement,  my  wife,  a  dear 
good  woman,  fine  in  figure,  high  in  tafte,  a 
luperior  gt^nius,  and  knows  old  china  like  a 
Nabob. 

Sir  Geo.  What  was  her  decifion  ? 

Smirk.  I  told  her  the  cafe— My  dear,  you 
know  what  has  happened.  My  good  friend, 
Mr.  Prig,  the  greateft  man  in  the  world,  in 
his  way,  that  ever  was,  or  ever  will  be,  quite 
ajewel  of  a  man — a  violent  fit  of  the  cholic 

the  greateft  fliew  this  feafon,  to-morrow, 

pictures,  and  every  thing  in  the  world;  all 
the  world  will  be  there :  now,  as  it  is  im- 

folTible  he  fhould,  I  mount  in  his  ftead.  You 
now  the  importance  of  a  wig ;  I  have  aflced 
my  friends — fome  recommended  a  tye,  others 
a  bag — what  is  yotJr  opinion?  Why,  to  deal 
freely,  Mr.  Smirk,  fays  (he,  a  tye  for  your 
round,  regular,  fmiling  face,  would  be  rather 
too  formal,  and  a  bag  too  boyifh,  deficient 
in  dignity  for  the  folemn  occafion;  were  I 
worthy  to  advife,  you  fliould  wear  a  fomething 
between  both. — I'll  be  hanged  if  you  don^ 
mean  a  major.  I  jumpt  at  the  hint,  and  a  ma- 
jor it  was. 

SirG<o  So,  that  was  fixt. 
Smirk.  Finally.  But  next  day,  when  I 
came  to  mount  the  rofirum,  then  was  the 
trial.  My  limbs  fliook,  and  my  tongue  trem- 
bled. The  firft  lot  was  a  chamber  utenfil,  tn 
Chelfea  china,  of  the  pea-green  pattern.  It 
occafioned  a  great  laugh  j  but  I  got  thro'  it. 
Her  grace,  indeed,  gave  me  great  encourage- 
ment. I  overheard  ner  whifper  to  lady  Dy, 
Upon 
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Upon  my  word,  Mr.  Smirk  does  it  very  well. 
Very  well,  indeed,  Mr.  Smirk,  addrefling  lier- 
felf  to  me.  I  made  an  acknowledging  bow 
to  her  grace,  as  in  duty  bound  But  one 
flower  flounced  involuntarily  from  me  that 
day,  as  I  may  fay.  I  remember.  Dr.  Trifle 
called  it  enthuflaftic,  and  pronounced  it  a  pre- 
fage  of  my  fijture  greatnefs. 

Sir  Geo.  What  was  that? 

Smirk.  Why,  fir,  the  lot  was  a  Guido;  a 
Angle  figure,  a  marvellous  fine  performance  t 
well  prelerved,  and  highly  finiflied.  It  ftuck 
at  five  and  forW;  I,  charmed  with  the  pic- 
ture, and  piqued  at  the  people,  A  going  for 
five  and  forty,  no  body  more  than  five  and 

forty? Pray,   ladies  and  gentlemen,  look 

at  this  piece,  quite  flefli  and  olood,  and  only 
wants  a  touch  from  the  torch  of  Prometheus 
to  ftart  from  the  canvas,  and  fall  a  bidding. 
A  general  plaudit  enfued,  I  bowed,  and  m 
three  minutes  knocked  it  down  at  fixty  three, 
ten. 

Sir  Geo.  That  was  a  ftroke  at  leaft  equal  to 
your  mafter. 

Smirk.  O  dear  me  !  You  did  not  know  the 
great  man,  alike  in  every  thine.  He  had  as 
much  to  fay  upon  a  ribbon,  as  a  Raphael.  His 
manner  was  inimitably  fine.  1  remember, 
they  took  him  off  at  the  playhoufe,  fome  time 
ago ;  pleafant,  but  wrong.  Public  charaSers 
ihould  not  be  fported  wlih — ^They  are  facred 
But  we  lofe  time. 

Sir  Geo.  Oh,  in  the  lobby,  on  the  table, 
you  will  find  the  particulars. 

Smirk. 
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Smirk.  We  (hall  fee  you.  There  will  be  a 
worklof  lompr.ny.  1  (hall  pleafe  you.  But 
the  great  nicety  of  our  art  is,  the  eye.  Matit 
how  miue  (kims  round  the  room.  Some  bid- 
ders are  iTiy,  and  only  advance  with  a  nod; 
but  I  nail  them.  One,  two,  three,  four,  five. 
You  will  be  furprized — Ha, ha,  ha, — heigh  ho. 
\Exeu»t. 


ACT.  III. 

Enter  Sir  George  and  Loader. 

Sir  George. 

A  Mod  infernal  run.  Let's  fee,  (Pulls 
out  a  card.)  Loader  a  thoufand,   the   Baron 

two,  Tally Enough  to  beggar  a  banker. 

Every  (hilling  of  Transfer's  fupply  exhaufted! 
nor  will  even  the  fale  of  my  moveables  prove 
fufScient  to  difcharge  my  debts.  Death  and 
the  devil !  In  what  a  complication  of  calami' 
tics  has  a  few  days  plunged  me!  And  no  re- 
fourcc  ? 

Load,  Knight,  here's  oid  moll  come  to  wait 
on  vou  ;  (he  has  brought  the  tid-bit  I  fpoke  of. 
i>hall  I  bid  her  fend  her  in? 

$ir  Geo.  Pray  do.  ^Exit  Loader, 

Enter  Mrs.  Cole  and  Liici/. 

Mrs.  Cole.  Come  along,  Lucy.     You  ba(h' 

ful  br.ggagc,   1   thought  i    1:  :.i  iJenced  your 

fcniplts.      Don't   you    remember  what    Mr. 

Squmtum  faid?  A  woman's  not  worth  faving, 

that 
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guilty  of  a  fw  ^ 
they  have  matter  to  repent  upon.  Here,  your 
honour,  1  leave  her  to  your  management.  She 
is  young,  tender,  and  timid;  does  not  know 
what  is  for  her  own  good ;  but  your  honour 
will  foon  teach  her.  1  would  willingly  ftay, 
but  I  muft  not  lofe  the  leflure.  [Exit. 

Sir  Geo.  Upon  my  credit,  a  fine   figure ! 

Aukward Can't  produce  her  publicly  as 

mine ;  but  flie  will  do  for   private  amiifement 

— — Will  you   be   feated,   mifs  ? Dumb ! 

quite  a  pi£Vure  !  She  too  wants  a  touch  of  the 
Promethean  torch — Will  you  be  fo  kind, 
ma'am,  to  walk  from  your  frame  and  take  a 

chair  ? Cgme,  pry'thee,  why  fo  coy  ?  Nay, 

I  am  not  very  adroit  in  the  cuftom  of  this  coun- 
try.    I  fuppofe  I  muft  condutl  you Come, 

mifs. 

X«cy.  O,  fir ! 

Sir'Geo.  Child! 

Lucy.  If  you  have  any  humanity,  fpare  me. 

Sir  Geo.  In  tears!  What  can  this  mean? 
Artifice.  A  projeQ  to  raife  the  price,  I  fup- 
pofe. Look'e,  my  dear,  you  mav  fave  this 
piece  of  pathetic  for  another    occafion.    It 

won't  do  with  me  _;   I   am    no   novice So, 

child,  a  truce  to  your  tragedy,  1  beg. 

Lucy,  indeed  you  wrong  me,  iir;  indeed 
you  do. 

Sir  Geo.  Wrong  you  !  how  came  you  here, 
and  for  what  purpofe? 

Lucy.  A  Ihameful  une  ;  I  know  it  all,  and 
yet  believe  me,  iir,  I  am  innocent. 

Sir  Geo.  Oh,  t  don't  quefrion  thfit.     Your 

pious  patronefs  is  a  pri.'of  of  your  innocence. 

Lvcy. 
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Lucy.  What  can  I  fay  to  gain  your  credit  ? 
And  yeti  (ir,  ftrorg  r.s  appearances  are  agauift 
me,  by  all  that's  hoiy,  you  fee  me  here,  a  poor, 
diftreft,  involuntary  viflim. 

Sir  Geo.  H.  r  ftyle's  above  the  common  clafs  j 
her  tears  arc  real. — Rife,  child. — How  the  poor, 
creature  trembles ! 

Lacy.  Say  then  1  am  fafe ! 

Sir  Ceo.  Fear  nothing. 

Lucy.  May  heaven  reward  you.    I  cannot. 

Sir  Geo.  Pr'yihee  child,  colle£t  yourfelf, 
and  help  me  to  unravel  this  myftery.  You 
came  hither  willingly  ?  There  was  no  force  ? 

Lucy.  None. 

Sir  Geo.  You  know  Mrs  Cole. 

Lucy.  Too  well. 

Sir  Ceo.  How  came  you  then  tc  truft  her  ? 

Lucy.  Mine,  fir,  is  a  tedious,  melancholy  talc. 

Sir  Geo.  And  artlefs  too  ? 

Lucy.  As  innocence. 

SirGi'o.  Give  it  me. 

LAicy.  It  will  tire  you. 

Sir  Geo.  Not  if  it  be  true.  Be  juft,  and 
you  will  find  me  generous. 

Lucy.  On  that,  fir,  I  relied  in  venturing 
hither. 

Sir  Geo.  You  didmejuftice.  Truft  me  with 
all  your  ftor)'.  If  you  deferve,  depend  upon 
my  protection. 

Ljict/.  Some  months  ago,  fir,  I  was  confider- 
ed  lis  the  joint  heirefs  of  a  refpe£table,  wealthy 
merchant ;  dear  to  my  friends,  happy  in  my 
profpefts,  and  my  father's  favourite. 

Sir  Geo.  His  name. 

Lacy, 
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Lucy.  There  you  muft  pardon  rae.  Un- 
kind and  cruel  tho' he  has  been  to  me,  let  me 
difcharge  the  duty  of  a  daughter,  fuiFer  in  fi- 
lence,  nor  bring  reproach  on  him  who  gave  me 
being. 

Hir  Geo.  I  applaud  your  piety. 

Lucy.  At  this  happy  period,  my  father, 
judging  nn  addition  or  wealth  mufl  bring  an  in- 
creafe  of  happinefs,  refolved  to  unite  me  with 
a  man,  fordid  in  his  mind,  brutal  in  his  man- 
ners, and  riches  his  only  recommendation. 
My  refufalof  this  ill-fuited  match,  tho'  mildly 
given,  enflamed  my  father's  temper,  naturally 
choleric,  alienated  his  affeflions,  and  baniflied 
me  his  houfe,  diftreft  and  deftitute. 

Sir  Geo.  Would  no  friend  receive  you  ? 

Lucy.  Alas,  how  few  are  friends  to  the  un- 
fortunate! Beiides,  I  knew,  fir,  fuch  a  ftep 
would  he  confidered  by  my  father,  as  an  appeal 
from  his  juftice.  I  therefore  retired  to  a  remote 
corner  of  the  town,  trufting,  my  only  advocate, 
to  the  tender  calls  of  nature,  in  his  cool,  re- 
lieving hours. 

Sir  Geo.  Howcamevou  to  knowthis  woman? 

Lucy.  Accident  placed  me  in  a  houfe,  the 
miftreis  of  which  profefled  the  fame  principles 
with  my  infamous  conduftrefs.  There,  as  en- 
thufiafm  is  the  child  of  melancholy,  I  caught 
the  infcQion.  A  conftant  attendance  on  their 
afTemblies,  procured  me  the  acquaintance  of 
this  woman,  whofe  extraordinary  zeal  and  de- 
votion firft  drew  my  attention  and  confidence. 
I  trufted  her  with  my  ftory,  and  in  return  re- 
ceived the  warmelt  invitation  to  take  the  pro- 
teflion  of  her  houfe.  Tliis  I  unfortunately  ac- 
cepted. 

Sir 
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Sir  Geo.  JJnfortunately  indeed ! 

Lucj/.  By  ihe  decency  of  appearances,  I  wa« 
Ibme  time  imj-ofed  upon.-  But  an  accident, 
which  you  will  CKcufe  my  repeating,  revealed 
all  the  horror  of  my  lituation.  I  will  not  trou- 
ble you  with  a  recital  of  all  the  arts  ufed  to  le- 
duce  me  J  happily  they  hitherto  have  foiled. 
But  this  morning  I  was  acquainted  with  my 
deftiny ;  and  no  other  election  left  me,  but  im- 
mediate compliance,  or  a  jail.  In  this  defpor 
rate  condition,  you  cannot  wonder,  fir,  at  my 
choofing  rather  to  rely  on  the  gcncrofity  of  a 
gentleman,  than  the  humanity  of  a  creature 
infenfible  to  pity,  and  void  of  every  virtue. 

Sir  Geo.  The  event  (hall  juftify  your  choice, 
You  have  my  faith  and  honour  foryour  fecurity. 
For  tho'  I  can't  boaftof  my  own  goodnefs,  yet 
1  have  an  honeft  feeling  for  afflifled  virtue ;  and, 
however  unfafliionable,  a  fpirit  that  dares  afford 
it  proteflion.  Give  skc  your  hand.  As  foon 
as  I  have  difpatched  fome  prefling  bufinefs 
here,  I  will  lodge  you  in  an  afytum,  facred  to 
the  difirclfcs  of  your  fcx ;  where  indigent  beau- 
ty is  guarded  from  temptations,  and  deluded 
innocence  refcucd  from  infamy.  \^Exeunt. 

Enter  Shift. 
Shy.  Zooks,  I  have  toiled  like  a  horfe ;  quite 
tired,  by  Jupiter.  And  what  Ihall  I  get  for 
my  pains  ?  The  old  fellow  here  talks  of  making 
me  eafy  for  life.  Eafy !  and  what  does  he  mean 
by  eafy  ?  He'll  make  me  an  excife-man,  I  fup- 
pofe ;  and  fo  with  an  ink-horn  at  my  button-hole, 
and  a  taper  fwitch  in  my  hand,  1  ftiall  run 
about  gauging  of  beer-barrels.  No,  that  will 
neve 
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pever  do.  This  lad  here  is  no  fool.  Foppi(h 
indeed.  He  does  not  want  parts,  no,  nor  prin- 
ciples neither.  I  overheard  his  fcene  witn  the 
girl.  1  think  I  may  truft  him.  I  have  a  great 
mind  to  venture  it.  It  is  a  Ihame  to  have  him 
duped  by  this  old  don.  It  mull  not  be.  I'll 
in  and  unfold — Ha! — Egad  I  have  a  thought 
too,  which,  if  my  heir  apparent  c?.n  executt,  I 
fliall  ftill  lie  concealed,  and  perhaps  be  re> 
warded  on  both  fides. 

1  have  it, — 'tis' engendered,  piping  hot, 
And  now,  Sir  knight,  I'll  match  you  with 
a  plot.  [Exit. 

Enter  Sir  William  and  Richard  Wealthy. 

B.  Weal.  Well,  1  fuppofe,  by  this  time,  you 
are  fatistied  what  a  fcoundrel  you  have  brought 
into  the  world,  and  are  ready  to  finilh  your  fool- 
ery. 

Sir  Will.  Got  to  the  cataftrophe,  good  bro- 
ther. 

R.  Weal.  Let  us  have  it  over  then. 

Sir  Will.  I  have  already  alarmed  all  his 
tradefmen.  I  fuppofe  we  Ihall  foon  have  him 
here,  with  a  legion  of  bailiffs  and  couilables. 
—  --Oh,  you  have  my  will  about  you? 

It.  Weal.  Yes,  yes. 

Sir  Will.  It  is  almoft  time  to  produce  it,  or 
read  him  the  claufe  that  relates  to  liis  n-jetting 
your  daughter.  That  will  do  his  bulinefs. 
But  they  come.     I  mult  return  to  my  character. 

Enter  Shift. 
Shift.  Sir,  fir,  we  are  all  in  the  wrong  box; 
ourfcheme  is  blown  up;  your  fonhasdetetted 

Loader 
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Loader  and  Tally,  and  is  playing  the  very  devil 
within. 

Sir  Will.  Oh.  the  bunglers! 

Shift.  Now  for  it,  youngfter. 

Enter  Sir  George,  driving  in  Loader  and  ano^ 
ther. 
Sir  Geo.  Rafcals,  robbers,  that,  like  the  lo- 
cuft,  mark  the  road  you  have  taken,  by  the 
ruin  and  defolation  you  leave  behind  you. 
Z/tad,  Sir  George! 

Sir  Geo.  And  can  youth,  however  cautious, 
be  guarded  againft  fuch  deep-i.ad,  complicated 
villainy  ?  Where  are  the  reft  of  your  diabolical 

crew  ?  your  auftioneer,  ufurer,  and- O,  fir, 

are  you  here? 1  am  glad  you  have   not 

ei-.iped  us,  however. 

^/>  IVill.  What  de  devil  is  de  matter? 
Sir  Geo.  Your  birth,  which  I  believe  an  im- 
pofition,  preferves  you,  however,  from  the 
difci^iline  thofe  rogues  have  received.  A  ba^ 
ton,  a  nobleman,  a  fliarper!  O  ftiame!  It  is 
enough  to  banifli  all  confidence  from  the 
world.  On  whofe  faith  can  we  rely,  when 
thofe,  whofe  honour  is  held  as  facred  as  an  oath, 
unmindful  of  their  dignity,  defcend  to  rival 
pick-pockets  in  their  infamous  arts.  What 
are  thefe  [pulls  out  dice]  pretty  implements? 
The  fruits  of  your  leifui;e  hours!  They  are 
dexteroufly  done.  You  have  a  fine  mechani- 
cal turn. — Dick,  fecure  the  door. 

Mrs.  Cole,  /peaking  as'  entering. 
Mrs.  Cole.  Here  I  am,  at  laft.     Well,  and 
how  is  your  honour,  and  the  little  gentlewo- 
man ?— Blcfs  me !  what  is  the  matter  here  ? 

Sir 
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Sir  Geo.  I  am,  madam,  treating  yoitr  friends 
with  a  cold  collation,  and  you  are  opportunely 
come  for  your  (hare.  The  little  gentlewoman 
is  fafe,  and  in  much  better  hands  than  you  de- 
Jigned  her.  Abominable  hypocrite !  who,  tot- 
tering under  the  load  of  irreverent  age  and  in- 
famous difeafes,  inBexibly  proceeds  in  the 
practice  of  every  vice,  impioufly  proftituting 
the  mod  facred  inftitutions  to  the  moft  infernal 
purpofes. 

Mrs  Cole.  I  hope  your  honour 

Sir  Geo.  Take  her  away.  As  you  have  been 
fingularin  your  penitence,  you  ought  to  be 
diflinguiflied  in  your  penance;  which  I  promife 
you,  (hall  be  moft  publickly  and  plentifully 
beftowed.  [Exit  Colt-. 

Enter  Dick. 

Dick.  The  conftables,  fir. 

Sir  Geo.  Let  them  come  in,  that  I  may 
confign  thefe  gentlemen  to  their  care-fTo  Sir 
7f(V/.  I  Your  letters  of  nobility  you  will  pro- 
duce in  a  court  of  juftice.  Tho',  if  I  read 
you  right,  you  are  one  of  thofe  indigent,  iti- 
nerant nobles  of  your  own  creation,  which  our 
reputation  for  ho(pitality  draws  hither  in  fhoals, 
to  the  (hame  of^our  underftanding,  the  im- 
paringof  our  fortunes,  and  when  you  are  triift- 
ed,  the  betraying  of  our  defigns.  Officers,  do 
your  duty. 

Sir  Will.  Why,  don't  you  know  me  ? 

Sir  Geo.  Juft  as  I  euelTed.  An  iinpoftor. 
He  has  recovered  the  tree  ufe  of  his  tongue 
already. 

Sir  Will.  Nay,  but  George. 

Sir 
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Sir  Geo.  Infolcnt  familiarity !  away  with 
him. 

Sir  Will.  Hold,  hold,  a  moment.  Brother 
Richard,  fct  this  matter  to  rights. 

a.  Weal.  Don't  you  know  him  f 

Sir  Geo.  Know  him !  The  very  queftlon  is 
an  affront. 

R.  Weal,  Nay,  I  don't  wonder  at  it.  Tis 
your  father,  you  fool. 

Sir  Geo.  My  father !    Impoflible ! 

Sir  Will.  That  may  be,  but 'tis  true, 

Sir  Geo.  My  father  alive!  Thus  let  me  greet 
the  blefling. 

Sir  Will.  Alive !  Aye,  and  I  believe  I  fhan't 
be  in  a  huny  to  die  again. 

Sir  Geo.  But,  dear  lir,  the  report  of  your 
death and  this  difguife to  what 

Sir  Will.  Don't  a(k  any  queftions.  Your 
uncle  will  tell  you  all.  For  my  part*  I  am  Hck 
of  the  fcheme. 

R.  Weal.  I  told  you  what  would  come  of 
your  politicks. 

Sir  Will.  You  did  fo.  But  if  it  had  not 
been  for  thofe  clumfy  fcoundrels,  the  plot  was 

as  good  a  plot O  George,  fuch  difcovcries 

I  have  to  make.    Within  I'll  unravel  the  whole. 

Sir  Geo.  Perhaps,  fir,  I  may  match 'em. 

Shift.  Sir.  IPtills  him  by  the Jleeve. 

Sir  Geo.  Never  fear.  It  is  impoflible,  gen- 
tlemen, to  determine  your  fate,  till  this  matter 
is  more  fully  explained;  till  when,  keep  *em 
in  fafe  ciincdy. Do  you  know  them,  fir? 

Sir  Will.  Yes,  but  that's  more  than  they  did 
me.  I  can  cancel  your  debts  there,  and,  I  be- 
lieve, prevail  on  ihofe  gentlemen  to  refund  too 
But 
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But  you  have  been  a  fad  profligate  young 

dog,  George, 

Sir  Geo,  I  can't  boaft  of  my  goodnefs,  fir; 
but  I  think  I  could  produce  you  a  proof,  that 
I  am  not  fo  totally  dcftitute  of 

Sir  Will.  Aye  !  Why  then  pr'ythee  do. 

Sir  Geo.  I  have,  fir,  this  day,  reCftcd  a  temp- 
tation, that  greater  pretenders  to  morality 
might  have  yielded  to.  But  I  will  truft  myfelf 
no  longer,  and  muft  crave  your  interpofition 
and  protection. 

Sir  Will.  To  what? 

Sir  Geo.  I  will  attend  you  with  the  explana- 
tion in  an  inllant. 

Sir  Will.  Pr'ythee,  Shift,  what  does  he  mean  ? 

Shift.  1  believe  I  can  guefs. 

Sir  Will.  Let  us  have  it. 

Sliift.  I  fuppofe  the  affair  I  overheard  juft 
now,  a  prodigious  fine  elegant  girl,  faith,  that 
difcarded  by  her  family,  for  refufing  to  marry 
her  grandfather,  fell  into  the  hands  of  the  ve- 
nerable lady  you  faw,  who  being  the  kind  cate- 
rer for  your  ton's  amufcments,  brought  lier  hi- 
ther for  a  purpofe  obvious  enough.  But  the 
young  gentleman,  touched  with  her  ftory,  truth 
and  tears,  was  converted  from  the  fpoiler  of 
her  honour  to  the  protestor  of  her  innocence. 

Sir  Will.  Look'e  there,  brother,  did  not  I  tell 
you  that  George  was  not  fo  bad  at  the  bottom ! 

R.  Weal.  This  does  indeed  atone  for  half  the 
But  they  are  here. 

Enter  Sir  George  and  Lucy. 

Sir  Geo.  Fear  nothing,  hiadam,  you  may 
fafely  rely  on  the— — 

Lucy. 
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Lucy.  My  father! 

H.  Weal.  Lucy! 

Lucy.  O,  fir,  can  you  forgive  your  poor 
diftreft  unhappy  girl?  You  fcarce  can  guefs 
how  hardly  I've  been  ufed,  fince  my  banifh- 
ment  from  your  paternal  roof.  Want,  pining 
want,  anguifli  and  fltame,  have  been  my  con- 
ftant  partners. 

Sir  Will.  Brother ! 

Sir  Geo.  Sir! 

Lucy.  Father! 

It.  Weal.  Rife,  child,  'tis  I  muft  a{k  thee 
forgivenefs.  Canft  thou  forget  the  woes  I've 
made  thee  fuffer?  Come  to  my  arms  once  more 
thou  darling  of  my  age. — What  mifchief  had 
my  rafline^  nearly  compleated.  Nephew,  I 
fcarce  can  thank  you,  as  J  ought,  but 

Sir  Geo.  I  am  richly  paid,  in  being  the  happy 
inftrument Yet,  might  I  urge  a  wifh 

B.  Weal.  Name  it. 

Sir  Geo.  That  you  would  forgive  my  follies 
of  to-day;  and,  as  1  have  been  providentially 
the  occafiona!  guardian  of  your  daughter's  ho- 
nour, that  you  would  beftow  on  me  that  right 
for  life. 

E.  Weal.  That  muft  depend  on  Lucy;  her 
will,  not  mine,  (hall  now  dire£l  her  choice — 
What  fays  your  father? 

Sir  Will.  Me,  oh,  I'll  (hew  you  in  an  inftant. 
Give  me  your  hands.  There  children,  now 
you  are  joined,  and  the  devil  take  him  that 
wilhcsto  part  you. 

Sir  Geo.  I  thank  you  for  us  both. 

R.  Weal.  Happinefs  attend  you. 

Sir 
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Sir  Will.  Now,  brother,  I  hope  you  will 
allow  me  to  be  a  good  plotter.  All  this  was 
brought  to  bear  by  my  means. 

Ski/t.  With  my  aiEftance,  I  hope  you'll 
own,  fir. 

Sir  mil  That's  true,  honeft  Shift,  and 
thou  Ihalt  be  richly  rewarded ;  nay,  George 
fhall  be  your  friend  too.  This  Shift  is  an  in- 
genious fellow,  let  me  tell  you,  fon. 

Sir  Geo.  I  am  no  ftranger  to  his  abilities,  fir. 
But,  if  you  pleafe,  we  will  retire.  The  various 
ftniggles  of  this  fair  fufFerer  ret;uire  the  Tooth- 
ing Toftncfs  of  a  filler's  love.  And  now,  fir,  I 
hope  your  fears  for  me  are  over ;  for  had  I  not 
this  motive  to  reftrain  my  follies,  yet  I  now 
know  the  town  too  well  to  be  ever  its  bubble, 
and  will  take  care  to  preftrve,  at  leaft. 
Some  more  eftate,  and  principles,  and  wit. 
Than  brokers,  bawds,  and  gamefters  Ihall  think 

fit. 

Shift,  addre^ng  him/elf  to  Sir  George. 

And  what  becomei  of  your  poor  rerrant  Shift  i 

Your  lather  talki  of  lending  me  a  lift 

A  great  man's  proraife,  when  his  tuniislenredl 
Capons  on  promifei  would  foon  be  Aarved: 
No, onmyfelf  alone,  I'Jl  now  rely: 

*Gad  I've  a  thriving  uafiic  in  my  eye 

Near  the  mad  masfions  of  Moorfields  I'll  bawl ;  1 
Friendi)  fathen,  mothers,  Hftcn,  ions,  and  all,  y 
Shut  up  your  Ihops,  and  lillen  to  my  call.  J 

With  labour,  toi^  all  fecond  means  difneole. 
And  live  a  rent-charge  upon  Providence. 
PricL  upyourcais;  a  ftory  now  I'll 
Which  once  a  widow,  and  lier  child 
I  knew  the  mother,  and  ber  daiighi 
Poor,  it  k  true,  they  were;  but  never  wanteS, 
For  whatlbe'ei  they  alk'd,  was  always  granted. 


ovKience. 

T  I'll  tcil,        1 

rhildbcfc',     \ 
ightcr  well;  J 
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One  fatal  dty,  the  matron's  truth  was  tned, 
She  wanted  iDcat  and  drink,  and  fairly  cried. 
ICiild.^  Mother,  youcryl  [^oT^.JOh,  child,  I've  got  n 

brud. 
rCkilJ.2  What  matter  that?  Why  Proridence  an't  dead! 
With  reafon  good,  this  truth  the  child  might  lay. 
For  there  came  in  at  noon,  that  very  day. 
Bread,  greens,  potatoes,  and  a  leg  of  muttoa. 
Abetter  fureatable  ne'er  was  put  on: 
Aye,  that  might  be,  ye  cry,  with  thofe  poor  fouls  j 
But  we  ne'er  had  a  i^er  for  the  coals. 
And  d'ye  defetTc  itf  How  d'ye  fpend  your  days? 
In  paftimes,  prodigality,  and  plays  I 
X-ei'sgo  fee  Footed  ah,  Foot e's  a  precious  limbl 
Old-nick  will  foon  a  foot  ball  make  of  him  1 
Foi  foremoll  rows  in  fide-boxes  you  fhove, 
Think  you  to  meet  with  Gde-boxes  above  f 
Where  gigling  girls,  and  powder'd  fops  may  litH 
No,  you  will  ajfbe  cramm'd  into  the  pit, 
And  croud  the  houfe  for  Satan's  benefit. 
Oh,  what  you  fnivel  i  well,  do  fb  no  more,         1 
Drop,  to  atone,  your  money  at  the  door,  > 

And,  if  I  pleafe-^— I'll  give  it  to  the  poor.       j 


1 
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WHAT  various  icvnlulions  in  our  art 
Since  Thcfpii  lirft  Told  ballads  in  a  cart ! 
By  natiira  Iram'd  the  willy  war  to  wage. 
And  lay  the  deep  foundations  of  the  Huge, 
From  his  own  foil  that  biird  hi>  piAures  drew  ;     1 
The  gaping  cruwd  the  mimic  featumknew,  > 

And  the  broad  jcfi  with  lire  defiric  flew,  J 

Succeeding  times,  more  polifh'd  and  refin'd, 
To  rigid  rules  the  comic  mufe  confin'd. 
Robb'd  of  the  nat'ial  freedom  of  her  fong. 
In  artful  meHfures  now  fhe  floats  along. 
No  fprightly  Tallies  route  the  flumb'ring  pit : 
Thalia,  grown  mere  architeA  in  wit, 
To  doors  and  ladders  has  confin'd  her  cares. 
Convenient  clorels,  and  a  fnug  back-flairs; 
'Twixt  her  and  Satire  has  dilTolv'd  the  league. 
And  jilted  Humour  to  enjoy  Intrigue. 
To  gain  the  fuff'rage  of  this  polifh'd  age. 
We  bring  to-night  a  flranger  on  the  ttngfi : 
His  fire,  De  Vega;  we  confefsthis  truth. 
Left  you  railUke  him  tor  a  Britifli  youth. 
Se%'ere  the  cenfure  on  my  feeble  pen, 
Kcgk-fling  maimers,  thai  Ihe  copies  men. 
Thus,  if  1  hum  or  hah,  or  name  report, 
Tis  Serjeant  Splilcaufe  from  the  Inns  of  Court  ■ 
If  at  the  age  ibat  ladies  ceafe  to  dance, 
To  romp  at  Itanelagb,  or  read  romance, 
1  draw  a  dowager  indin'd  to  man, 
Or  paint  her  rage  for  china  or  japan, 
The  true  original  is  (]uickly  known. 
And  Lady  Squab  proclaim'd  throughout  the  town : 
But  in  the  following  group  let  no  man  dare 
To  claim  a  limb,  nay,  not  a  lingle  hair; 
What  gallant  Briton  can  be  fiich  a  Tot 
To  own  the  child  a  ^niard  has  begot  I 
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Dnay  Lane,  Haynarht. 

Mat.  Men, 

Sirjftmes  £IUot...Mr.  DeCarap Mr.  Bartky 

Old  Wilding Mr.  Powell Mr.  Denmao 

Young  Wilding.. .  .Mt.  Dwyer. Mr.  Ellifton 

PapiUion Mr.  Wewitier Mr.  Chapmao 

IVomat.  ffomen. 

Mifs  Grantbam. .  .Mifs  Mellon Mrs,  Harlowa 

Mifs  Godfrey Mrs.  GunDiog Hn.  Gaudry 

Kitty Mir>  Tidrwell Hn.aeliad. 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE— Foaw^  Wilding's  Lodgings, 

young  Handing  and  PapHUon  di/coveredt 

Young  Wilding. 

XiND  am  I  now,Papil]ion,perfe£tIy  equipp'df 

Pap.  Perfonne  mieux.    Nobody  better. 

Y.  Wild.  My  figure  f 

Pap.  Fait  a  peindre. 

Y.  Wild.  My  air? 

Pap.  Libre. 

Y.  Wild.  Myaddrcfs? 

Pap.  Parifiene. 

Y.  Wild.  My  hat  fits  eafily  under  my  arm  i 
not  like  the  draggled  tail  of  my  tatter'd  acade- 
mical habit. 

Pap.  Ah,  bien  autre  chofe. 

Y.  Wild.  Why,  then,  adieu  Alma  Mater, 
and  bien  venue  la  ville  do  Londre;  Jewell 
to  the  fchools,  and  welcome  the  theatres ;  pre- 
fidents>  pro£tors,  fiiort  commons  with  long 
graces,  mull  now  give  place  to  plays,  bagnios, 
long  tavern  bills  with  no  graces  at  all. 

Pap.  Ah,  bravo  !  bravo  ! 

Y.  Wild.  Well,  but  my  dear  Papillion,  you 
muft  give  me  the  chart  du  pays.  This  town 
is  a  new  world  to  me :  my  provident  papa^ 
you  know,  would  never  fuffer  me  near  thQ 
tmoke  of  London  s  and  what  can  be  his  mo- 
tive 
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tive  for  permitting  me  now,  I  can't  readily 
conceive. 

Pap.  Ni  moi, 

Y.  IVild.  I  (hall,  however,  take  the  liberty 
to  conceal  my  arrival  from  him  for  a  few  days. 

Pap.  Vous  avez  raifon. 

Y.  Wild.  Well,  my  Mentor,  and  how  am  I 
to  manage  }  Dire£i  my  road  :  where  muft  1 
begin?  But  the  debate  is,  Ifuppofe,  ofcon- 
fequence  i 

Pap.  Vraiment. 

Y.  Wild.  How  long  have  you  left  Paris, 
Fapillion } 

Pap.  Twelve,  dirteenyear. 

Y.  Wild.  I  can't  compliment  you  upon  your 
progrefs  in  Englilh. 

Pap.  The  accent  is  difficult. 

Y.  Wild.  But  here  you  are  at  home. 

Pap.  C'eft  vrai. 

Y.  Wild.  No  ftranger  to  fafiiionable  places. 

Pap,  Au  fait ! 

Y,  Wild.  Acquainted  with  the  fafiiionable 
figures  of  both  fexes. 

Pap,  Sans  doute. 

Y,  Wild.  Well,  then,  open  your  Ie£ture: — 
and,  d'ye  hear,  Papillion,  aR  you  have  the  ho- 
nour to  be  promoted  from  the  mortifying  con- 
dition of  an  liumbie  valet  to  the  important 
charge  of  a  private  tutor,  let  us  difcard  all 
diflance  between  us.  See  me  ready  to  flake 
my  thirft  at  your  fountain  of  knowledge,  my 
Magnus  Apollo. 

Pap,  Here,  then,  1  difclofe  my  Helicon  to 
my  poetical  pupil. 

Y.Wild.  Hey.  Fapillion? 

Pap,  Sir? 

r.  Wild 
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T.  Wild.  What  is  this?  Why,  you  fpeak 
Bnglifh ! 

J'ap.  Without  doubt. 

r.  Wild.  But,  like  a  native  1 

Pap.  To  be  fure. 

Y.  Wild.  And  nbat  am  I  to  conclude  from 
all  this? 

Pap.  Logically  thus^  Sir :  whoever  fpeaks 
pure  English  is  an  EngliHiinan.  I  fpeak  pure 
£ngli[h ;  ergo,  I  am  an  Englifhman.  There's 
a  categorical  ryllogifm  for  you,  major,  minor, 
and  confequence.  What !  do  you  think.  Sir, 
that,  whilll  you  was  bufy  at  Oxford,  I  was 
idle  ?    No,  no,  no. 

Y.  Wild.  Well,  Sir,  but,  notwithflanding 
your  pleafantry,  I  muft  have  this  matter  ex- 
plain'd. 

Pap.  So  you  fhall,  my  good  Sir ;  but  don't 
be  in  fuch  a  hurry.  You  can't  fuppofe  I 
"Would  give  you  the  key,  unlefs  1  meant  yoa 
ibould  open  the  door. 

F.  Wild.  Why,  then,  prythee  unlock  it. 

Pap.  Immediately.  But,  by  way  of  enter- 
ing upon  my  port  as  preceptor,  fuffer  me  firft 
to  give  you  a  nint.  You  muft  not  expe£l.  Sir, 
1o  nnd  here,  as  at  Oxford,  men  appearing  in 
their  real  charafters:  every  body  there.  Sir, 
knows  that  Dr.  Mufly  is  a  fellow  of  Maudlin, 
and  Tom  Trifle  a  ftudent  of  Chrift-church ; 
but  this  town  is  one  great  comedy,  in  which 
not  only  the  principles,  but  frequently  the  per- 
fons,  are  feign'd. 

Y.  Wild.  A  ufeful  obfervation. 

Pap.  Why  now,  Sir,  at  the  firft  coffee-houf« 
I  fliall  enter  you,  you  will  perhaps  meet  a 
man,  from  whofe  decent  fable  drefs,  pla- 
cid 
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cid  countenance,  infinuattng  beliaTiour,  thott 
fwordf  with  the  waiter's  civil  addition  of  A 
diflt  of  coffee  for  Dr.  Julapy  you  would  fup-^ 
pofe  faim  to  be  a  phyfician. 

Y.  Wild.  Well? 

Pap,  Does  not  know  diafcordium  from  di- 
achylon. An  abfolute  French  fpy,  concealed 
under  the  flielter  of  a  huge  medicinal  perri- 
wig. 

K  Wild.  Indeed ! 

Pap.  A  martial  6gurej  too,  it  is  odds  but 
you  will  encounter,  from  whofe  fears,  title, 
drefs,  and  addrefs,  you  would  fuppofe  to  have 
had  a  (hare  in  every  a£tion  fince  the  peace  of 
the  Pyrenees  ;  runner  to  a  gaming  table,  and 
bully  to  a  bawdy  houfe.  Battles,  to  be  fure, 
he  has  been  in — with  the  watch ;  and  fi-e- 
quently  a  prifoner,  too,  in  the  round-houfe. 

Y.Wild.  Amazing! 

Pap.  In  fliort.  Sir,  you  will  meet  with  law- 
yers who  praftife  fmuggling,  and  merchants 
who  trade  upon  Hounflow-heathj  reverend 
atheifts,  right  honourable  Iharpers,  and  French-* 
men  from  the  county  of  York. 

Y.  Wild.  In  the  laft  Iril  I  prefume  you  roll. 

Pap.  Jufl  my  fitualion. 

Y.  Wi'd.  And  pray.  Sir,  what  may  be  your 
motive  for  this  whlmlical  transformation  ? 

Pap.  A  very  harmlefs  one,  I  promife  you^ 
I  would  only  avail  myfelf  at  the  expence  of 
folly  and  preiudJce. 

Y.  Wild.  As  how? 

Pap.  Why,  Sir But,  to  be  better  un- 

derftood,  1  believe  it  will  be  neceffary  to 
give  you  a  fliort  (ketch  of  the  principal  inci- 
dents ot  my  life. 

r.  Wild. 

I         C.oo^lc 


r.  H^tld.  Prythee  do. 

Pap.  Why  then,  you  are  to  know>  Sir,  that 
tnj  former  lituation  has  been  rather  above  my 
prefent  condition,  having  once  fuftained  the 
dignity  of  fub-preceptor  to  one  of  thofe  cheap 
rural  academies  with  which  oui  county  of 
York  is  fo  plentifully  ftock'd. 

Y.  mid.  But  to  the  point:  Why  thb  dif-^ 
guife  i  why  renounce  your  country  ? 

Pap.  There,  Sir,  you  make  a  little  miftake  ; 
it  was  my  country  that  renounced  me. 

Y.  Wild.  Explain. 

Pap.  In  an  inflant :  upon  quitting  tha 
fchool,  and  firft  coming  to  town,  I  got  re- 
commended to  the  compiler  of  the  Monthly 
Heview. 

Y.  Wild.  What,  an  author  too  ? 

Pdp.  Oh,  a  voluminous  one.  The  whole- 
region  of  the  belles  lettres  fell  under  my  in- 
Ipeflion;  phyfic,  divinity,  and  the  mathematics, 
my  miftrefs  managed  hcrfelf.  There,  Sir,  like 
another  Arillarch,  I  deah  out  fame  and  dam- 
nation at  pleafure.  In  obedience  to  the  ca^ 
price  and  commands  of  my  mailer,  I  have  cpn-> 
demn'd  books  I  never  read }  and  applauded 
the  fidelity  of  a  tranflation,  without  under- 
flandingone  fyllableof  the  original. 

Y.  Wild.  Ah  I  why,  I  thought  acutenefs  of 
difcernment  and  depth  of  knowledge  were 
neceflary  to  accomplidi  a  critic. 

Pap.  Yes,  Sir;  but  not  a  monthly  one. 
Our  method  was  very  concife.  We  copy  the 
title-page  of  a  new  book }  we  never  go  any 
further.  If  we  arc  ordered  to  praife  it,  wc 
have  at  hand  about  ten  words,  which,  fcat- 
ter'd  through  as.  many  periods,  cffe£tually  does 
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the  bufinefs }  as, "  laudable  defign,  happy  ar* 
**  rangemcDt,  fpirited  language,  nervous  fen* 
**  timent,  elevation  of  thought,  concluGve  at' 
"  gument."  if  we  are  to  decry,  then  we  have, 
*' unconnefted,  flat,  falfe,  illiberal,  ftriflure, 
'*  reprehenlihie,  unnatural."  And  thus.  Sir, 
we  pepper  the  author,  and  foon  rid  our  hands 
of  his  work. 

K.  IVild.  A  (hprt  recipe ! 

Pap  And  yet.  Sir,  you  have  all  the  materials 
that  arc  neceflary  ?  Thefe  are  the  arms  with 
which  we  engage  authors  of  every  kind.  To 
us  all  fubje£l<;  are  equal  j  plays  or  fermons, 
poetry  or  politics,  mufic  or  midwifery,  it  is 
the  fame  thing. 

F.  Wild.  How  came  you  to  relign  this  eafy 
employment  ? 

pap.  It  would  not  anfwer.  Notwithftand- 
ing  what  we  fay,  people  will  judge  for  thcm- 
felves:  our  work  hung  upon  hand,  and  all 
I  could  get  from  the  Publiffaer  was  four  fhlt- 
lings  a-week  and  my  fmall  beer.  Poor  pit- 
tance! 

r.  mid.  Poor,  indeed. 

Pap.  Oh,  half  ftarved  me. 

y.  Wild,  What  was  your  next  change  ? 

Pap.  I  was  mightily  puzzled  to  choofe, 
Some  would  have  me  turn  player,  and  others 
methodifl  preacher  ;  but  as  I  had  no  money  to 
build  me  a  tabernacle,  I  did  not  think  it 
could  anfwer  j  and  as  to  player,— —whatever 
might  happen  to  me,  1  was  determined 
not  to  bring  a  difgrace  upon  my  family;  and 
fo  I  refolved  to  turn  footman. 

r.  Wild.  Wifely  refolved. 

Pap,  Yes,  Sir,  but  not  fo  eafily  executed. 
¥.  Wild. 
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Y.  Wild.  No  I 

i'ap.  Oh  no.  Sir.  Manya  weary  ftep  have  I 
taken  after  a  place.  Here  I  was  too  old,  there 
I  was  too  young ;  here  the  laft  livery  was  too 
big,  there  it  was  too  little  \  here  I  was  aukward, 
there  I  was  knowing :  Madam  difiiked  me  at 
this  houfe,  her  ladyfliip's  woman  at  the  next : 
fo  that  I  was  a«  much  puzzled  to  find  out  a 
place,  as  the  great  Cynic  philofopher  to  dif- 
4:over  a  man.  In  {bort  I  was  quite  in  a  ftate 
of  defpair,  when  chance  threw  an  old  Iriend 
in  my  way  that  quite  retrieved  my  affairs. 

Y.  Wild.  Pray,  who  mi^ht  he  be  ? 

Pap.  A  little  bit  of  a  Swifs  genius,  who  had 
been  French  ufher  with  me  at  the  fame  fchool 
in  the  country.  1  open'd  my  melancholy  ftory 
to  him  over  threepenny-worth  of  beef-a-Ia- 
mode,  in  a  cellar  in  St.  Ann's.  My  little  fo- 
reign friend  purfed  up  his  lanthorn  jaws,  and, 
with  a  flirug  of  contempt, "  Ah,  maitre  Jean, 
vous  n'avez  pas  la  politique;  you  have  no 
finefle :  to  thrive  here,  you  muft  ftudy  the  folly 
of  your  own  country."  '*  How,  MonGeurf" 
"  Taifez  vous:  keep  a  your  tongue.  Au- 
trefois I  teach  you  fpeak  French,  now  I 
teach-a  you  to  forget  LngJifti.  Go  vid  mc  to 
my  lodgement,  I  vil  give  you  proper  drefs: 
den  go  prefent  yourfelr  to  de  fame  hotels,  de 
very  fame  houfe;  you  will  find  alt  dc  doors 
dat  was  Hint  in  youE  face  as  footman  Anglois, 
vil  fiy  open  demfclves  to  a  French  valet  de 
chambre."' 

Y.Wild.  Well,  Papillion? 

Pap.  Gad,  Sir,  £  thought  it  was  but  an  ho- 
neft  artifice,  fo  I  determined  to  follow  my 
friend's  advice. 

,    Y.WUxb^^k 


13  THE    LVAR. 

r.  Wild.  Did  it  fucceed?  _ 

Pap.  Better  than  expeftation.  My  tawny 
face,  long  quieu,  and  broken  Englilfa,  was  a 
palTe-partout.  BefideSj  when  I  am  out  of 
place,  thisdifguife  procures  me  many  refources. 

r.  mid.  As  how? 

Pap.  Why,  at  a  pinch,  Sir,  I  am  either  a 
teacher  of  tongues,  a  irifeur,  a  dentift,  or  a  dan- 
cing-mafter :  thefe,  Sir,  are  hereditary  profef- 
lions  to  Frenchmen.  But  now.  Sir,  to  the 
point :  As  you  were  pleafed  to  be  fo  candid 
\(;ith  me,  1  was  determined  to  have  no  referve 
with  you.  You  have  ftudied  books,  I  have 
ftudied  men ;  you  want  advice,  and  I  have 
fome  at  your  fervice. 

r.  Wild.  Well,  I'll  be  yourcuflomer. 

Pap.  But  guard  my  fecret.  If  I  fliould  be 
fo  unfortunate  as  to  lofe  your  place^  don't  fhuC 
me  out  from  every  other. 

Y.  Wild.  You  may  rely  upon  me. 

Pap.  In  a  few  years  I  (hall  be  in  a  condi* 
tion  to  retire  from  bufinefs ;  but  whether  I 
ihall  fettle  at  my  family-feat,  or  pafs  over  to 
the  continent,  is  as  yet  undetermined.  Per- 
haps,  in  gratitude  to  the  country,  I  may  pur- 
chafe  a  marquifate  near  Paris,  and  fpend  tho 
money  I  have  got  by  their  means  generoufi/ 
amongft  them. 

Y.  Wild.  A  grateful  intention.  But  let  us 
fally.     Where  do  we  open  ? 

Pap.  Let  us  fee — one  o'clock — it  is  a  fine' 
:  the  Mall  will  be  crowded. 
:  Wild.  Allons. 

Pap.  But  don't  ftare.  Sir;  furvey  ever/ 
thing  with  an  air  of  habit  and  indifference. 

Y.  Wild.  Never  fear. 

Pap, 
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pap.  But  I  would.  Sir,  crave  a  motnent'g 
«udience,upon  a  fubje£l  that  may  prove  very 
material  to  you. 

r.  mid.  Proceed. 

Pap.  You  will  pardon  my  prefumption  ; 
t)Ut  you  have,  my  good  mafter,  one  little  foi- 
ble that  1  could  wifli  you  to  corre£t. 

r.  mid.  What  is  it  ? 

pap.  And  yet  it  is  a  pity,  too  j  you  do  it  fi> 
very  well. 

Y.  mid.  Prythee  be  plain. 

Pap.  You  have,  Sir,  a  lively  imagination* 
with  a  moft  happy  turn  for  invention. 

r.  Wild.  Well. 

pap.  But  now  and  then  in  your  narrative! 
you  are  hurried,  by  a  flow  of  fpirits,  to  border 
upon  the  improbable  J  a  little  given  to  die 
marvellous. 

y.  fVild.  I  underftand  you:  what,  I  am 
fomewhat  fubje£t  to  lying? 

pap.  Oh,  pardon  me,  Sirj  I  don't  fay  that'; 
no,  no:  only  a  little  apt  to  embellifh ;  that's 
all.  To  be  fure  it  is  a  nne  gift ;  that  there  Is 
no  difputing  :  but  men  in  general  are  fo  ftupid, 
fo  rigoroully  attach'd  to  matter  of  fa£l — And 
yet  this  talent  of  yours  is  the  very  foul  and 
Iptrit  of  poetry ;  and  why  it  ihould  not  be  the 
fame  in  profe,  I  can't  for  my  life  determine. 

Y.  fVild.  You  would  advife  me,  then,  not 
to  be  quite  fo  poetical  in  my  profe  ? 

Pap.  Why,  Sir,  if  you  would  defcend  a. lit- 
tle to  the  grovelling  comprehenGon  of  the  mil- 
lion, I  think  it  would  be  as  well. 
Y.mid.  I'll  think  of  it. 
Pap.  BeGdes,  Sir,  in  this  town,  people  are 
more   fmoky  and  fufpicious.      Oxford,  you 
know,  is  the  feat  of  the  mufes;  and  a  man  is 
naturally 
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nataraDy  permitted  more  ornament  and  garni- 
ture to  his  coDvcrfalioD  than  they  will  allow  in 
this  latitude. 

Y.  Wild.  I  believe  tou  are  right.  But  we 
fliall  be  late.  D'ye  hear  me,  Papillion  :  if  at 
any  time  you  find  me  too  poetical,  give  roe  a 
faint;  }Our  advice  ftian't  be  thrown  awav. 

[Exit. 

Pap.  I  wilh  it  raayn't  j  but  the  difeafe  is 
too  rooted  to  be  quickly  removed.  Lord>  how 
I  have  fweat  for  him  !  yet  he  is  as  unembarralT- 
ed,  cafy,  and  fluent,  all  the  time,  as  if  he 
really  believed  what  be  faid.  Well,  to  be 
fure,  he  is  a  great  mailer :  it  is  a  thoul^nd  pi- 
ties  his  genius  could  not  be  converted  to  fome 
public  fervice.  I  think  the  government  Ihould 
employ  him  to  anfwer  the  Monlteur.  Til  be 
hang'd  if  he  is  not  too  many  for  Monfieur  Tal- 
leyrand, at  his  own  weapons.  [Exit, 

SCENE— 37/tf  Park. 

Enter  Mifs  Grantham,  Mifs  God/retf,  and 

Servant. 

M,  Gr.  John,  let  the  chariot  go  round  to 
Spring-gardens ;  for  your  miftreis  and  1  fliall 
call  at  Lady  Bab's,  Mifs  Arabella  AJInight's, 
the  Countefs  of  Crumple's,  and  the  tall  man's, 
this  morning.  My  dear  Mifs  Godfrey,  what 
trouble  I  have  had  to  get  you  out!  Why, 
child,  you  are  as  tedious  as  a  long  morning.— 
Do  you  know,  now,  that  of  all  places  of  pub- 
lic rendezvous  I  honour  the  Park? — forty 
thoufand  million  of  times  preferable  to  the 
play  houfe  !     Don't  you  thinlt  fo,  my  dear? 

AS.  God.  They  are  both  well  in  their  way. 

M.  Gr.  Way !  why,  the  purpofe  of  both  is 
the 
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the  fame ;  to  meet  company,  isn't  it  ?  Wha^ 
d'ye  think  I  go  there  for  the  plays,  or  come 
here  for  the  trees? — ha,  ha  l-^-well,  that  is  well 
enough.     But,  O  Gemini!  I  beg  a  million  of 

J>ardons ;  you  are  a  prude,  and  have  no  reliih 
or  the  little  innocent  liberties  nith  which  a 
fine  woman  may  indulge  herfelf  in  public. 

M.  God.  Liberties  in  public! 

M.  Gr.  Yes,  child  j  fuch  as  encoring  a  fong 
at  an  opera,  interrupting  a  play  in  a  crittcu 
fcene  of  diftrefs,  hallooing  to  a  pretty  fellow 
*crof8  the  Mall  as  loud  as  if  you  were  calling 
a  coach.  Why,  do  you  know,  now,  my  dear, 
that  by  a  lucky  ftroke  in  drefs,  and  a  few  high 
airs  or  my  own  making,  I  have  had  the  good 
fortune  to  be  gazed  at  and  followed  by  as 
great  a  crowd,  on  a  Sunday,  as  if  I  was  the 
Turkifli  ambaflador } 

M.  God.  The  good  fortune,  Ma'am !  Surely 
the  wilh  of  every  decent  woman  is  to  be  un- 
noticed in  public. 

M.  Gr,  Decent !  oh,  my  dear  queer  crea- 
ture, what  a  phrafe'have  you  found  out  for  a 
woman  of  fafhion!  Decency  is,  child,  a  mere 
bourgeois,  plebeian  quality,  and  fit  only  for 
thofe  who  pay  court  to  the  world,  and  not  for 
us  to  whom  the  world  pays  court.  Upon  my 
word,  you  muft  enlarge  your  ideas.  You  are 
a  fine  girl,  and  we  muu  not  have  you  lofl:  I'll 
undertake  you  myfelf.  But,  as  I  was  faying 
•—Pray,  my  dear,  what  was  I  faying  ? 

M.  God.  I  profefs  I  don't  recoiled. 

M.  Gr.  Hev ! Oh,  ah  !  the  Park.     One 

great  reafon  for  my  loving  the  Park  is,  that 
one  has  fo  many  opportunities  of  creating  con- 
nections. 

M.God^ 
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M.  God.  Ma'am ! 

Af.  Gr.  Nay,  don't  look  grave.  Why,  do 
Tou  know  that  all  my  male  &iendlbips  are 
fenn'd  in  this  place } 

M.God.  It  is  an  oddfpot:  but  you  muft 
pardon  me  if  I  doubt  the  poQibility. 

M.  Gr.  Oh,  I  will  convince  you  in  a  mo- 
ment; for  here  Teems  to  be  coming  a  good 
fmart  figure  that  I  don't  recolle£f.  I  will  throw 
out  a  lure. 

M.  God.  Nay,  for  Heaven's  fake ! 

M.  Gr.  I  am  determined,  child :  that  is-* 

M,  God.  You  will  excufe  my  withdrawing, 

M.  Gr.  Oh,  pleafe  yourfelf,  my  dear. 

[Exii  Mijs  Godfrey, 
Enter  Young  Wilding  xoifh  Papillion. 

Y.  Wild.    Your  Ladyfliip's  haudkerchieC 

JH-  Gr.  I  am.  Sir,  concern'd  at  the  trouble— 

Y.  Wild.  A  moft  happy  incident  for  me. 
Madam ;  as  chance  has  given  me  an  honour,^ 
{pone  lucky  minute,  that  the  mofl  diligent  at- 
tention has  not  been  able  to  procure  for  me  m 
the  whole  tedious  round  of  a  revolving  year. 

M.  Gr.  Is  this  meant  to  me.  Sir  ? 

Y.  Wild.  To  whom  elfe.  Madam  ?  Surely, 
you  mud  have  mark'd  my  refpeclful  affiduity, 
my  uninterrupted  attendance :  to  plays,  ope- 
ras, balls,  routs,  and  ridottos,  I  have  purfued 
you  like  your  {hadow;  I  have  befieged  your 
door  for  a  gtimpfe  of  your  exit  and  entrance, 
like  a  dillrefled  creditor,  who  has  no  arms 
againll  privilege  but  perfeverance, 

Pa/7.  So,  DOW  he  is  in  for  it  j  Hop  him  who 
can. 
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Y.  Wild.  In  Ihort,  Madam,  ever  fince  I 
quitted  America,  which  I  take  now  to  be 
about  a  year,  I  have  as  faithfully  guarded  the 
live-long  night  your  ladyfliip's  portal,  as  a 
centinel  the  powder  magazine  in  a  fortified 
city. 

Pap.  Quitted  America  1  well  pull'd. 

M.  Gt.  You  have  ferved  in  America,  then? 

Y.  Wild.  Full  four  years.  Ma'am;  and  dur- 
ing that  whole  time,  not  a  lingle  action  of 
confequence  but  Ihad  an  opportunity  to  fig- 
nalize  myfelf;  and  I  think  I  may,  without 
vanity,  afBrm,  I  did  not  mifs  the  occafion. — 
You  have  heard  of  Quebec,  I  prefume  ? 

Pap.  What  the  deuce  is  he  driving  at  now  ? 

Y.  Wild,  The  project  to  furprlfe  that  place 
was  thought  a  happy  expedient,  and  the  lirll 
mounting  the  breach  a  gallant  exploit.  There, 
indeed,  the  whole  army  did  me  juftice. 

M.  Gr.  I  have  heard  the  honour  of  that 
conqueft  attributed  to  another  name. 

Y.  IVild.  The  mere  taking  the  town. 
Ma'am.  But  that's  a  trifle ;  lieges,  now-a- 
days,  are  reduced  to  certainties.  It  is  amazing 
how  minutely  exaft  we,  who  know  the  bufi- 
nefs,  are  at  calculation.  For  inllance,  now, 
we  will  fuppofe  the  commander  in  chief,  ad- 
dreffing  himfelf  to  me,  was  to  fay,  "  Colonel, 
I  want  to  reduce  that  fortrefsj  what  will  be 
the  expence  ?" — "  Why,  pleafe  your  highnefs, 
the  reduction  of  that  fortrefs  will  cod  you  one 
thoufand  and  two  lives,  fixty-nine  legs,  ditto 
arms,  fourfcore  fra£lures,  with  about  twenty 
dozen  of  flelli  wounds." 

M.  Gr.  And  you  Ihould  be  near  the  mark  ? 

Y.  JVitd.    To  an  odd  joint.  Ma'am.     But, 
A  Madam,  , 
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Madam,  it  is  not  to  the  French  alone  thaf  mr 
feats  are  con6ned :  Cherokecs,  Catabaws,  with 
all  the  Aws  and  &ces  of  the  continent,  have 
felt  the  force  of  my  arms, 

Pap.  This  is  too  much.  Sir. 

Y.  Wild.  Hands  off !— Nor  am  I  lefs  adroit 
at  a  treaty,  Madam,  than  terriMe  in  battle.  To 
me  we  owe  the  friendfhip  of  the  Five  Nations  ; 
and  1  had  the  tirft  honour  of  fmoking  the  pipe 
of  peace  with  the  Little  Carpenter. 

JI.  Gr.  And  fo  young  ! 

y.  Wild.  This  gentleman,  though  a  French- 
man and  an  enemy,  I  had  the  fortune  to  deli- 
ver from  the  Mohawks,  whofe  prifoner  he  had 
been  for  nine  years.  He  gives  a  moft  enter- 
taining account  of  their  laws  and  cuHoins  :  he 
Ihall  prelent  you  with  the  wampum  belt  and 
a  fcalping- knife.  Will  you  permit  him,  Ma- 
dam, jufl  to  give  you  a  tafte  of  the  military- 
dance,  with  a  fbort  fpecimen  of  their  war- 
hoop  ? 

pHp.  For  Heaven's  fake  I 

M.  Or.  The  place  is  too  public, 

V.  Wild.  In  mort.  Madam,  after  having  ga- 
thered as  many  laurels  abroad  as  would  gar- 
niOi  :t  Gothic  cathedral  at  ChriAmas,  I  returned 
to  reap  the  harveft  of  the  welt-fought  field. 
Here  it  was  my  good  fortune  to  encounter 
you.  Then  was  the  vi6tor  vanquilhed :  what 
the  enemy  could  never  accomptifh,  your  eyes 
in  an  infiant  atchieved  ;  prouder  to  ferve  here 
than  command  in  chief  elfewhere ;  and  more 
glorious  in  wearing  your  chains,  than  in  tri> 
umphing  over  the  vi^nquifti'd  world. 

M.  Cr.   1  have  j;ot  here  a  moft  heroical 

lover.    But  I  fee  Sir  JiLmes  Elliot  coming,  and 

muft 
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rouft  difmifs  him. {A/de.] Well,  Sir.  I 

accept  the  tendre  of  your  paflion,  and  may 
find  a  time  to  renew  out  acquaintance;  at 
prefent  it  is  necelTary  we  Ihould  feparate. 

y.  fVild.  "  Slave  to  your  will,  1  live  but  to 
obey  you."  But,  may  1  be  indulged  with  the 
knowledge  of  your  relidence  ? 

M.  Gr.  Sir  ? 

V.  IFild.  Your  place  of  abode. 

M.  Gr.  Oh,  Sir,  you  can't  want  to  be  ac- 
quainted with  that;  you  have  a  whole  year 
Itood  centinel  at  my  ladyfhip's  portal. 

Y.  Wild.  Madam,  I— I— I . 

M.  Gr.  Oh,  Sir,  your  fervant.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 
What,  you  are  caught  ?  ha,  ha,  ha !  Well,  he 
has  a  moft  intrepid  affurance.  Adieu,  my 
Mars.    Ha,  ha,  ha !  [£.!■//. 

Pap.  That  la(l  was  an  unlucky  queftion,  Sir. 

Y.  IVild.  A  little  mal-a-propos,  I  muft  con- 
fefs. 

Pap.  A  man  fliould  have  a  good  memory 
who  deals  much  in  this  poetical  profc. 

Y.  IVild.  Poh  !  I'll  foon  re-e(tablifli  my  cre- 
dit. But  I  mult  know  who  this  girl  is.  Hark 
ye,  Papillion ;  could  not  you  contrive  to  pump 
out  of  her  footman — 1  fee  there  he  fiands — the 
name  of  his  miDrefs  ? 

Pap.  i  will  try.  {Exit. 

\JVilding  retires  to  the  back  of  the  Jiagv. 
Enter  Sir  James  Elliot  and  Servant. 

Sir  Ja.  Mufic  and  an  entertainment  ? 

Ser.  Yes,  Sir. 

Sir  Ja.  Laft  night,  upon  the  water  ! 

Ser.  Upon  the  water,  laft  night. 

Sir  Ja.  Who  gave  it  ? 

Ser.  That,  Sir,  I  can't  fay. 

To 
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To  them  Wilding. 

Y.  fTi/rf.  Sir  James  EIHot,  your  moft  devoted. 

Sir  Ja,  Ah,  my  dear  Wilding !  you  arc 
welcome  to  town. 

y.  Wild.  Vou  will  pardon  my  impatience ; 
I  interrupted  youi  you  feem'd  upon  an  inte- 
refting  fubjeft  ? 

Sir  Ja.  Oh,  an  affair  of  gallantry. 

r.  Wild.  Of  what  kind? 

Sir  Ja.  A  young  lady  regaled  laft  night  by 
her  lover  on  the  Thames. 

y.Wild.  As  how? 

Sir  Ja.  A  band  of  mufic  in  boats. 

Y.  Wild.  Were  they  good  performers  ? 

Sir  Ja.  The  heft.  Then  concluded  t6 
Marblehall,  where  flie  found  a  magnificent 
collation. 

Y.  Wild.  Well  order'd? 

Sir  Ja.  With  elegance.  After  fupper  a 
ball;  and,  to  conclude  the  night,  a  6rework. 

Y.  Wild.  Was  the  latt  well  defign'd  ? 

Sir  Ja    Suparb. 

Y.  Wild.  And  happily  executed? 

Sir  Ja.  Not  a  fingle  faux  pas. 

Y.  Wild.  And  you  don't  know  who  gave  It  ? 

Sir  Ja.  I  can't  even  guefs. 

y.  Wild.  Ha  ha,  hal 

Sir  Ja.  Why  do  you  laugh  ? 

y.  Wild.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I    It  was  me. 

SirJa.  You! 

P'ip.  Ynu.  Sir ! 

Y.iyUd.  Moi me. 

Paf).  Su,  fo,  fe  ;  he's  enter'd  again. 

Sir  Ja.  Why,  yuu  are  fortunate  to  find  a  mif- 
trefs  in  lo  fliort  a  fpace  of  time. 

r.  Wild. 
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T.  Wild.  Short !  why,  man,  I  have  been  in 
London  thefe  fix  weeks. 

Pap.  O  Lord,  O  Lord ! 

F.  Wild.  It  is  true,  not  caring  to  encounter 
my  father,  I  have  rarely  ventured  out  but  at 
nights. 

Pap.  I  can  hold  no  longer.    Dear  Sir^-^ 

y.  Wild.  Peace,  puppy. 

Pap.  A  curb  to  your  poetical  vein. 

Y.  Wild.  I  (ball  curb  your  impertinence-— 
But  fince  the  ftory  is  got  abroad,  I  wilt,  my 
dear  friend,  treat  you  with  all  the  particulars. 

Sir  Ja.   I  Ihall  hear  it  with  pleafure 

This  is  a  lucky  adventure :  but  he  mufl  not 
know  he  is  my  rival.  [Jfide. 

Y.  JVild.  Why,  Sir,  between  fix  and  fevcn 
my  goddefs  embarked  at  Somerfet-ftairs,  ia 
one  of  the  companies  barges,  gilt  and  bung 
with  damafic,  exprefsly  for  the  occafion. 

Pap.  Mercy  onus! 

Y,  Wild.  At  the  cabin-door  flie  was  ac- 
cofted  by  a  beautiful  boy,  who,  in  the  garb  of 
a  Cupid,  paid  her  fome  compliments  in  verfe 
of  my  own  compofing.  The  conceits  were 
pretty;  allufions  to  Venus  and  the  fea— the 
lady  and  the  Thames — no  great  matter ;  but, 
however,  well  timed,  and,  what  was  better, 
well  taken. 

Sir  Ja.  Doubtlefs. 

Pap.  At  what  a  rate  he  runs ! 

Y.  Wild.  As  foon  as  we  had  gained  the 
centre  of  the  river,  two  boats,  full  ot  trumoets, 
French-horns,  and  other  martial  mufic,  ftruck 
up  their  fprightly  drains  from  the  Surry  fide, 
which  were  echoed  by  a  fuitable  number  of 
lutes,  flutes,  and  hautboys,  from  the  oppofite 
fliore. 
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Ihorc.  In  this  ftatc,  the  oars  keeping  time* 
wemajefticaliy  faJl'd  along,  till  the  arches  of 
the  New  Bridge  gave  a  paufe,  and  an  oppor- 
tunity for  an  elegant  deffert  in  Drefden  Chi|ia, 
by  Robinfon.  Here  the  repaft  clofed  with 
a  few  favourite  airs  from  Eliza,  Tenducci,  and 
the  Mattel. 

Pup.  Mercy  on  us! 

Y.  jyUd.  Oppofits  Lambeth  I  had  prc- 
pareda  naval  engagement, in  whichBofcawen's 
viftory  over  the  French  was  repeated:  the 
aftion  was  condufted  by  one  of  the  com- 
manders on  that  expedition,  and  not  a  fingle 
incident  omitted. 

Sir  Ja.  Surely  you  exaggerate  a  Uttle. 

Pap.  Yes,  yes,  this  battle  will  fink  him. 

Y.  JVitd.  True  to  the  letter,  upon  my 
honour.  I  flian't  trouble  you  with  a  repeti- 
tion of  our  collation,  ball,  feu  d'artifice,  with 
the  thoufand  little  incidental  amufements  that 
chance  or  dcfign  produced :  it  is  enough  to 
know,  that  all  that  could  Ratter  the  fenfes,  lire 
the  imagination,  or  gratify  the  expe£lation,  waa 
there  produced  in  a  lavifh  abundance. 

Sir  Ja.  The  facrifice  was,  I  prefume,  grate- 
ful to  your  deity. 

Y.  IVild.  Upon  that  fubjeft  you  muft  par- 
don my  filence. 

Pap.  Modeft  creature ! 

Sir  Ja.  I  wifti  you  joy  of  your  fuccefs— For 
the  prefent  you  will  excufe  me. 

Y.  IVild.  Nay,  but  ftay  and  hear  the  con- 
clufion. 

^jV  Ja.  For  that  I  (ball  feize  another  occa- 
fion.  [Exit. 

Pap.  Nobly  perform'd.  Sir. 

K.  Wild. 
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y.  IVitd.  Yes,  I  think  happily  hit  off. 

Pap.  May  I  take  the  liberty  to  offer  one 
quell  ion } 

Y.  Wild.  Freely. 

Pap.  Pray,  Sir,  are  you  often  vifited  with 
tbefe  waking  dreams? 

¥.  Wild.  Dreatus!  what  doH  mean  by 
dresms? 

Pap.  Thofe  ornamental  reveries,  thofe  fro- 
lics of  fancy,  which,  in  the  judgment  oi  the 
vulgar,  would  be  deem'd  abJbiute  fiams. 

y.  Wild.  Why,  Papi'lion,  yoa  have  but  a 
poor,  narrow,  circumfcribed  genius. 

Pap.  1  miift  own.  Sir,  1  have  not  fuhlimity 
fufiicient  to  reli(h  the  full  fire  of  your  Pindaric 
mufe. 

r.  Wild.  No  J  a  plebeian  foul!  But  I  will 
animate  thy  clay:  mark  my  example,  follow 
my  Heps,  and  in  time  thou  may'll  rival  thy 
mailer. 

Pap.  Never,  never.  Sir ;  I  have  not  talents 
to  fight  battles  without  blows,  and  give  feafts 
that  don't  coft  me  a  larthinj; — Befides,  Sir,  to 
what  purpofe  are  all  thefe  embellirnments? 
Why  tell  the  lady  you  have  been  in  London  a 
year? 

Y.  Wild.  The  better  to  plead  the  length, 
and  confequently  the  ftrength,  of  my  paflion. 

Pap.  But  why.  Sir,  a  foldier? 

y.  Wild.  How  little  thou  kiiow'fl:  of  the; 
fex  !  What,  1  Ikippofe  thou  woald'ft  have  me 
attack  them  in  mood  and  figure,  by  a  pedantic 
claflical  quotation,  or  a  po^^ipous  parade  of 
jargon  from  the  fchools.  What,  do'ft  think 
that  women  are  to  be  got  like  degrees? 

Pap.  Nav,  Sir 

r.  Wild. 
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Y.  Wild,  No,  no  j  the  fijavolr  vivre  is  the 
fcience  for  them ;  the  man  of  war  is  their  man: 
they  muft  be  taken,  like  towns,  by  lines  of 
approach,  couoter-fcarps,  angles,  trenches, 
coehorns,  and  covert-ways ;  then  enter  fword- 
in-hand,  pell-mfli!  Oh,  how  they  rndt  at 
the  Gothic  names  of  General  Swapinback, 
Count  Roufomoufky,  Prince  Montecuculi,  and 
Marlhal  Fuftenburg  !  Men  may  fay  what  they 
will  of  their  Ovid,  their  Petrarch,  and  their 
Waller;  but  I'll  undertake  to  do  more  bufi- 
nefs  by  the  (ingle  aid  of  the  London  Gazette, 
than  by  all  the  fighing,  dying,  crying  crotchets, 
that  the  whole  race  of  rhymers  have  ever  pro- 
duced. 

l*ap.  Very  well.  Sir  j  this  is  all  very  lively : 
but  remember  the  travelling  pitcher.  If  you 
don't  one  time  or  other,  under  favour,  lie 
yourfelf  into  fome  confounded  fcrape,  I  will 
be  content  to  be  hanged. 

r.  Wild.  Do  you  think  fo,  Papillion  ?— And 
whenever  that  happens,  if  I  don't  lie  myfelf 
out  of  it  again,  why  then  I  will  be  content  to 
be  crucified.  And  fo,  along  after  the  lady— 
[Stops  Jiiorl,  going  out.}  Zounds,  here  comes 
my  father !  I  muft  fly.  Watch  him,  Papil- 
lion, and  bring  me  word  to  Cardigan. 

[Exeunt  Jeparately. 
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SCENE— ij  Room  in  a  Taoern. 

YoungWilding  and  Papillion  rijingfrom  table. 

Young  Wilding. 

OaD,  I  had  like  to  have  run  into  the  old 
gentleman's  mouth. 

Pap.  It  is  pretty  near  the  fame  thing,  for  I 
faw  him  join  Sir  James  Elliot :  fo  your  arrival 
is  no  longer  a  fecret. 

Y.  mid.  Why  then  I  muft  lofe  my  plea- 
fure,  and  you  your  preferment:  I  muft  fubmit 
to  the  dull  decency  of  a  fober  family,  and  you 
to  the  cuftomary  duties  of  brufhing  and  pow- 
dering. But  1  was  fo  flutter'd  at  meeting  my 
father,  that  I  forgot  the  fair :  piythee,  wno  is 
Ihe? 

Pap.  There  were  two, 

F.  mid.  That  I  faw. 

Pap.  From  her  footman  I  learnt  her  name 
was  Godfrey. 

Y.Wild.  And  her  fortune? 

Pap.  Immenfe. 

r.  Wild.  Single.  I  hope  ? 

Pap.  Certainly. 

Y.  Wild,  Then  will  I  have  her. 

Pap.  What!  whether  (he  will  or  no? 

Y.  Wild.  Yes. 

Pap.  How  will  you  manage  that  ? 

Y.  Wild.  By  making  it  impoffible  for  her 
to  marry  any  one  elfe. 

Pap.  I  don't  underftand  you.  Sir. 

r.  Wild. 
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V.  Wild.  Oh  !  1  ftiall  only  have  recourfe  to 
that  talent  you  fo  mightily  admire.  You  will 
fee>  by  the  calculation  of  a  few  anecdotes, 
how  foon  I  wilt  get  rid  of  my  rivals. 

Pap.  At  the  expence  of  the  lady's  reputa- 
tion, perhaps. 

y,  IViltl.  That  will  be  as  it  happens. 

Pai>,  And  have  you  no  qualms,  Sir? 

Y.  Wild.  Why,  where's  the  injury  ? 

Pap.  No  iijjury  to  ruin  her  fame  ! 

Y.  IViUL  I  will  reftore  it  to  her  again. 

Pap.  How? 

Y.  Wild,  Turn  tinker,  and  mend  it  my  el, 

PaiK  Which  way  ? 

Y,  Wild.  The  old  way;  folder  it  by  mar- 
riage :  that,  you  know,  is  the  modern  falve  for 
every  fore. 

ERter  Waiter. 

Waiter.  An  elderly  gentleman  to  enquire 
for  Mr.  Wilding. 

Y.  Wild.  For  me !  what  fort  of  a  being  is  it  ? 

JVait.  Being, Sir! 

Y.  Wild.  Ay;  how  is  he  drefs'd  ? 

iVait.  In  a  tye-wig  and  fnufT-colour'd  coat. 

Pap.  Zooks,  Sir,  it  is  your  father. 

Y.  fVild.  Show  him  up.  {Exit  Waiter, 

Pap.  And  what  muft  I  do? 

Y.  Wild.  Recover  your  broken  En^Hfli,  but 
prefcrve  your  rank  i  1  have  a  reafon  for  it. 
Enter  Old  Wilding. 

O.  Wild.  Your  fervant,  Sir:  you  are  wel- 
come to  town. 

Y.  ft'ild.  You  have  juft  prevented  me.  Sin 
1  was  preparing  to  pay  my  duty  to  you. 

O,  JVild. 
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O.  Wild.  If  you  thought  it  a  duty,  you 
ihould,  I  think,  have  fooner  difcharged  it 

r.  frud.  Sir! 

(K  IFild.  Was  it  quite  fo  decent.  Jack,  to 
be  iix  weeks  in  town,  and  conceal  yourfelf 
only  from  mc? 

J",  fVild.  Six  weeks !  I  have  fcarce  been 
fix  hours. 

O.  Wild,  Come,  come;  I  am  better  in- 
formed. 

Y.  fVild.  Indeed,  Sir,  you  are  impoa'd  up- 
on. This  gentleman  [whom  Hrft  give  me 
leave  to  have  the  honour  of  introducing  to 
you),  this,  Sir,  is  the  Marquis  de  Chatteaa 
Brilliant,  of  an  ancient  houfe  in  Brittany ;  who, 
travelling  through  England,  chofe  to  make 
Oxford  Tor  fome  time  the  place  of  his  refid- 
ence,  where  I  had  the  happinefs  of  bis  ac- 
quaintance. 

O.  irnd.  Does  he  fpeak  Englilh  ? 

T.  Wild.  Not  fluently,  but  underltands  it 
perfcQly. 

Pap.  Pray,  Sir 

O.  ffild.  Any  fervices,  Sir,  that  I  can  ren- 
der you  here,  you  may  readily  command. 

Pap.  Beaucoup  d'honneur. 

Y.  Wild.  This  gentleman,  I  fay,  Sir,  whofc 
quality  and  country  are  fufficient  fecurities  for 
his  veracity,  will  affure  you,  that  yeft^day  we 
left  Oxford  together. 

O.  Wild.  Indeed ! 

Pap.  C'«ft  vrai. 

O.  fVild.  This  is  amazing.  I  was  at  the 
fame  time  inform'd  of  another  circumdance 
toOj  that,  I  confefs,  made  me  a  little  uneafy. 
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as  it  interfered  with  a  favourite  fcheme  of  my 
own. 

V.  Wild.  What  could  that  be,  pray.  Sir? 

O.  Wild.  That  you  had  conceived  a  violent 
affe£tion  for  a  fair  lady. 

r.  Wild.  Sir ! 

0.  Wild.  And  had  given  her  very  gallant 
and  very  expenfive  proofs  of  your  paflion. 

Y.  Wild.  Me,  Sir! 

O.  Wild.  Particularly  laft  night  j  mufic, 
collations,  balls,  and  fireworks. 

Y.  Wild.  Monfieur  le  Marquis !— And  pray. 
Sir,  who  could  tell  you  all  this? 

O.  Wild.  An  old  friend  of  yours. 

Y.  Wild.  His  name,  if  you  pleafe  ? 

O.  Wild.  Sir  /ames  Elliot. 

Y.  IVild.  Yes  i  I  thought  he  was  the  man. 

O.  Wild.  Your  reafon. 

r.  Wild.  Why,  Sir,  though  Sir  James  Elliot 
has  a  great  many  good  qualities,  and  is  upon 
the  whole  a  valuable  man,  yet  he  has  one  fault 
which  has  long  determined  me  to  drop  his  ac- 
quaintance. 

O.  Wild.  What  may  that  be  ? 

Y.  Wild.  Why  you  can't,  Sir,  be  a  ftrangef 
to  his  prodigious  fkill  in  the  traveller's  talent  ? 

O.  Wild.  How ! 

Y.  JVild.  Oil,  notorious  to  a  proverb.  His 
friends,  who  are  tender  of  his  fame,  glofs  over 
his  foible,  by  calling  him  an  agreeable  novel- 
ift;  and  fo  he  is  with  a  vengeance.  Why,  he 
will  tell  ye  more  lies  in  an  hour,'than  all  the 
circulating  libraries  put  together  will  publifli 
in  a  year. 

O.  Wild.  Indeed  ! 

Y.  JVild.  Oh,  he  is  the  modern  Mandeville 
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at  Oxford :  he  was  always  diftinguilhed  by 
the  facrlious  appellation  of  the  Bouncer. 

O.  WUd.  Amazing ! 

Y.  Wild.  Lord,  Sir,  he  is  fo  well  underftood 
in  his  own  country,  that,  at  the  laft  Hereford 
a{!ize,  a  caufe,  as  clear  as  the  fun,  was  abfo* 
lutely  thrown  away  by  his  being  merely  men- 
tioned as  a  witnefs. 

O.  Wild.  Aftrange  turn! 

K.  WUd,  Unaccountable.  But  there,  1 
think,  they  went  a  little  too  far^  for  if  it  had 
come  to  an  oath,  I  don't  think  he  would  have 
bounced  neither ;  but  in  common  occurrences, 
there  is  no  repeating  after  him.  Indeed,  my 
great  reafon  for  dropping  him  was,  that  my 
credit  began  to  be  a  little  fufpefled  too. 

Pap.  Poor  gentleman! 

O.  Wild.  Why,  I  never  heard  this  of  him. 

Y.  Wild.  That  may  be ;  but  can  there  he 
3  ftronger  proof  of  his  practice  than  the  fiam 
he  has  been  telling  you  of  iireworks,  and  the 
Lord-knows-what  ?  And  I  dare  fwear.  Sir, 
he  was  very  fluent  and  florid  in  bis  defcrip- 
tion. 

O.  Wild.  Extremely. 

Y.  Wild.  Yes,  that  isjufthisway;  and  not 
a  fyllable  of  truth  from  the  beginning  to  the 
ending.  Marquis ! 

Pap.  Oh,  dat  ii  all  a  fl£lion,  upon  mine 
honour. 

Y.  Wild.  You  fee,  Sir,  Sir 

O.  Wild.  Clearly.  I  really  can't  help  pity- 
ing the  poor  man.  I  have  heard  of  people, 
who,  by  long  habit,  become  a  kind  ofconfli- 
tutional  lyars. 

Y.  Wild, 
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F.  Wild,  Your  obfervation  is  juftj  that  is 
exatlly  his  cafe. 

Pap.  I'm  fure  it  is  yours.  [JjSde. 

O.  mid.  Well,  Sir,  I  fuppofe  we  ftiall  fee 
you  this  evening. 

K.  Wild.  The  Marquis  has  an  appointment 
with  fome  of  his  countrymen,  which  I  have 
promifed  to  attend :  befides,  Sir,  as  he  is  an 
entire  ftranger  in  town,  he  may  want  ray  little 
ferviccs. 

O.  Wild.  Where  can  I  fee  you  in  about  an 
hour?  1  have  a  ffaart  vilit  to  make,  in  which 
you  are  deeply  concern'd. 

F.  Wild.  1  {hall  attend  your  commands ;  but 
where  ? 

O.  Wild.  Why,  here.  Marquis,  I  am  your 
obedient  fervant. 

Pap.  Voire  ferviteur  tres  humble. 

[Exii  Old  Wilding. 

r.  Wild.  So,  Papillion,  that  difficulty  ia  dif- 
patch'd.  1  think  1  am  even  with  Sir  James  for 
his  tattling. 

Pap.  Moft  ingenioudy  managed  : — but  are 
not  you  afraid  of  the  confequence  ? 

Y.  Wild.  I  don't  comprehend  you. 

Pap.  A  future  explanation  between  the 
parties. 

Y.  Wild.  That  may  embarrafs :  but  the  day 
is  diftant.     I  warrant  I  will  bring  myfelf  off*. 

Pap.  It  is  in  vain  for  me  to  advife. 

Y.  Wild.  Why,  to  fay  truth,  I  do  begin  to 
find  my  fyftem  attended  with  danger.  Give 
me  your  hand,  Papillion — I  will  reform. 

Pap.  Ah,  Sir ! 

Y.  Wild,  I  pofitively  will.  Why,  this  prac- 
tice may  in  time  dellroy  my  credit. 

Pap. 
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Pap.  That  is  pretty  well  done  already. [^^tir.] 
*— Ay,  think  of  that,  Sir. 

Y.  Wild.  Well,  if  I  don't  turn  out  the  meer- 
eft  dull  inatter-of-fa£l  fellow — But,  Papillionj 
I  mufl  fcribble  a  billet  to  my  new  flame.  I 
think  her  name  is 

Pap.  Godfrey ;  her  father,  an  India  go- 
vernor fhut  up  in  the  ftrong  room  at  Calcutta, 
left  her  all  his  wealth :  ihe  lives  near  Mifs 
Grantham,  by  Grofvenor  fquare. 

Y.  Wild.  A  governor !— Oh  ho !— Buftiela 
of  rupees  and  pecks  of  pagodas,  1  reckon. 
Well,  Ilong  to  be  rummaging.     But  the  old 

fentleman  will  foon  return :  1  will  haflen  to 
nifh  my  letter.  But,  Paplllion,  what  could 
my  father  mean  hy  a  vifit  io  which  I  am  deep- 
ly concem'd  ? 

Pap.  I  can't  guefs. 

Y.  Wild.  I  fliall  know  prefently.  To  Mifs 
Godfrey,  formerly  of  Calcutta,  now  refiding 
in  Grofvenor-fquare.  Papillion,  I  won't  teli 
her  a  word  of  a  lie. 
Pap.  You  won't,  Sir? 
Y.  Wild.  Noj  it  would  be  ungenerous  to 
deceive  a  lady.  No  j  I  will  be  open,  candid, 
and  fincere. 

Pap.  And  if  you  are,  it  will  be  the  firft 
time.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE— ^rt  Apartment  in  Mi/s  Grantham's 
Houfe. 
Enter  Mifs  Grantham  and  Mifs  Godfrey. 
M.  God.  And  you  really  like  this  gallant 
fparkf 

M.  Gr.  Prodigioufly  !  Oh,  I'm  quite  in  love 

with  his  aflfurancel    1  wonder  who  he  is :  he 

can't 
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can*t  have  been  long  in  town.  A  young  fel- 
low of  his  eafy  impudence  mud  have  foon 
made  his  way  into  the  beil  of  company. 

M.  God,  By  way  of  amufement  he  may 
prove  no  difagreeable  acquaintance;  but  you 
can't  furely  have  any  ferious  defigns  upon 
faim? 

M.  Gr.  Indeed  but  I  have. 

M.  God.  And  poor  Sir  James  Elliot  is  to  be 
difcarded  at  once  ? 

M.Gr.  Oh,  no! 

M.  God.  What  is  your  intention  in  regard 
to  him  ? 

M.  Gr,  Hey? — I  can't  tell  you.  Perhaps, 
if  I  don't  like  this  new  man  better,  I  may  inar> 
ly  him. 

M.God.  Thou  art  a  ftrange  giddy  girl. 

M.  Gr.  Quite  the  reverfe  !  a  perfe«  pattern 
of  prudence ;  why,  would  you  have  me  lefs 
careful  of  njy  perfon  than  my  purfe  ? 

M.God.  My  dear? 

M.  Gr.  Why,  I  fay,  child,  my  fortune  be- 
ing in  money,  I  have  fome  in  India-bonds, 
fome  in  the  bank,  fome  on  this  loan,  fome  on 
the  other  I  fo  that  if  one  fund  fails,  I  have 
a  fure  refource  in  the  reft. 

M.  God.  Very  true. 

M.  Gr.  Well,  my  dear,  juft  fo  I  manage  my 
love  affairs:  if  I  fliould  not  like  this  man— u 
he  fliould  not  like  me — if  we  ftiould  quarrel— 
if,  if — or  in  ftiort,  if  any  of  the  ife  fliould  hap- 
pen which  you  know  break  engagements  eve- 
ry day,  why,  by  this  means  I  ftiall  be  never  at 
a  lofs. 

M.God.  Quite  provident.    Well,  and  pray 
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on  how  many  different  fecurities  have  you  at 
prefent  plac*d  out  your  love  ? 

M.  Gr.  Three :  the  fober  Sir  James  Elliot ; 
the  new  America-roan  i  and  this  moroing  I 
expe£t  a  format  propofal  from  an  old  friend  of 
my  father. 

M.God.  Mr.  Wilding? 

M.  Gr.  Yes ;  but  I  don't  reckon  much 
upon  him :  for  you  know,  my  dear,  what  can 
X  do  with  an  aukward,  raw>  college  cub  1 
Though  upon  fecond  thoughts,  that  mayn't  be 
too  bad  neither ;  for  as  I  mull  have  the  fa- 
fhioning  of  him,  he  may  be  eafily  moulded  to 
one's  mmd. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Mr.  Wilding,  Madam. 

M.  Gr.  Show  him  in.  [Exit  Servant.']-^ 
You  need  not  go,  ray  dear;  we  have  no  par* 
ticular  bufinefs. 

M.  God.  I  wonder,  now,  what  the  calls 
particular  bulinefs. 

Enter  Old  Wilding. 

O.  Wild.  Ladies,  your  fervant.  I  wait  up- 
on you.  Madam,  with  a  requeft  fi-om  my  fon, 
that  he  may  be  permitted  the  honour  of  kiffing 
^our  hand. 

M.  Gr.  Your  fon  is  in  town  then  ? 

O.  Wild.  He  came  laft  night,  Ma*am ;  and 
though  but  juft  from  the  univeriity,  t  think  I 
may  venture  to  afiirm  with  as  little  the  air  of 
a  pedant  as— — 

M.  Gr.  I  don't,  Mr.  Wilding,  queftion  the 

accomplifhments  of  your  fon;  and  (hall  own 

too,  that  his  being  defcended  from  the  old 

friend 
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friend  of  m^  father  is  to  me  the  firongeft  re- 
commendation. 

O.  Wild.  You  honour  tne.  Madam. 

M.  Gr.  But«  Sir,  I  have  fomething  to  fay— 

O.  Wild.  Pray,  Madam,  fpeak  out  j  it  is 
impoflib]e  to  be  too  explicit  on  thefe  import- 
ant occafions. 

M.  Gr.  Why  then.  Sir,  to  a  man  of  your 
tvifdom  and  experience,  I  need  not  obferve, 
that  the  lofs  of  a  parent  to  counfel  anddireft 
at  this  folemn  crifis,  has  made  a  greater  degree 
of  perfonal  prudence  neceflary  in  me. 

O.  Wild.  Perfeaiy  right.  Ma'am. 

M.  Gr.  We  live.  Sir,  in  a  very  cenforious 
world ;  a  young  woman  can't  be  too  much  on 
her  guard  ;  nor  fliould  I  choofe  to  admit  any 
man  m  the  quality  of  a  lover,  it  there  was  not 
at  leafl  a  ftrong  probability— — - 

O.  Wild.  Of  a  more  intimate  conne£tion. 
I  hope.  Madam,  you  have  heard  nothing  to 
the  difadvantage  of  my  fon. 

M.  Gr.  Not  a  fyllable :  but  you  know.  Sir, 
there  are  fuch  things  in  nature  as  Unaccount- 
able antipathies,  averfions,  that  wc  take  at  firil 
iight.  1  (hould  be  glad  there  could  be  no  dan- 
ger of  that. 

O.  Wild.  I  underftand  you.  Madam :  you 
ihall  have  all  the  fatisfa£lion  imaginable :  Jack 
is  to  meet  me  immediately ;  ]  will  condu£t 
him  under  your  window  i  and  if  his  figure  has 
the  misfortune  to  difpleafe,  I  will  take  care 
his  addretfes  /hall  never  offend  you.  Your 
moft  obedient  fervant.  [Exit. 

M.  Gr.  Now,  there  is  a  polite,  fenlible, 
old  father  for  you. 

M.  God:  Yes }  and  a  very  difcreet,  prudent 
daughter 
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daughter  he  is  likely  to  have*    Oh,  you  are  a 
great  hypocrite,  Kitty. 

Enter  a  Servants 

Ser.  A  letter  fbr  you,  Madam.  \To  Mi/a 
Go4fre^-']  iSiir  James  Elliot  to  wait  on  your 
ladyihip.  \To  Mifs  Grantham.'] 

M.  Gr,  Lord,  I  hope  he  won't  ftay  long 
here.  He  comes,  and  feems  entirely  wrapt 
up  in  the  difmals:  what  can  be  the  mattef 
now? 

Enter  Sir  James  Elliot* 

Sir  Ja.  In  paffing  by  your  door,  I  took  the 
liberty.  Ma'am,  of  enquiring  after  your  health. 

M.  Gr.  Very  obliging.  I  hope.  Sir,  you 
received  a  favourable  account. 

Sir  Ja.  I  did  not  know  but  you  might  have 
caught  cold  lafl  night. 

M.  Gr.  Cold !  why.  Sir,  I  hope  I  didn't 
fleep  with  my  bed-chamber  window  open. 

Sir  Ja,  ^^'am  1 

M.Gr.  Sir! 

SirJa.  No,  Ma'am  1  but  it  was  rather  ha- 
zardous to  ftay  fo  late  upon  the  water. 

JW.  Gr.  Upon  the  water  1 

^jV  Ja.  Not  but  the  variety  of  aroufemcnts, 
it  muft  be  owned,  were  a  fufficient  temptation. 

M.  Gr.  What  can  he  be  driving  at  now? 

Sir  Ja.  And  pray,  Madam,  what  think  you 
of  young  Wildmg  ?  Is  not  he  a  gay,  agree- 
able, fprightly — 

M.  Gr.  I  never  give  my  opinion  of  people 
I  don't  know. 

SirJa.  You  don't  know  him  ! 

M.  Gr.  No. 

Sir  Ja' 
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Sir  Ja,  And  his  father  I  did  not  meet  at 
your  door ! 

M.  Gr.  Moft  likely  you  did. 

Sir  3a.  I  am  glad  you  own  that,  however. 
But  for  the  fon,  you  never— ^ 

M.  Gr.  Set  eyes  upon  him. 

SirJa.  Really! 

M.  Gr.  Really. 

Sir  Ja.  Finely  fupported !  Now,  Madam» 
do  you  know  that  one  of  us  is  juft  going  to 
make  a  very  ridiculous  figure  ? 

M.  Gr.  Sir,  I  never  had  the  leaft  doubt  of 
your  talents  for  excelling  in  that  way. 

Sir  Ja.  Ma'am,  you  do  me  honour :  but  it 
does  not  happen  to  lall  to  my  lot  upon  this 
occalion,  however. 

M.  Gr.  And  that  is  a  wonder ! — 'What,  then 
I  am  to  be  the  fool  of  the  comedy,  I  fuppofe  ? 

SirJa.  Admirably  rallied !  But  I  (ball  dafh 
the  Ipirit  of  that  triumphant  laugh. 

M.  Gr.  I  dare  the  attack.     Come  on.  Sir. 

^iV  Ja.  Know  then,  and  btufh,  if  you  are 
not  aH  loft  to  fhame  as  dead  to  decency,  that 
1  am  no  ftranger  to  lall  night's  tranfa£tions. 

M.Gr.  Indeed! 

SirJa.  From  your  firft  entering  the  barge 
at  Somerfet-houfe,  to  your  lall  landing  at 
Whitehall. 

M.  Gr.  Surprifing ! 

Sir  Ja.  Cupids,  collations,  feafls,  firework^ 
all  have  reach'd  me. 

M.     r.  Why,  you  deal  in  magic. 

SirJa.  My  intelligence  is  as  natural  as  it  is 
infallible. 

M.  Or.  May  I  be  indulged  with  the  name 
•fyour  informer? 

Sir  Ja. 
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Sir  Ja.  Freely,  Madam.  Only  the  very  in- 
dividual fpark  to  whofe  folly  you  were  indebt- 
ed for  this  gallant  profuGon. 

M.  Gr.  But  his  name  ? 

SirJa.  Young  Wilding. 

M.  Gr.  You  had  this  ftory  from  him  ? 

Sir  Ja.  I  had. 

M.  Gr.  From  Wilding ! — ^That  is  amazing. 

Sir  Ja.  Oh  ho !  what,  you  are  confounded 
ftt  laft}  and  no  evalion,  no  fubterfuge,  no— 

M.  Gr.  Look  ye.  Sir  James;  what  you 
can  mean  by  this  ftrange  ftory,  and  very  ex- 
traordinary behaviour,  it  is  impoffible  for  me 
to  conceive}  but  if  it  is  meant  as  an  artifice 
to  palliate  your  inBdelity  to  me,  lefs  pains 
would  have  anfwer'd  your  purpofc. 

Sir  Ja.  Oh,  Madam,  I  know  you  are  pro- 
vided. 

M.  Gr.  Matchlefs  infolence !  As  you  can*t 
expe£t  that  1  fliould  be  prodigioully  pleafed 
with  the  fubje6t  of  this  vifit,  you  won't  be  fur- 
pris'd  at  my  wifhing  it  as  Ihort  as  poflible. 

Sir  Ja.  I  don't  wonder  you  feel  pain  at  my 
prefence ;  but  you  may  reft  fecure  you  will 
have  no  interruption  for  me;  and  I  really 
think  it  would  be  a  pity  to  part  two  people  lo 
exaftly  formed  for  each  other.  Your  Lady- 
fhip's  fervant.  [Goiag  ] — 'But,  Madam,  though 
your  Tex  fecures  you  from  any  farther  refent* 
ment,  yet  the  prefent  objeft  of  your  favour 
may  have  fomething  to  fear.  \Exi/. 

M.  Gr.  Very  well.  Now,  my  dear,  I  hope 
you  will  acknowledge  the  prudence  of  my 
plan.  To  what  a  pretty  condition  I  mud  have 
been  reduced,  if  m^  hopes  had  refted  upon 
'One  lover  alone  I 

M.God. 
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M.  God.  But  are  you  fure  that  your  method 
to  multiply  may  not  be  the  means  to  reduce 
the  number  of  your  flaves? 

J/.  Qr.  Impoflible ! — Why,  can't  you  dif- 
cern  that  this  flam  of  Sir  James  Elliot's  is  a 
mere  fetch  to  favour  his  retreat  ? 

M.  God.  And  you  never  faw  Wilding ! 

M.  Gr.  Never. 

M.  God.  There  is  fome  myftery  in  this.  I 
have,  too,  here  in  my  hand,  another  mortifi- 
cation that  you  mud  endure. 

M.Gr.  Of  what  kind? 

M.  God.  A  little  allied  to  the  laft :  it  is 
from  the  military  fpark  you  met  this  morning. 

M.  Gr.  What  are  the  contents  ? 

M.  God.  Only  a  formal  declaration  of  love. 

M.  Gr.  Why,  you  did  not  fee  him, 

M.  God.  But  it  feenis  he  did  me. 

M.  Gr.  Might  I  perufe  it? -"  Battles- 
no  wounds  fo  fatal — cannon-balls — Cupid — - 
fpripg  amine— cruelty — die  on  a counterfcarp 
< — eyes — artillery — death — the  ftranger."  It 
is  addrefs'd  to  you. 

M.  God,  I  told  you  fo. 

M.  Gr.  You  wiil  pardon  me,  my  dear }  but 
I  really  can't  CtTinpliment  you  upon  the  fup> 
pofition  of  a  cunqueft  at  my  expence. 

Af.  God.  TTiat  would  be  enough  to  make 
me  vain.  But  why  do  you  think  it  was  fo  im- 
poflible ? 

M.  Gr.  And  do  you  pofitively  wantareafon? 

M.  God.  Pofitively. 

M.Gr.  Why,  then,  I  (hall  refer  you  for  an 
anfwer  to  a  faithful  caunfetlor  and  moft  ac-^ 
complifli'd  critic. 

M.  God.  Wtto  may  that  be  ? 

J/.Gr. 
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M.  Gt.  The  mirror  upon  your  toilette. 

M.  God.  Perhaps  you  may  diifer  in  judg- 
ment. 

M.  Gr.  Why,  can  glaffes  flatter  ^ 

M.  God.  I  can't  fay  I  think  that  neceflaiv. 

M.  Gr.  Saucy  enough  ! — But  come,  child, 
don't  let 'US  quarrel  upon  fo  whimlical  an  oc- 
cafion :  time  will  explain  the  whole.  You 
will  favour  me  with  your  opinion  of  Young 
Wilding  at  my  window. 

M.  God.  1  attend  you. 

M.  Gr.  You  will  forgive  me,  my  dear,  the 
little  hint  I  dropt ;  it  was  meant  merely  to 
ferve  you ;  for  indeed,  child,  there  is  no  qua- 
lity fo  infufFerable  in  a  young  woman  as  felf- 
conceit  and  vanity. 

M.  God.  You  are  moft  prodtgloufly  obliging. 

M.  Gr.  I'll  follow  you,  Mifs.  {Exit  Mifs 
Godfrey.']    Pert  thing ! — She  grows  imraode- 
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fureJy  London  covers  a  much  great  quantity— 
Oh,  Jack,  look  at  that  comer  houfe :  how 
d'ye  like  it } 

Y.Wild.  Very  wellj  byt  I  don't  fee  any 
thing  extraordinary. 

O.  Wild.  I  wilb,  though,  you  were  the 
niafter  of  what  it  contains. 

Y.  IVild.  What  may  that  be.  Sir? 

O.  Wild.  The  miftrefs,  you  rogue  you:  a 
fine  girl,  and  an  immenfe  fortune  }  ay,  and  a 
prudent  fenfible  wench  into  the  bargain. 

Y.  IVild.  Time  enough  yet.  Sir. 

O.lVild.  I  don't  fee  that:  you  are,  lad, 
the  laft  of  our  race,  and  I  (hould  be  glad  to 
fee  fome  probability  of  its  continuance. 

Y.  JVild.  Suppofe,  Sir,  you  were  to  repeat 
your  endeavours  s  you  have  cordially  my  con- 
fent. 

O.  Wild.  No  J  rather  too  late  in  life  for  that 
experiment. 

Y.  Wild.  Why,  Sir,  would  you  recommend 
a  condition  to  me,  that  you  difapprove  of 
yourfelf? 

O.  Wild.  Why,  firrah,  I  have  done  my  du- 
ty to  the  public  and  my  family,  by  producing 
you.  Now,  Sir,  it  is  incumbent  on  you  to 
difchargc  your  debt. 

.  Y.  Wild.  In  the  college  cant,  I  ftiall  beg 
leave  to  tick  a  little  longer. 

O.  Wild.  Why,  then,  to  be  ferious,  fon, 
this  is  the  very  bufinefs  I  wanted  to  talk  with 
you  about.  In  a  word,  I  with  you  married; 
and,  by  providing  the  lady  of  that  manfion  for 
the  purpofe,  I  have  proved  myfelf  both  a  fe- 
Iher  and  a  friend. 

Y.  WiUL  Far  be  it  from  me  to  queftion 
your 
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your  care;  yet  fome  preparation  for  fo  import' 
ant  a  change 

O.  JVild,  Oh,  I  will  allow  you  a  week. 

y.  Wild.  A  little  more  knowledge  of  the 
world. 

O.  Wild.  That  you  may  ftudy  at  leifure. 

Y.  Wild.  Now  all  Europe  is  m  arms,  my  de- 
fign  was  to  ferve  my  country  abroad. 

O.  Wild.  You  will  be  full  as  ufeful  to  it  by 
recruiting  her  fubjefls  at  home. 

Y.  Wild.  You  are  then  refolved  ? 

O.  Wild.  Fix'd. 

Y.  Wild.  Pofitively  ? 

O.  Wild.  Peremptorily. 

Y'  Wild.  No  prayers— 

O.  Wild.  Can  move  me. 

Y.  Wild.  How  the  deuce  Ihall  I  get  out  of 
this  toil?  [/r/rff.J— But  fuppofe,  Sir,  there 
Ihould  be  an  unfurmountable  obje^ion  i 

O.  Wild.  Oh,  leave  the  reconciling  that  to 
me :  I  am  an  excellent  cafuift. 

Y.  Wild.  But  I  fay.  Sir,  if  it  Oiould  be  im- 
poflible  to  obey  your  commands  ? 

O.  Wild.  Impollible  !— I  don't  underftand 
you. 

Y.  JVild.  Oh,  Sir!— But  on  my  knees  firft 
let  me  crave  your  pardon. 

O.  Wild.  Pardon  !  for  what? 

Y.  Wild.  I  fear  I  have  loft  all  title  to  your 
future  favour. 

O.  Wild.  Which  way  ? 

Y.  lyild.  I  have  done  a  deed— — 

O.  fVild.  Let's  hear  it. 

Y.  JVild.  At  Abingdon,  in  the  county  of 
Berks. 

O.mid,  Well? 

r.  mid. 
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r.  mtd.  lam 

O.  Wild,  What? 

Y.  Wild.  Already  married. 

O.  Wild.  Married ! 

Pap.  Married ! 

Y.  Wild.  Married. 

O.  Wild.  And  without  my  confent  ? 

Y.  Wild.  Compeird  j  fatally  forced.  Oh, 
Sir,  did  you  but  Know  all  the  circumlUnces 
of  my  fad,  fad  ftory,  your  rage  would  foon 
convert  itfclf  to  pity. 

O.Wild.  What  an  unlucky  event! — Buf 
rife,  and  let  me  hear  it  all. 

Y.  Wild.  The  fliame  and  confulion  I  now 
feel  renders  that  tafk  at  prefcnt  impoffible ;  I 
muft  therefore  rely  for  the  relation  an  the  good 
offices  of  this  faithful  friend. 

Pap.  Me,  Sir  I  I  never  heard  one  word  of 
the  matter. 

O.  Wild.  Come>  Marquis,  fevour  me  with 
the  particulars. 

Pap.  Upon  my  vard,  Sire,  dis  affair  has  fo 
ihock  me,  dat  I  am  almoft  as  incapable  to  tell 
de  tale  as  your  fon. — {To  Young  Wilding.}'^ 
DiT-a  your  tears.     What  can  I  fay.  Sir  ? 

r.  Wild.   Any  thing.— Oh ! [Seems  /• 

ioecp.] 

Pap.  You  fee.  Sire. 

O.  Wild.  Your  kind  concern  at  the  misfor- 
tunes of  my  family  calls  for  the  molt  gratefiil 
ack  nowledgmen  t. 

Pap.  Dis  is  great  misfortune,  fans  doute. 

O.  JVild.  But  if  you,  a  ftranger,  are  thui 
afFefted,  what  muft  a  father  feel? 

Pap.  Oh,  beaucoup;  a  great  deal  more. 

O.  Wild.  But  fince  the  evil  is  without  a  re- 
medy, 
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Sir,  at  Abingdon  ? 

Pap.  Yes,  at  Abingdon. 

O.  IVild.  In  the  county  of  Berks } 

Pap.  Dat  is  right,  in  the  county  of  Berks. 

Y.  mid.  Oh,  oh ! 

O.  Wild.  Ah,  Jack,  Jack !  are  all  my  hopes, 
then— Though  I  dread  to  afk,  yet  it  muft  be 
known ;  who  is  the  girl,  pray.  Sir  ? 

Pap.'Oeg\T\,S\T-\4/idetoYoutigJVHdmg.'\ 
Who&alllfay? 

Y.  Wild.  Any  body. 

Pap.  For  de  girl,  I  can't  fay,  upon  my  vard. 

O.  IVild.  Her  condition  ? 

Pap.  Pas  grande  condition;  dat  is  to  be 
fure.  But  dere  is  no  help— [4^rfe  to  Young 
Wildhig.l-^Sit,  I  am  quite  a-ground, 

Q.  fVild.  Yes,  I  read  my  fliame  in  his  ro> 
ferve :  fome  artful  hufley. 

Pap.  Dat  may  be.    Vat  you  call  hufley  ? 

O.  Wild.  Or  perhaps  fome  common  creat- 
ure.    But  I'm  prepared  to  hear  the  worft. 

Pap.  Have  you  no  mercy  ? 

Y.  Wild.  I'll  flep  to  your  relief,  Sir. 

Pap.  O  Lord,  a  happy  deliverance, 

Y.  Wild.  Though  it  is  almoft  death  fqr  me 
to  rpeak,  yet  it  would  be  infamous  to  let  the 
reputation  of  the  lady  fuffer  by  my  filence. 
She  is.  Sir,  of  an  ancient  houfe  and  unble- 
mifli'd  charafter. 

O.  Wild.  That  is  fomething. 
Y.  Wild.  And  though  her  fortune  may  not 
be  equal  to  the  warm  wifhes  of  a  fond  father, 

^^O.  Wild.  He.  name? 
X.  mid.  Mife  Lydia  Sybthorp. 

0.  Wild. 
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O.  Wild.  Sybthorp — I  never  heard  of  the 
name. — But  proceed. 

Y.  IVild.  The  latter  end  of  laft  long  vaca- 
tion, X  went  with  Sir  James  Elliot  to  pafs  a 
few  days  at  a  new  purcbafe  of  his  near  Abing- 
don. There,  at  an  alTembly,  it  was  my  chance 
to  meet  and  dance  with  this  lady. 

O.  JVild.  Is  Oie  handfome? 

¥.  JVild.  Oh,  Sir,  more  beautiful — - 

O.  Wild.  Nay,  no  raptures;  but  go  on. 

Y.  IVild.  But  to  her  beauty  fhe  adds  po- 
litenefi,  afTability,  and  difcretion ;  unlefs  ihe 
forfeited  that  character  by  fixing  her  aSe^ion 
On  me. 

O.  mid.  Modeftlv  obferved. 

T.  Wild.  I  was  deterr'd  from  a  public  de- 
claration of  my  padion,  dreading  the  fcanti* 
Befs  of  her  fortune  would  prove  an  objeflion  to 
you.    Some  private  interviews  (he  permitted. 

O.  JVild.  Was  that  fo  decent?— But  love 
and  prudence,  madnefs  and  reafon. 

Y.  Wild.  One  fatal  evening,  the  twentieth 
*)f  September,  if  t  miftake  not,  we  were  in  a 
tetired  room  innocently  exchanging  mutual 
vows,  when  her  father,  whom  we  expe£ted 
to  fup  abroad,  came  fuddenly  upon  us.  I 
had  juO:  time  to  conceal  myfelf  in  a  clofet. 

O.  Wild.  What,  unobferved  by  him  ? 
Y.  JVild.  Entirely.  But,  as  my  ill  ftars 
would  have  it,  a  cat,  of  whom  my  wife  is 
vaftly  fond,  had  a  few  days  before  lodged  a 
litter  of  kittens  in  the  fame  place :  I  unhappU 
ly  trod  upon  one  of  the  brood ;  which  fo  pro- 
voked the  implacable  mother,  that  fhe  Bew  at 
Toe  -with  the  fury  of  a  tiger, 

O.  Wild, 
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O.  Wild.  I  have  obferved  thore  creatures 
very  fierce  in  defcDce  of  their  young. 

Pap,  I  fiiall  bate  a  cat  as  long  as  I  live. 

Y.  Wild.  The  noife  roufed  the  old  gentle- 
man's attention  :  he  open'd  the  door,  and  there 
difcovered  your  fon. 

J^ap.  Unlucky. 

r.  Wild.  1  rufli'd  to  the  door;  but  htaWf 
my  foot  flipt  at  the  top  of  the  ftairs,  and  down 
I  came  tumbling  to  the  bottom.  The  piftol 
in  my  hand  went  off  by  accident :  this  alarm- 
ed her  three  brothers  in  the  parlour,  who,  with 
all  their  fervants,  ruih'd  with  united  force 
upon  me. 

O.  Wild.  And  fo  furprized  you  I 

y.  Wild,  No,  Sir ;  with  my  fword  I  for 
fome  time  made  a  gallant  defence,  and  fhould 
have  inevitably  efcaped;  but  a  raw-boned, 
over-grown  clumfy  coolc-wench  (truck  at  my 
fword  with  a  kitchen-poker,  broke  it  in  two, 
and  compell'd  me  to  mrrender  at  difcretbn; 
the  confequence  of  which  is  obvious  enough, 

O.  Wild.  Natural.  The  lady's  reputation, 
your  condition,  her  beauty,  your  love,  all  com- 
bined to  make  marriage  an  unavoidable  mea- 
fure. 

Y.  Wild.  May  I  hope,  then,  you  rather 
think  me  unfortunate  than  culpable  ? 

O.  Wild.  Why,  your  fituation  is  a  fufficient 
cxcufe:  all  I  blame  you  for  is,  your  keep* 
ing  it  a  fecret  from  me.  With  Mifs  Grant- 
ham I  fhall  make  an  aukward  figure  \  but  the 
beft  apology  is  the  truth:  I'll  haden  and  ex- 
plain It  to  her  all Oh,  Jack,  Jack,  this  i;^ 

a  mortifying  bufinefs ! 

Y.  Wild. 
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V.  mid.  Moft  melancholy. 

[Exit  Old  midiag. 

Pap.  I  am  amazed.  Sir,  that  you  have  (o 
carefully  conceal'd  this  tranfa£tion  (rem  me. 

Y.  Wild.  Heyday !  what,  do  you  believe  it 
too? 

Pap.  Believe  it  I  why,  is  not  the  ftory  of 
the  marriage  true  ? 

Y.  Wild.  Not  a  fyllable. 

Pap.  And  the  cat,  and  the  piftol,  and  the 
poker  ? 

Y.  Wild.  All  invention. — And  were  you 
really  taken  in  1 

Pap.  hotAt  Sir,  how  was  it  pofllble  to  avoid 
it  ? — Mercy  on  us !  what  a  coile3ion  of  cir- 
cumftances  have  you  crowded  together ! 

Y.  Wild.  Genius ;  the  mere  effeQs  of  ge- 
nius, Papillion.  But  to  deceive  you,  who  fo 
thoroughly  know  me  I 

Pap.  But  to  prevent  that  for  the  future, 
could  you  not  juft  give  your  humble  fervant  a 
hint  when  you  are  bent  upon  bouncing?  Be* 
iides.  Sir,  if  'you  recollect  your  fixt  refolution 
to  reform 

Y.  Wild.  Ay,  as  to  matter  of  fancy,  the 
mere  fport  and  frolic  of  invention :  but  in  cafe 

of  neceflity why,    Mifs  Godfrey  was  at 

ftake,  and  I  was  forced  to  ufe  all  my  fineffe. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Two  letters.  Sir.  [Exit. 

Pap.  There  are  two  things  in  my  confcience 

my  mafter  will  never  want; — a  prompt  He, 

and  a  ready  excufe  for  telling  of  it. 

Y.  Wild.  Hum !  bufinefs  begins  to  thicken 

upon  us:  a  challenge  from  Sir  James  Elliot, 

and 
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9D(1  a  rendezvous  from  the  pretty  Mifs  God- 
frey Hiey  Ihall  both  be  obferved,  but  in 
their  order ;  therefore  the  lady  firft.  Let  me 
fee — I  have  not  been  twenty  hours  in  town, 
and  I  have  already  ^t  a  challenge,  a  niilb-efs, 
and  a  wife :  now,  if  I  can  get  engaged  in  a 
chancery  fuit,  I  Ihall  have  my  hands  pretty 
full  of  employment.  Come,  Papillion,  we 
have  no  time  to  be  idle.  [Exeunt. 

ACT   III. 

SCENE— ^«  Apartment  in  Mifs  Godfrey's 
Houfe. 

Mifs  Grantham  and  Mifs  Godfrey. 

Mifs  Godfrey. 

Upon  my  word,  Mifs  Grantham,  this  is 
but  an  idle  piece  of  curiofity :  you  know  the 
man  is  already  difpofed  of,  and  therefore—— 

M.  Gr.  That  is  true,  my  dear;  but  there  is 
in  this  affair  fome  myftery  that  I  mull  and  will 
have  explain'd. 

M.  God.  Come,  come,  I  know  the  griev- 
ance.—You  can't  brook  that  this  fpark,  though 
even  a  married  man,  (hould  throw  off  his  alle- 
giance to  you,  and  enter  a  volunteer  in  my 
tervice. 

M.  Gr.  And  fo  you  take  the  faft  for  granted  ? 

M.  God.  Have  I  not  his  letter  ? 

AI.  Gr.  Conceited  creature  ! — I  fancy,  Mifs, 
by  your  vaft  affeftion  for  this  letter,  it  is  the 
firft  of  the  kind  you  have  ever  received. 

M,  Cod. 
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M.  God.  Nay,  my  dear,  why  (hould  you  be 
piqued  at  me?  the  fault  is  none  of  mine.  I 
dropt  no  handkerchief ;  I  threw  out  no  lure: 
the  bird  came  willingly  to  hand,  you  know. 

M.  Gr.  Metaphorical  too !  What,  you  are 
fetting  up  for  a  wit  as  well  as  a  belle  !  Why, 
really,  Madam,  to  do  you  jullice,  you  have 
full  as  fine  pretenlions  to  one  as  the  other. 

M.  God.  I  fancy.  Madam,  the  world  will 
not  form  their  judgment  of  either  from  the  re< 
port  of  a  difappointed  rival. 

M.  Gr.  Rival ! — admirably  rallied !  Butlet 
me  tell  you.  Madam,  this  fort  of  behaviour. 
Madam,  at  your  own  houfe,  whatever  may  be 
your  beauty,  is  no  great  proof  of  your  breed- 
mg.  Madam. 

M.  God.  As  to  that.  Ma'am,  I  hope  I  Ihall 
always  Ihow  a  proper  refentment  to  any  infult 
that  is  offer'd  me,  let  it  be  in  whofe  houfe  it 
will.  The  alTignation,  Ma'am,  both  time  and 
place,  was  of  your  own  contriving. 

M.  Gr.  Mighty  well.  Ma'am! 

JH.  God.  But  if,  dreading  a  mortification, 
you  think  proper  to  alter  your  plan,  your 
chair,  I  believe,  i^  in  waiting. 

M.  Gr.  It  is.  Madam  ! — then  let  it  watt. — 
Oh,  what  that  was  your  fcheme!  but  it  won't 
take,  Mifs:  the  contrivance  is  a  little  too 
fliallow. 

M.  God.  I  don't  underftand  you. 

M.  Gr.  Cunning  creature  !  So  all  this  in- 
folence  was  concerted,  it  feems;  a  plot  to 
drive  me  out  of  the  houfe,  that  you  might  have 
the  fellow  all  to  yourfelf:  but  1  have  a  regard 
for  your  charaf^er,  though  you  negleft  it.— 
Fie, 
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Fie,  Mifs ;  a  paflion  for  a  married  man !    I 
really  blu(h  for  you. 

M.  Gad'.  And  I  moft  fincerely  pity  you.— 
But  curb  your  choler  a  little :  the  inquiry  you 
are  about  to  make  requires  rrther  a  cooler  dif- 
pofition  of  mind ;  and  by  this  time  the  hero  is 
at  hand. 

M.  Gr.  Mighty  well ;  I  am  prepared.  But, 
Mifs  Godfrey,  if  you  really  wilh  to  be  acquit- 
ted of  all  artificial  underhand  dealings  in  thii 
affair,  fuffer  me  in  your  name  to  manage  the 
interview. 

M.  God.  Moft  willingly:  but  he  will  recol* 
left  your  voice. 

M.  Gr.  Oh,  that  is  eafily  alter'd.  [Enter 
a  maid,  who  whifpcrs  Mifs  Granthavit  and  eX' 
it."] — It  is  he;  but  hide  yourfelf,  Mifs,  if  you 
pleafe. 

M.  God.  Your  hood  a  little  forwarder,  Mifsj 
you  may  be  known,  and  then  we  fliall  have 
the  language  of  politenefs  inflam'd  to  prooft 
of  a  violent  paflion. 

M.  Gr.  You  are  prodigioufly  cautious. 
SCEl^E— The  Slrcel. 
Enter  Young  Wilding. 
Y.  Wild.  This  rendezvous  is  fomething  in 
the  Spanifh  tafte,  imported,  I  fuppofe,  with 
the  guitar.    At  prefeot,  I  prefume  the  cuftom 
is  confined  to  the  great :  but  it  will  defcend  } 
and  in  a  couple  of  months  I  fhall  not  be  fur< 
prized  to  hear  an  attorney's  hackney  clerk 
roufing  at  midnight  a  milliner's  prentice,  with 
an  Ally,  Ally  Croker.    But  that,  if  I  miftake 
not,  is  the  temple  j  and  fee  my  goddefs  herfelf. 
Mifs  Godfrey  I 

\^Mifs  Grantham  appears  at  the  balcony. 

M.  i>>. 
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M.  Gr.  HuOi! 

Y.WVd.  AmIright.Mifs? 

M.  Gr.  Softly.  You  received  my  letter  I 
fee.  Sir. 

Y.  IVild.  And  jdew  to  the  appointment  with 
more — 

M.  Gr.  No  raptures,  I  beg.  But  you  muft 
not  Aippofe  this  meeting  meant  to  encourage 
your  hopes. 

Y.  Wild.  How,  Madam  J 

M.  Gr.  Oh,  by  no  means,  Sir,  for  though  1 
own  your  figure  is  pleafmg,  and  your  converf- 
ation 

M.  God.  Hold,  Mifs}  when  did  I  evercon- 
verfe  with  him?  \J'romwithia.'\ 

JH.  Gr.  Why,  did  not  you  fee  him  in  the 
park? 

M.  God.  True,  Madam  j  but  the  convcrfa* 
tion  was  with  you. 

M.Gt.  Blefsme!  you  are  very  difficult.  I 
fay.  Sir,  though  your  perfon  may  be  unexcep- 
tionable, yet  your  chara^er — 

Y.  Wild.  My  charafter! 

M.  Gr.  Come,  come,  you  are  better  known 
than  you  imagine. 

Y.  Wild.  I  hope  not. 

M.  Gr.  Your  name  is  Wilding. 

Y.  Wild.  How  the  deuce  came  flie  by  that! 
—True,  Madam. 

M.  Gr.  Pray,  have  you  never  heard  of  a 
Mifs  Grantham  i 

Y.  Wild.  Frequently. 

M.  Gr.  You  have.  And  had  you  never 
any  favourable  thoughts  of  that  lady  i  Now 
mind,  Mifs. 

Y.  fVild.  If  you  mean  as  a  lover,  never. 
Th« 
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The  lady  did  me  the  honour  to  have  a  fmall 
defigD  upoD  me. 

M.  God.  I  hear  every  word,  Mifs. 

M.  Gr.  But  you  need  not  lean  fo  heavy 
upon  me;  he  fpeaks  loud  enough  to  be  heard. 
— I  have  been  told.  Sir,  that— 

Y.  Wild.  Yes,  Ma'am,  and  very  likely  by 
the  lady  herfelf. 

M.  Gr.  Sir ! 

v.  JVild.  Oh,  Madam,  I  have  another  obli- 
gation in  my  pocket  to  Mifs  Grantham,  wliich 
mud  be  difcharg'd  in  the  morning. 

M.Gr.  Of  what  kind? 

Y.  Wild.  Why,  the  lady,  finding  an  old 
humble  fcrvant  of  hers  a  little  lethargic,  has 
thought  fit  to  adminifter  me  in  a  jealous 
draught,  in  order  to  quicken  his  paflion. 

M.  Gr.  Sir,  let  me  tell  you 

M.  God.  Have  a  care:  you  will  betray  your- 
felf. 

Y.  Wild.  Oh,  the  whole  ftory  will  afford 
you  infinite  diverfion;  fuch  a  farrago  of  fights 
and  fcalls.  But,  upon  my  honour,  the  girl 
has  a  fertile  invention. 

M.  God.  So !  what,  that  ftory  was  yours ; 
was  it  ? 

Y.  IVild.  Pray,  Madam,  don't  I  hear  ano- 
ther voice  ? 

M.  Gr.  A  diftant  relation  of  mine.— Every 
fyllable  falfe.— But,  Sir,  we  have  another 
charge  againll  you.  Do  you  know  any  thing 
of  a  lady  at  Abingdon  ? 

Y.  Wild.  Mifs  Grantham  again.  Yes,  Ma- 
dam, I  have  fome  knowledge  of  that  lady. 

M.  Gr.  You  have  ?  Well,  Sir,  and  that  being 
the  cafe,  how  could  you  have  the  aflurance — 

Y.  mid. 
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M.  Gr.  I  have  heard  of  her ;  bat  you.  Sir, 
I  fuppofe,  have  been  long  on  an  iatim&te 
footing  ? 

y.  Wild,  Bred  up  together  from  children. 

M.Gr.  Brave! — Is  (hehandfoine? 

Y.  Wild.  Her  paint  comes  frorp  Paris,  and 
her  femme  de  chambre  is  an  excellent  artifl. 

M.Gr.  Very  well!— Her  Ihape? 

Y.  Wild.  Pray.  Madam,  is  not  Curzon 
efteemed  the  beft  ftay-niaker  for  people  in- 
clined to  be  crooked? 

M.  Gr.  But  as  to  thequalities  of  her  mind; 
for  inflance,  her  underllanding  } 

Y.  fVild.  Uncultivated. 

M.Gr.  Her  wit? 

Y.  Wild.  Borrowed, 

M.Gr.  Hertafte? 

r.  Wild.  Trifling. 

M.  Gr.  And  her  temper  ? 

Y.  mid.  Intolerable. 

M.  Gr.  A  finilh'd  pifiure.  But  come, 
thefe  are  not  your  real  thoughts:  this  is  a  fa- 
criBce  you  think  due  to  the  vanity  ofourfex. 

Y.  Wild.  My  honeft  fentiments:  and,  to 
convince  you  how  thoroughly  indifferent  I 
am  to  that  lady,  I  would,  upon  my  veracity, 
as  foon  take  a  wife  from  the  Grand  Signior's 
feraglio. — Now,  Madam,  I  hope  you  are  fa- 
tisfied. 

M.  Gr.  And  you  would  not  fcruple  to  ac- 
knowledge this  before  the  lady's  face  ? 

Y.  Jf'ild.  The  firft  opportunity. 

//.  Gr.  That  1  will  take  care  to  provide  you. 
Dare  you  meet  me  at  her  houfe  ? 

r.  Wild.  When  ? 

M.  Gr.  In  half  an  hour. 

r.  B7%,,|,. 
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K.  Wild.  But  won't  a  declaration  of  thL 
fcrt  appear  odd  at — a — 

M.Cr.  Come,  no  evafion;  your  conduf 
and  charafler  feera  to  me  a  little  equivocal 
and  I  mud  infid  on  this  proof  at  leaft  of 

r.  Wild.   You  Ihall  have  it. 

M.Gr.  In  half  an  hour? 

r.  Wild.  This.inftant. 

M.  Gr.  Be  punaual. 

Y.  Wild.  Or  may  I  forfeit  your  favour. 

M.  Gr.  Very  well;  till  then,  Sir,  adieu.— 
Now  I  think  I  have  my  fpark  in  the  toil  ;  and 
if  the  fellow  has  any  feeling,  if  I  don't  make 
him  fmart  for  every  article — —Come,  ray 
dear,  I  dial!  ftand  in  need  of  your  aid.    [Exit. 

Y.  Wild.  So  1  am  now,  I  think,  arrived  at  a 
critical  period.    If  I  can  but  weather  thia 

point But  why  fliould  I  doubt  it  ?  it  is  in 

the  day  of  diftrefs  only  that  a  great  man  dif- 
plays  his  abilities.  But  I  Oiall  want  PapillionI 
where  can  the  puppy  be  ? 

Enter  PapHUon. 

Y.  Wild.  So,  Sir,  where  have  you  been 
rambling  ? 

Pap.  I  did  not  fuppofe  you  would  want 

I'.  Wild.  W:int !— — you  are  always  oul 
of  the  way.  Here  have  I  been  forced  to  tell 
forty  lies  upon  my  own  credit,  and  not  a  fingle 
foul  to  vouch  for  the  truth  of  them. 

Pap.  Lord,  Sir,  you  know— — 

Y.  Wild.  Don't  plague  me  with  your  apo- 
logies; but  it  is  lucky  for  you  that  I  wani 
your  aiViltance.  Come  with  me  to  Mifs 
Grantham's. 

Pap.  On  what  occafion? 

Y.  mid. 
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Y.JVild.  An  important  one:  but  I'H  pre- 
pare you  as  we  walk. 

Pap.  Sir,  I  am  really — I  could  wiih  you 
would  be  fo  good  as  to     — 

Y.  IVild.  What,  defert  your  friend  in  the 
heat  of  battle !  Oh,  you  poltroon  ! 

Pap.  Sir,  I  would  do  any  thing,  but  you 
know  1  have  not  talents. 

Y.  Wild.  I  do ;  and  for  my  own  fake  (hall 
not  talk  them  loo  high. 

Pap.  Now  I  fuppofe  the  hour  is  come 
when  we  Hiall  pay  for  all. 

r.  Wild.  Why,  what  a  daftardly,  hen- 
hearted — But  come.  Papillion,  this  Iball  be 
your  laft  campaign.  Don't  droop,  man^  con- 
fide in  your  leader,  and  remember.  Sub  auf- 
pice  Teucro  nil  defperandum.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE — An  Apartment  in  Mifs  Grantham's 

Hoiife. 
Enter  a  Servant,  conducting  in  Old  Wilding, 

Ser.  My  lady.  Sir,  will  be  at  home  imme- 
diately: Sir  James  Elliot  is  in  the  next  room 
wailing  her  return. 

O.  /r/W.  Pray,  honed  friend,  will  you  tell 
Sir  James  that  1  beg  the  favour  of  a  word 
with  him  ?  [Exit  Ser.}  This  unthinking  boy ! 
Half  the  purpofe  of  my  life  has  been  to  plan 
this  fchcme  for  his  happinefs,  and  in  one 
heedlefs  hour  has  he  mangled  all. 
Enter  Sir  James  Elliot, 
Sir,  I  afk  your  pardon ;  but  upon  fo  inte- 
refting  a  fubjeQ,  i  know  you  will  excufe  my 
intrudon.  Pray,  Sir,  of  what  credit  is  the 
family  of  the  Sybthorps  in  Berkfliire  ? 

Sir  J  a.  Sirl 

0.  Wild. 
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O.  Wild.  I  don't  mean  as  to  property ;  that 
I  am  not  io  folicitous  about ;  but  as  to  their 
chara£ler:  Do  they  live  in  reputation  P  Arc 
they  refpcfled  in  the  neighbourhood  ? 

air  Ja.  Thefamily  of  theSybthorpsl 

O.  JVild.  Of  the  Sybthorps. 

Sir  Ja.  Really  I  don't  know>  Sir. 

O.Wild.  Not  know! 

Sir  Ja.  No  j  it  is  the  very  firft  time  I  ever 
heard  of  the  name. 

O.  JVild.  How  fteadily  he  denies  it !  Well 
done.  Baronet!  I  find  Jack's  account  was  a 
juft  one.  Ijifide."]  Pray,  Sir  James,  recoiled 
yourfeJf. 

Sir  Ja.  It  will  be  to  no  purpofe. 

,0.  JVild,  Come,  Sir,  your  motive  for  this  af- 
fected ignorance  is  a  generous  but  unneceflary 
proof  of  your  friendfhip  for  my  fon ;  but  1 
Itnow  the  whole  affair. 

Sir  Ja.  What  ah'air  ? 

O.  JFild.  Jack's  marriage, 

SlrJa.  Whatjacl.? 

O.  Wild.  My  fon  Jack. 

■Sir  Jii,  Is  he  married  ? 

O.  Wild.  Is  he  married !  why,  you  know 
he  is. 

Sir  Ja.  Net  I,  upon  my  honour. 

O.  Wild.  Nay,  that  is  gt'ng  a  little  too  far: 
but  to  remove  all  your  fcrupies  at  oncej  he  has 
own'd  it  himfelf. 

Sir  Ja.  He  has ! 

O.  Wild.  Ay,  ay,  to  me.  Every  circum- 
ftance:  going  to  your  new  purchafe  at  Abing- 
don— raecling  Lydia  Syblhorp  at  the  affembly 
— their  priva'e  interviews — furprifed  by  the 
father — piflcil — poker— and  marriage  j  in  ihort, 
every  particular.  -Sir  /d. 
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Sir  Ja.  And  this  account  you  had  fi'om  your 
fon? 

O.  fVild.  From  Jack  j  not  two  hours  ago. 

Sir  Ja.  I  with  you  joy,  Sir. 

O.  Wild.  Not  much  of  that,  I  believe. 

Sir  Ja.  Why,  Sir,  does  the  marriage  dif- 
pleafe  you  ? 

O.  fVild.  Doubtlcfs. 

Sir  Ja,  Then  I  fancy  you  may  make  yourfelf 
eafy. 

O.  Wild.  Why  fo  ? 

Sir  Ja.  You  have  got.  Sir,  the  mod  prudent 
daughter-in-law  in  the  IBritiQi  dominions. 

O.  Wild.  I  am  happy  to  hear  it. 

SirJa.  For  tho'  fhe  mayn't  have  brought  you 
much,  I'm  Aire  (he'll  not  coll  you  a  farthing. 

O.  Wild,  Ay  ;  exaflly  Jack's  account. 

Sir  Ja.  She'll  be  eafily  jointured. 

O.  Wild.  Juftice  fliall  be  done  her. 

Sir  Ja.  No  provifion  neceflary  for  younger 
children. 

O.  Wild.  No,  Sir !  why  not  ?— I  can  tell 
you,  if  flie  anfwers  your  account,  not  the 
daughter  of  a  duke 

Sir  Ja.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

O.  Wild.  You  are  merry,  Sir. 

SirJa.  What  an  unaccountable  fellow! 

O.mid.  Sir! 

Sir  Ja.  I  beg  your  pardon.  Sir.  But  with 
regard  to  this  marriage 

O.  IVild.  Well,  Sir ! 

Sir  Ja.  I  take  the  whole  hiftory  to  be  neither 
more  nor  lefs  than  an  abfolute  fable. 

O.  Wild.  How,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Ja.  Even  fo. 

O.  Wild.  Why,  Sir,  do  you  think  my  fon 
would  dare  to  impofe  upon  me?  SirJa, 
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Sir  Ta.  Sir,  he  would  dare  lo  impofe  up<m 
any  bodv.    Don't  I  know  him  ? 

O.  Wild.  What  do  you  know  ? 

Sir  3a,  1  know.  Sir,  that  his  narratives  gain 
hiin  more  applaufe  than  credit  j  and  that,  whe- 
ther from  conflitution  or  habit,  there  is  no  be- 
lieving a  fyilable  he  fays. 

O.  Wild.  Oh,  mighty  well.  Sir!— He  wants 
to  turn  the  tables  upon  Jack. — But  it  won't 
do }  you  are  foreflall'd  \  your  novek  won't  pais 
upon  me. 

SirJa,  Sir! 

O.  Wild.  Nor  is  the  chara^r  of  my  fon  t« 
be  blafted  with  the  breath  of  a  bouncer. 

Sir  Ja.  What  is  this  ? 

O,  Wild.  No,  no,  Mr.  Mandeville,  it  won't 
do ;  you  are  as  well  known  here  as  in  your 
own  county  of  Hereford. 

Sir  Ja.  Mr.  Wilding,  but  that  I  am  fure  this 
extravagant  behaviour  owes  its  rife  to  fome 
impudent  impofitions  of  your  fon,  your  age 
would  fcarce  prove  your  prote6tion. 

O.  Wild.  Nor,  Sir,  but  that  I  know  my  boy 
equal  to  the  defence  of  his  own  honour,  fbould 
he  want  a  protedor  in  this  arm,  wither'd  and 
impotent  as  you  may  think  it. 

Enter  Mifs  Grantham. 

M.  Gr.  Blefs  me,  gentlemen,  what  is  the 
meaning  of  this? 

Sir  Ja.  No  more  at  prcfent.  Sir :  I  have  an- 
other demand  upon  your  fonj  we'll  fettle  the 
whole  together. 

O.  Wild,  I  am  fure  he  will  do  you  juftice. 

M.  Cr.  How,  Sir  James  Elliot !    1  flatter'd 

myfelf  that  you  had  IJuilh'd  your  vifits  here. 

Sir. 
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Sir.  Muft  I  be  the  eternal  objeS  of  your  out- 
rage ?  not  only  ihfulted  in  my  own  perfon,  but 
in  that  of  myfriends !    Fray,  Sir,  what  right — 

O.  Wild.  Madam,  I  aflt  your  pardon  ;  a  dif- 
agreeable  occafion  brought  me  here :  I  come. 
Madam,  to  renounce  all  hopes  of  being  nearer 
allied  to  you,  my  fon  unfortunately  being  mar- 
ried already. 

M.  Gr.  Married  I 

Sir  3a.  Yes,  Madam,  to  a  lady  in  the 
clouds:  and  becaufe  I  have  refufed  to  ac- 
knowledge her  family,  this  old  gentleman  has 
behaved  in  a  manner  very  inconfiftent  with 
his  ufuat  politenefs. 

O.  Wild,  Sir,  I  thought  this  affair  was  to 
be  referved  for  another  occafion  \  but  you,  it 
feems 

M.  Gr.  Oh,  is  that  the  bufinefs  I— Why,  I 
begin  to  be  afraid  that  we  are  here  a  little  in 
the  wrong,  Mr.  Wilding. 

O.  Wiid.  Madam ! 

M.Gr.  Your  fon  has  juft  confirm'd  Sir 
James  Elliot's  opinion,  at  a  conference  under 
Mifs  Godfrey's  window. 

O.  Wild.  Isit  poffible? 

M.  Gr.  Moft  true ;  and  aflign'd  two  moft 
whimfical  motives  for  the  unaccountable  tale. 

O.  Wild.  What  can  they  be  ? 

M.  Gr.  An  avcrfion  for  me,  whom  he  has 
feen  but  once  ;  and  an  aflfeftion  for  Mifs  God- 
frey, whom  I  am  almoft  fure  he  never  faw  iu 
bis  life. 

O.  Wild.  You  amaze  me. 

M.  Gr.  Indeed,  Mr.  Wilding,  your  fon  is 

a  moft  extraordinary  youth  J  he  has  finely  per- 

plex'd 
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plexM  US  all.  I  think,  Sir  James,  you  have 
a  foiall  obligation  to  hitn. 

Sir  Ja.  Which  I  (hall  take  care  to  acknow* 
ledge  the  firft  op^  c.-tunity. 

O.  Wild.  You  have  my  confent.  An  aban* 
don'd  profligate !  Was  bis  father  a  proper 
iiibjcfl  for  his But  I  difcard  him. 

M.  Gr.  Nay,  now,  gentlemen,  you  are  ra- 
ther too  warm :  1  can't  think  Mr.  Wilding 
had-bearted  at  the  bottom.    This  is  a  levity.— 

O.  Wild.  How,  Madam,  a  levity ! 

M.  Gt.  Take  my  word  for  it,  no  more ;  in- 
flamed into  habit  by  the  approbation  of  his 
juvenile  friends.  Will  you  fubmit  his  puniflt- 
ment  to  me  ?  I  think  1  have  the  means  in  my 
hands,  both  to  fattsfy  your  refentraents,  and 
accomplilh  his  cure  into  the  bargain. 

<5i>  Ja.  I  have  no  quarrel  to  him,  but  for 
the  ill  offices  he  has  done  me  with  you. 

M.  Gr.  D've  hear,  Mr.  Wilding?  I  am 
afraid  my  opinion  with  Sir  James  mud  cement 
the  general  peace. 

O.  Wild.  Madam,  I  fubmit  to  any 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Mr.  Wilding  to  wait  upon  you.  Ma- 
dam. [Exit, 

M.  Gr.  lie  is  pun£tual,  I  find.  Come,  good 
folks,  you  all  att  unrter  my  direflion.  You, 
Sir,  will  gL-t  from  your  fon,  by  what  means 
you  tiiink  fit,  the  real  truth  of  the  Abingdon 
bufinefb.  You  muft  likewife  feemingly  con- 
fent to  his  marriage  with  Mifs  Godfrey,  whom 
I  Ihrewdly  fufpeci  lie  has,  by  fome  odd  acci- 
dent,  inillaken  for  mc ;  the  lady  herfelf  fliall 
appear  at  your  call.     ComCj  Sir  James,  you 
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win  withdraw.  I  intend  to  produce  another 
perfomier,  who  will  want  a  little  iaHiuftion. 
Kitty  i 

Enter  KiUy. 
Let  John  (how  Mr.  Wilding  in  to  his  father; 
then  come  to  my  drelBng-rooni :  I  have  a  Ihort 

fcenc  to  give  you  in  ftudy.     [Exit  Kilty.'] 

The  girl  is  lively,  and,  1  warrant,  will  do  her 
character  jullice.  Come,  Sir  James.  Nay, 
no  ceremony  ;  we  miift  be  as  ^.-my  as  bees. 

[Exit  Mifs  Granthnm  and  Sir  James. 

O.mtd.  This  ftrange  boy!— But  I  muft 
command  my  temper. 

Y.  Wild,  {/peaking  as  he  enters. J — People 
to  fpeak  with  me  !    See  what  they  want,  Pa- 

pillion. — My  father  here! that's  unlucky 

enough. 

0.  IVild.  Ha,  Jack,  what  brings  you  here  ? 

Y.  jnid.  Why,  I  thought  it  my  duty  to 
wait  upon  Mifs  Grantham,  in  order  to  make 
her  fome  apology  for  the  late  unfortunate =■ 

O.  jy^ild.  Well,  now,  that  is  prudently  as 
well  as  politely  done. 

Y.  Wild.  1  am  happy  to  meet.  Sir,  with 
your  approbation. 

O.  Wild.  1  have  been  thinking.  Jack,  about 
my  daughter-in-law :  as  the  aiiair  is  public, 
it  is  nut  decent  to  let  her  continue  longer  at 
her  father's. 

Y.JVild.  Sir! 

O.  PVild.  Would  it  not  be  right  to  fend  for 
ber  home  ? 

Y.  Wild.  Doubtlefs,  Sir. 

O.  Wild.  I  think  fo.  Why,  then,  to-morrow 
niy  chariot  fliall  fetch  her. 

r.  mid. 
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r.  Wild.  The  devil  it  (hall !  [^/W*.]— Not 
quite  fo  foon,  if  you  pleafe.  Sir. 

O.Wild.  No!    Why  not? 

Y.  Wild.  The  journey  may  be  dangerous  in 
her  prefent  condition. 

O.  Wild.  What's  the  matter  with  her? 

Y.  JVild.  She  is  bi^  with  child.  Sir. 

O.  Wild.  An  audacious Big  with  child! 

—that  is  fortunate.  But,  however,  an  eafy 
carriage  and  fliort  ftages  can't  hurt  her. 

Y,  Wild.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  I  dare  not  truft 
her:  ihe  is  fix  months  gone. 

O.  Wild.  Nay,  then,  there  may  be  danger 
indeed.  But  fhould  not  1  write  to  her  father, 
juft  to  let  him  know  that  you  have  difcover'd 
the  fecret  ? 

Y.  JVild,  By  all  means.  Sir;  it  will  make 
him  extremely  happy, 

O.  JFild.  Why,  then,  I  will  inftantly  about 
it.     Pray,  how  do  you  direft  to  him? 

Y.  Wild.  Abingdon,  Berkfliire. 

O.  Wild.  True  i  but  his  addrefs  ? 

Y.  Wild.  You  need  not  trouble  yourfelf. 
Sir:  I  (hall  write  by  this  port  to  my  wife,  and 
will  fend  your  letter  inclofed. 

O.  JP'ild.  Ay,  ay,  that  will  do.  [Going. 

Y.  JVild.  So,  I  have  parried  that  thruft. 

O.  Wild.  Though,  upon  fecond  thoughts. 
Jack,  that  will  rather  look  too  familiar  for  an 
introductory  letter. 

Y,  JVild.  Sir ! 

O.  Wild.  And  thefe  country  gentlemen  are 

full  of  punctilios No,  I'll  (end  him  a  letter 

apart ;  io  give  me  his  direction. 

Y.  Wild.  You  have  it,  Sir. 

O.  JVild.  Ay,  but  his  name :  I  have  been 
fo  hurried  that  I  have  entirely  forgot  it. 
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K  Wild,  t  am  fore  fo  liave  I.  [^(fc.}— Kis 
name— his  name,  Sir — Hojiltins. 

O.  Wild.  Hopkins  I 

K  WUd.  Yes,  Sir. 

O.  ?riV</.  That  is  not  the  fame  nrme  t^at 
you  gave  me  before :  that,  if  I  recolle£l,  was 
either  Sypthorp  or  Sybthorp. 

Y.  Wild.  Vou  are  right,  Sirj  that  is  his  pa- 
ternal appellation;  but  the  name  of  Hopkins 
he  took  for  an  eftate  of  his  mother's:  fo  he  is 
indifcriminately  called  Hopkins  or  Sybtht^rp: 
anu  no'A  I  recoile£l  1  have  his  letter  in  my 
pocLti — he  figns  himfeif  Syblborp  Hopkins. 

O  mid.  There  is  no  end  ot  this :  1  muft 
firip  htm  at  once.  Hark  ye.  Sir  ^  I  ihiok  you 
arecall'd  my  fon? 

y.  IVild.  I  hope.  Sir,  you  have  no  reafon  to 
doubt  it. 

O.  Wild.  And  look  upoi}  yourfelf  as  a  gen* 
tleman  P 

Y.  Wild.  In  having  the  honour  of  defcending 
from  you. 

O.  Wild.  And  that  you  think  a  fufficient 
prelenGon  ? 

Y.  Wild.  Sir— pray,  Sir 

O.  Wild.  And  by  what  means  do  you  ima- 
gine your  anceftors  obtain'd  that  diHinguiHting 
title  ?    By  their  pre-emineDce  in  virtue,  1  fup- 

y\  Wild.  Doubtlefs,  Sir, 

O.  Wild.  And  has  it  never  occurr'd  to  you, 
that  what  was  gain'd  by  honour  might  be  loft 
by  infamy  ? 

Y.  Wild.  Perfeaiy,  Sir. 

O.  Wild.  Are  you  to  learn   what   redrefs 

even  the  imputation  of  a  He  demands;  and 

-that 
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that  nothing  lefs  than  the  life  of  the  adTcrTar^r 
can  extinguifh  the  afiront  ? 

r.  Wild.  Doubtlcfs,  Sir. 

O.  Wild.  Then,  how  dare  you  call  yourfelf 
a  gentleman  f  you,  whofe  life  has  been  one 
continued  fcene  of  fraud  and  fallity  I  And 
would  nothing  content  you  but  making  me  a 
partner  in  your  infamy }  Not  fatisfied  with 
violating  that  great  band  of  fociety,  mutual 
confidence,  the  moft  facred  rights  of  nature 
mull  be  invaded,  and  your  father  made  the 
innocent  inftrument  to  circulate  your  abomU 
nable  impofitions. 

Y,  Wild.  But,  Sir ! 

O.  Wild.  Within  this  hour  my  life  was 
nearly  facrificed  in  defence  of  your  fame;  but 
perhaps  that  was  your  intention ;  and  the  flory 
of  your  marriage  merely  calculated  to  fend  me 
out  of  the  world,  as  a  grateful  return  for  my 
bringing  you  into  it. 

Y.  Ji'ild.  For  heaven's  fake.  Sit  I 

O.  Wild.  What  other  motive  ? 

Y.  Wild.  Hear  me,  I  intreat  you.  Sir. 

O.  Wild.  To  be  again  impofed  on  1  No, 
Jack  J  my  eyes  are  open'd  at  laft. 

r.  Wild.  By  all  that's  facred.  Sir— 

O.  Wild.  I  am  now  deaf  to  your  delufions. 

Y.  Wild,  But  hear  me.  Sir.  I  own  the 
Abingdon  bufinefs — 

O.Wild.  An abfolute fiftion. 

Y.  Wild.  I  do. 

O.  JVild.  And  how  dure  you 

Y.  Wild.  I  crave  but  a  moment's  audience. 

O.  mid.  Go  on. 

■Y,  Wild.  Previous  to  the  communication  of 
your  intention  for  me,  I  accidentally  met  with 
a  lady,  whofe  charms—  O.  Wild. 
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O.  Wild.  So  1 — what,  here's  another  mar- 
riage Irump'd  out  ?  but  that  is  a  ftale  device. 
And,  pray,  Sir,  what  place  does  this  lady  in- 
habit  f  Come,  come,  go  on  ;  you  have  a  fer- 
tile invention,  and  this  is  a  fine  opportunity. 
Well,  Sifj  and  this  charming  lady,  refiding,  I 
fuppofe,  in  ttubibus 

r.  Wild.  No,  Sir  J  in  London. 

O.  Wild.  Indeed ! 

Y.  fVild.  Nay,  more,  and  at  this  inftant  in 
his  houfe. 

O.  Wild.  And  her  name— 

r.  Wild.    Godfrey. 

O.  mid.  The  friend  of  Mifs  Grantham  ? 

Y.  JVild.  The  very  fame.  Sir. 

O.  Wild.  Have  you  fpoke  to  her  ? 

Y.  Wild.  Parted  from  her  not  ten  minutes 
ago;  nay,  am  here  by  her  appointment. 

O.  Wild.  Has  flie  favoured  your  addrefs  ? 

jr.  Wild.  Time,  Sir,  and  your  approbation, 
will,  I  hope. 

O.  Wild.  Look  ye.  Sir,  as  there  is  fome  little 
probability  in  this  ftory,  I  fhall  think  it  worth 
farther  inquiry.  To  be  plain  with  you,  I  know 
Mifs  Godfrey;  am  intimate  with  her  femily  : 
and  though  you  deferve  but  little  from  me,  I 
will  endeavour  to  aid  your  intention.  But  if, 
in  the  progrefs  of  this  affair,  you  praflife  any 
of  your  ufual  arts ;  if  I  difcover  the  leall  falfe- 
hood,  the  lea((  duplicity,  remember  you  have 
IoH  a  father. 

Y.  Wild.  I  fliall  fubmit  without  a  murmur. 
{Exit  Old  Wilding. 
Enter  Papillion. 

Y.  Wild.  Well,  Papillion. 

Pap. 
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Pap.  Sir,  here  has  been  the  devil  to  pay 
within. 

Y.  mid.  What's  the  matter? 

Fap.  A  whole  legion  of  cooks,  confeSion- 
crs*  niuficians,  waiters,  and  watermen. 

Y.  Wild.  What  do  they  want  ? 

Pap.  You,  Sir. 

Y.mid.  Me! 

Pap.  Yes,  Sir ;  they  have  brought  in  their 
bills. 

Y.  Wild.  Bills  I  for  what? 

Pap.  For  the  entertainment  you  gave  laft 
night  upon  the  water. 

Y.  Wild.  That  I  gave? 

Pap.  Yes,  Sir  j  you  remember  the  bill  of 
fare  :  I  am  fure  the  very  mention  of  it  makes 
my  mouth  water. 

Y.  Wild.  Prythee,  are  you  mad  ?  There 
muft  be  fome  miftake;  you  know  that  I — 

Pap.  They  have  been  vallly  puzzled  to  find 
out  your  lodgings;  but  Mr.  Kobinfon  meeting 
by  accident  with  Sir  James  Elliot,  he  was  kind 
enough  to  tell  him  where  you  lived.  Here 
are  the  bills  :  Almack's,  twelve  dozen  of  Cla- 
ret, ditto  Champagne,  Frontiniac,  Sweetmeats, 
Pine-apples  -.  the  whole  amount  is  372/.  9s. 
befides  mufic  and  fireworks. 

Y.  Wild.  Come,  Sir,  this  is  do  time  for  tri- 
fling. 

Pap.  Nay,  Sir,  they  fay  they  have  gone  full 
as  low  as  they  can  afford  ;  and  they  were  in 
hopes,  from  the  great  fatisfaflion  you  exprefT- 
ed  to  Sir  James  Elliot,  that  you  would  throw 
them  in  an  additional  compliment. 

Y.-Wild.  Hark  ye,  Mr,  Papilhon,  if  you 
don't 


:,.;,l,ZDdbyG00gle 


TBI    LTAR.  67 

don't  ceafe  your  impertinence,  I  fliall  pay  you 
a  compliment  that  you  would  gladly  exvufe. 

Pap.  Upon  my  faith,  I  relate  but  the  mere 
matter  of  fact.  You  know,  .Siri  I  am  but  bad 
at  invention  ;  though  this  incident,  I  can't  help 
thinking,  is  the  natural  fruit  of  your  happy  one. 

Y.  IVild.  But  are  you  ferious }  is  this  pof- 
fible? 

Pap.  Molt  certain.  It  was  with  difficulty 
I  reftrain'd  their  impatience;  but,  however,  I 
have  difpatch'd  them  to  your  lodgings,  with  a 
promife  that  you  fliall  immediately  meet  them. 

Y.  Wild.  Oh,  there  we  fliall  foon  rid  our 
hands  of  the  troop. — Now,  Papillion,  I  have 
news  for  you.  My  ^ther  has  got  to  the  bot- 
tom of  the  whole  Abingdon  buiinefs. 

Pap.  The  deuce  I 

Y.  fVild.  We  parted  this  moment  Such  a 
fcene ! 

Pap.  And  what  was  the  iflue  ? 

Y.  IVild.  Happy  beyond  my  hopes.  Not 
only  an  a£t  of  oblivion,  but  a  promife  to  plead 
my  caufe  with  the  fair. 

Pap.  With  Mifs  Godfrey! 

Y.  Wild.  Who  elfe?— He  is  now  with  her 
in  another  room. 

Pap.  And  there  is  no — ^you  underftand  me 
—in  all  this  ? 

Y.  Wild.  No,  no ;  that  is  all  over  now — 
my  reformation  is  fixt. 

Pap.  As  a  weather-cock. 

Y.  fVild,  Here  comes  my  father. 

Enter  Old  Wilding. 
Y.  Wild.  Well.  Sir,  I  find  in  this  laft  article 
you  have  condcfcended  to  tell  me  the  truth : 
the 
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the  young  lady  is  not  averfe  to  your  un!oa  j 
but,  in  order  to  6x  (o  mutable  a  mind,  I  have 
drawn  up  a  flight  contraft,  which  you  are 
both  to  fign. 

r.  wild.  With  tranfport. 

O.  Wild.  I  will  introduce  Mifs  Godfrey.[£j:« 

r.  IVild.  Did  not  I  tell  you,  Papillign? 

Pap.  This  is  amazing,  indeed ! 

Y.  Wild.  Am  not  i  a  hpppy  fortunate  r 

But  they  come. 

Enter  Old  Wilding  and  Mifs  Godfrey. 

O.  Wild.  If,  Madam,  he  has  not  the  higheft 
fenfc  of  the  great  honour  you  do  him,  I  {ball 

ceafe    to   regard   him. There,  Sir,   make 

your  owij  acknowledgments  to  that  lady. 

r.  Wild.  Sir ! 

O.  Wild.  This  is  mere  than  you  merit ;  but 
let  your  future  behaviour  tetlify  your  gratitude, 

Y.Wiid.  Papillion!  Madam!  Sir! 

O.jyUd.  What,  is  the  puppy  petrified! — 
Why  don't  you  go  up  to  ihe  lady  ? 

Y.  Wild.  Up  to  the  lady  !— That  ladv  ? 

O.  Wild.  That  lady  1— To  be  fure.  'What 
other  lady  ? — To  Mifs  Godfrey. 

Y.  Wild.  That  lady  Mifs  Godfrey  ? 

O.  Jfild.  What  is  all  this?— Hark  ye.  Sir; 
I  fee  what  you  are  at :  but  no  trifling  ;  I'll  be 
DO  more  the  dupe  of  your  double  deteftable — 
Recolleft  my  laft  refolution  :  This  inftant  your 
band  to  the  contra£f,  or  tremble  at  the  coDfe- 
quence. 

Y.  Wild.  Sir,  that,  I  hope,  is— might  not  I 
— to  be  fure 

O.  Wild.  No  furrher  evalions!     There,  Sir. 

r.  Wild.  Heigh  ho!     {Signs  it.\ 

O.  Wild. 
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O.  JVild.  Very  well.  Now,  Madam,  your 
name  if  you  pleafe. 

Y.  Wild.  rapniion,doyouknowwhofheis? 

Pap.  That's  a  queftion  indeed  1  Don't  you. 
Sir? 

Y.  Wild.  Not  I,  as  I  hope  to  be  faved. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  A  young  lady  begs  to  fpcak  with  Mr. 
Wilding. 

Y.  Wild.  Wilhme? 

M.  God.  A  young  lady  with  Mr.  Wilding ! 

Ser.  Seems  diftreU,  Madam,  and  extreme- 
ly  prefljng  for  admittance. 

M.  God.  Indeed !  There  may  be  fomething 
in  tt}is.  You  muft  permit  me.  Sir,  topaufe  a 
little :  who  knows  but  a  prior  claim  may  pre- 
vent  

O.  JVild,  How,  Sir,  who  is  this  lady  ? 

Y.  Wild.  It  is  impoffible  for  me  to  divine.Sir. 

O.  Wild.  You  know  nothing  of  her? 

Y.mid.  Howfliouldlf 

O.  Wild.  You  hear.  Madam. 

Af-  God.  1  prefume  your  fon  can  have  no 
objeflion  to  the  lady's  appearance. 

Y.  Wild.  Not  in  the  leaft,  Madam. 

M.  God.  Show  her  in,  John.         [Exit  Ser. 

O.  Wild.  No,  Madam,  I  don't  think  there  is 
the  ieaft  room  for  fufpe£ting  him :  he  can't  be 

fo  abandon'd  as  to But  ihe  is  here.    Upon 

my  word,  a  Tightly  woman. 

Enter  Kitty  as  Mi/s  Sybthorp. 
Kit.  Where  is  he? — Oh,  let  me  throw  my 
arms — my  life — my—  — 
Y.mid.  Heyday! 
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Kit.  And  could  you  leave  me  ?  and  for  fo 
long  a  fpace  ?  Think  how  the  tedious  time 
has  lagz'd  along. 

r.  Wild.  Madam ! 

Kit.  But  we  are  met  at  laft,  and  now  will 
part  no  more. 

F,  Wild.  The  deuce  we  won't ! 

Kit.  What,  not  one  kind  lookl  no  tender 
word  to  hail  our  fecond  meeting ! 

Y.  Wild.  What  the  devil  is  al)  this? 

Kit.  Are  all  your  oaths,  your  proteftation^ 
come  to  \}<<\i  ?  Have  I  deferred  fuch  treatment  k 
Quitted  my  father's  houfe,  left  all  my  friends, 
and  wander'd  here  alone  in  fearch  of  thee, 
thou  firft,  laft,  only  objeft  of  my  love  I 

O.  Wild.  To  what  can  alt  this  tend  ?  Haric 
ye.  Sir ;  unriddle  this  myftery. 

Y.  JVild.  Davus,  non  Edipus  fum.  It  is 
beyond  me,  I  confefs.  Some  lunatic  efcaped 
from  her  keeper,  I  fupjwjfe. 

A7/.  Am  I  difown'd  then,  contemn'd,  flight- 
ed? 

O.  Wild.  Hold! — let  me  inquire  into  this 

matter  a  little.     Pray,  Madam You  feem 

to  be  pretty  familiar  here.— Do  you  know  this 
gentleman  ? 

Kit.  Too  well. 

O.  Wild.  His  name? 

A-iV.  "Wilding. 

O.  Wild.  So  far  flie  is  right.  Now  youn, 
if  you  pleafe. 

Kit.  Wilding. 

Omnes.  Wilding! 

O.  Wild.  And  now  came  you  by  that  name, 
pray? 

Kit.  Moft  lawfully.  Sir:  by  the  facred  band, 
the  holy  tie  that  made  us  one.  O.  IViUL 

oogic 
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O-  Wild  What.  m<tifkil  to  hlcaf 

Kit.  Ml)*!  true. 

Omrfs.  How ! 

y.  Wild.  Sir,  may  I  rever^— 

O.  Wild.  Peace,  monder! — One  qutflloa 
more:  your  tiiaiilen  oame  i 

Kit.  Sybthorp. 

O.  Wild,  l.ydia,  from  Abiogdon,  in  the 
county  of  Berks  ? 

Kit.  The  fame. 

O,  Wild,  As  I  fufpcfled.  So  then  the  whole 
flory  is  true,  and  the  monftcr  is  married  at  h&. 

Y.  Wild.  Me.  Sir !    By  nil  that's— 

O.  Wild.  Eternal  ^umbnefsfeize  thee,  mea- 
furelefs  lyar! 

Y.  Wild,  If  not  me,  hear  this  gentleman- 
Marquis — 

Pap.  Not  I;  I'll  be  drawn  into  none  of 
your  fcrapes :  it  is  a  pit  of  your  own  digging  j 
and  fo  get  out  as  well  as  you  can.  Mean  time 
rilihiftfcrmyfelf.  [Exit. 

O.  JVild.  What  evafion  now,  monfter  ? 

M.  God.  Deceiver! 

O.Wild.  Lyar! 

M.God.  Impoaor! 

K.  Wild.  Why,  this  is  a  general  comljination 
to  diftraft  me;  but  I  will  be  heard,  wr,  you 
are  grofsly  impofed  upon :  the  low  contriver 
of  this  woman's  fhallow  artifice  I  fliall  foon 
find  means  to  difcover;  and  as  to  you,  Madam^ 
with  whom  I  have  been  fuddenly  furprifed  in- 
to a  contra£l,  I  moft  folemnly  declare  this  is 
the  Brft  time  I  ever  fet  eyes  on  you. 

O.  JVild.  Amazing  confidence  I  Did  not  I 
bring  her  at  your  own  requeft  t 

KfVild.  No. 

M.  God. 
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M.  God.  Is  not  this  your  own  lettec  ? 

Y.  Wild.  No. 

Kit.  Am  not  I  your  wife  ? 

r.  Wild.  No. 

O.  Wild.  Did  not  you  own  it  to  me  ? 

Y.  fVild.  Yes — that  is— no,  no. 

Kit.  Hear  me. 

r.  Wild.  No. 

M.  God.  Anfwer  me; 

r.  Wild.  No. 

O.  mid.  Have  not  I— 

Y.  Wild.  No,  no,  no.    Zounds  I  you  are  all 
mad ;  and  if  I  llay>  i  fball  catch  the  infeflioD. 
[Exit. 
Enter  Sir  James  Elliot  and  Mifs  Grantham. 

Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

M.  Gr.  Finely  perform'd. 

O.  JVild.  You  have  kept  your  promife,  and 
I  thank  you.  Madam. 

M.  Gr.  My  medicine  was  fomewhat  roughs 
Sir;  but  in  dcfperate  cafes,  you  know — 

O.Wild.  If  his  cure  is  completed,  he  will 
gratefully  acknowledge  the  caufe;  if  not,  the 
punilhment  comes  far  fliort  of  his  crimes.  It 
IS  needlefs  to  pay  you  any  compliments^  Sir 
James;  with  that  lady  you  can't  fail  to  be  hap- 
py. I  fiian't  venture  to  hint  a  fcheme  I  have 
greatly  at  heart,  till  we  have  undeniable  proofs 
of  the  fuccefs  of  our  operations.  To  the  ladies, 
indeed,  no  chara£ier  is  fo  dangerous  as  that  of 
a  lyar; 

They  in  the  faireA  frames  can  lix  a  flaw. 
And  vftnquifli  females  whom  ibey  never  Taw. 
FINIS. 


rafeAt  owl  CoH^m.  Friittrt,  Mlddltjtn^. 
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TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 

GRANVILLE    LEVESON    GOWER, 

EAKL   GOWER, 

Lord  Chamberlain  of  his  Majdly's  Houlhold. 

My  Lord, 

The  following  little  Corned)',  founded  on  a 
Aory  of  M.  MarmonteH's,  and  calculated  to  ex- 
pofe  the  frivolity  and  ignorance  of  the  pre- 
tenders to  learning,  with  the  infolcnce  and  vanity 
of  their  fuperHcial,  illiberal  protei^ors,  can  be 
addrelTcd  to  no  nobleman  with  more  propriety 
than  to  Lord  Gower;  whofc  judgment,  though 
cl^ant,  is  void  of  affe^ation;  and  whofe  pa- 
tronage, though  powerful,  is  deftitute  of  all  fa- 
ftidious  parade.  It  is  with  pleafure,  my  Lord, 
that  the  Public  fees  your  Lordfhip  placed  at  the 
head  of  that  department  which  is  to  decide, 
without 
L, ,_  I  .Google 
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without  appeal,  on  the  moft  popular  domain  in 
the  whole  republic  of  letters;  a  fpot  that  has 
always  been  diftinguilhed  with  alfeiftion,  and 
cultivated  with  care,  by  every  ruler  the  Icaft  at- 
tentive to  either  chaftilmg  the  morals,  polithing 
the  manners,  or,  what  is  of  equal  importance, 
rationally  amufing  the  Icifure  of  the  people. 

The  Patron,  my  Lord,  who  now  begs  your 
protei5lion,  has  had  the  good  fortune  to  be  well 
received  by  the  public  j  and,  indeed,  of  all  the 
pieces  that  I  have  had  the  honour  to  offer  them, 
this  feems  to  me  to  have  the  faireO  claim  to 
their  favour. 

But  the  play,  ftripp'd  of  thofe  theatrical  orna- 
ments for  which  it  is  indebted  to  your  Lord- 
fhip's  indulgence,  mufl  now  plead  it's  own  caufe; 
nor  will  I,  my  Lord,  with  an  afFeded  humility, 
echo  the  trite,  coarfe,  though  clafTical  compli- 
ment, of  Opiimas  palrontis,  peffimus  poeta:  for  if 
this  be  really  true  of  the  lall,  the  firft  can  have 
but  fmall  pretenfions  to  praife ;  patronizing  bad 
poets  being,  in  my  poor  opinion,  full  as  per- 
nicious fo  the  progrefs  of  letters,  as  negleding 
the  good. 

In  humble  hopes,  then,  my  Lord,  of  not 
being  thought  the  meanefl  in  the  Mufes  train,  I 
have  taken  the  liberty  to  prefix  your  name  to 
this  dedication,  and  publicly  to  acknowledge 
my  obligations  to  your  Lordfhip;  which,  let  me 
boaft  too,  I  have  had  the  happinefs  to  receive, 
untainted  by  the  infolenccof  domcftics,  the  de- 
lays 
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lays  of  office,  or  the  chilling  fuperiority  of  rank) 
tnorcifitations  which  have  been  too  often  ex- 
perienced by  much  greater  writers  than  myfelf, 
from  much  lefs  men  than  your  Lofdfhip. 

My  Lord,  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  with  the 
grcateft  refpedt  and  gratitude, 

YourLordftiip's  mod  obliged, 
and  mod  devoted, 
humble  fervant., 


Tu««.^64.  SAMUEL    FOOTE. 


Diamati.^ 
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Dramatis  Perfonce. 


\Mr.  Footc. 


Sir  Thomas  Lofty,  T 
Sir  Peter  Pepperpot.J 

Dick  Bevbr,  Mr.  Death. 

Frank  Younger,  Mn  Davis 

Sir  Roger  Dowlas,  Mr.  Palmer. 

Mr.  Rust,  Mr.  JVefton. 

Mr.  Dactyl,  Mr.  Granger, 

Mr,  Puff,  Mr.  Hayes. 

Mr.  Staytape,  Mr.  Brawn. 

Robin,  Mr.  Parfons. 

John,  Mr  Lewis. 
Two  Blackfi. 

Mtfs  Juliet,  Mrs.  Granger. 
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ACT    I. 

SCENE    THE     STREET. 

Entir  Btvtr  and  Teungtr. 

YOUNGER. 

No,  EMck,  you  muft  pardon  mc. 

BEVER. 

Nay,  but  to  fatisfy  your  curiofity. 

YOUNGER. 
I  tell  you,  I  have  not  ajoi. 


Why  then  to  gratify  mc. 

YOUNGER. 
At  rather  too  great  an  expence. 

SEVER. 
To  a  fellow  of  your  obfervation  and  turn,  I 
(hould  think,  now,  fuch  a  fcene  a  moft  delicate 
treat. 

YOUNGER. 
Delicate!  Palling,  naufeous,  to  a  dreadful  de- 
gree.   To  a  lover,  indeed,  the  charms  of  the 
niece  may  palliate  the  uncle's  fiilfome  fonnality. 
BEVER. 
The  uncle !  ay,  but  then  you  know  he  is  only 
one  of  the  group. 

YOUHGSR. 
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YOUNGER. 

That's  true;  but  the  Bgures  are  all  finifh'd  a- 

like : — a  manitrt,  a  cirefome  famcnefs  throughout. 

BEVER. 
There  you  will  excufe  me ;  I  am  fure  there  is 
no  want  of  variety. 

YOUNGER. 
No!  then  let  us  have  a  detail.   Come,  Dick, 
give  us  a  bill  of  the  play. 

EEVER. 
Firft,  you  know,  there's  Juliet's  uncle. 

YOUNGER. 
What;  Sir  Thomas  Lofty !  the  modern  Midas, 
or  rather  (as  fifty  dedications  will  tell  you)  the 
Pollio,  the  Atticus,  the  patron  of  genius,  the 
proteftor  of  arts,  the  paragon  of  poets,  decider 
on  merir,  chief  juftice  of  tafte,  and  fworn  ap- 
praifer  to  Apollo  and  the  tuneful  Nine.  Ha, 
ha. — Oh,  the  tedious,  infipid,  infufFerable  cox- 
comb! 

BEVER. 
Nay,  now,  Frank,  you  are  too  extravagant. 
He  is  univcrfally  allow'd  to  have  taflc;  Oiarp- 
judging  Adriel,  and  the  mufe's  friend,  himfelf 
a  mufc. 

YOUNGER. 
Tafte!  by  who?  underling  bards,  thathcfeedsj 
and  broken  bookfellers,  that  he  bribes.  Look 
ye,  Dick,  what  raptures  you  plcafe,  when  Mifs 
Lofty  is  your  theme ;  but  expetfl  no  quarter  for 
the  reft  of  the  family.  I  tell  thee,  once  for  all. 
Lofty  is  a  rank  impoftor,  the  bufo  of  an  illiberal, 
mercenary  tribe ;  he  has  neither  genius  ro  create, 
judgment  to  diftinguini,orgcnerofi[y  to  reward; 
his  wealth  has  gain'd  him  flattery  from  the  in- 
dij^cnc 
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digent,  and  the  haughty  infolencc  of  his  pre- 
tence, admiration  from  the  ignorant.     Vnla  U 
portrait  de  vttre  tncU.    Now  on  to  the  next. 
BEVER. 
The  ingenious  and  erudite  Mr.  Ruft. 

YOUNGER. 
What,  old  Martin^  the  mcdal.monger ? 

BEVER. 
The  fame,  and  my  rival  in  Juliet. 

YOUNGER. 
Rival!  what,  Ruft?  why  ftie's  too  modern  for 
him  by  a  couple  of  centuries.     Martin!  why  he 
likes  no  heads  but  upon  coins.    Married!  the 
mummy!  Why  'tis  not  above  a  fortnight  ago 
that  I  faw  him  making  love  to  the  figure  with- 
out a  nofe  in  Somcrfet-Gardcns:  I  caught  him 
ftroaking  the  marble  plaits  of  her  gown,  and 
afked  him  if  he  was  not  alhamed  to  take  fuch 
liberties  with  ladies  in  public. 
BEVER. 
What  an  inconllant  old  fcoundrel  it  is ! 

YOUNGER. 
Oh,  a  Dorimant.    But  how  came  this  about? 
what  could  occafion  the  change?  was  it  in  the 
power  of  flefh  and  blood  to  fcduce  this  adorer  of 
virtu  from  his  marble  and  porphyry? 
BEVER. 
Juliet  has  done  it ;  and,  what  will  furpriic  you, 
his  tafte  was  a  bawd  to  the  bulinefs. 
YOUNGER. 
Pr'ythcc  explain. 

BEVER. 

Juliet  met  him  laft  week  at  her  uncle's  :  he  was 

a  little  pleafcd  with  the  Greek  of  her  profile;  but, 
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on  a  cloTer  cnqairy,  he  found  the  turo-ap  of  bef 
nofe  to  exadly  rdnnblc  the  buft  of  the  princcb 
Popsea. 

YOUNGER. 
The  chafte  nMietjr  of  the  amiable  Nero, 

BSVER. 
The  lame. 

YOUNGER* 
Oh,  the  deuce !  then  your  bufinels  was  done  in 
an  inEbmc. 

BEYER. 

Immediately.    In  &vour  of  the  tip,  he  ofier- 

ed  carte  htancoe  for  the  reft  of  the  %ure,  which 

(as  you  may  fuppofe)  was  inftamly  cai^ht  at. 

YOUNGER. 

Doubtlefa.    But  who  have  we  here } 

BEVER. 

This  is  one  of  Lofty's  companions,  a  Wcrt- 
Indian  of  an  over-grown  fortune.  He  faves  me 
the  [rouble  of  a  portrait.  This  is  Sir  Peter 
Pepperpot. 

EnUr  Sir  Peter  Ptpptrpal  and  tws  blactt. 
Sir  PETER. 
Carclefs  fcoundrels !  harkee,  rafcals !   I'll  ba- 
hifh  you  home,  you  dogs !  you  (hall  back,  and 
broil  in  the  fun.    Mr.  Sever,  your  humble;  Sir, 
I  am  your  entirely  devoted. 
beVer. 
Vou  feem  moved ;  what  has  been  the  matter, 
Sir  Peter? 

Sir  PETER. 
Matter !  why,  I  am  invited  to  dinner  on  a  bar- 
bicu,  and  the  villains  have  foigot  my  bottle  of 
cayenne. 

roUHOER. 
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YOUNGER. 

Unpardonable. 

Sir  PETER. 
Ay,  this  country  has  fpoil'd  them;  this  fame 

chriftening  will  ruin  the  colonies. Well,  dear 

Bever,  rare  ncwsf  boy  {  our  fleet  is  arrived  from 
the  Weft. 

BEVER. 
It  is? 

Sir  PETER. 
Ay,  lad;  and  a  glorious  cargo  of  turtle.    It 
was  lucky  I  went  to  Brighthelmftonc;  I  nick- 
ed the  time  to  a  hair;  jhin  as   a  lath,  and 
a  (lomach  as  ftiarp  as  a  fhark's:  never  was  in 
finer  condition  for  feeding. 
BEVER. 
Have  you  a  large  importation.  Sir  Peter? 

Sir  PETER. 
Nine;  but  fcven  in  excellent  order:  the  cap- 
tain affures  me  they  greatly  gain'd  ground  on  the 
voyage. 

BEVER. 
■How  doyoudifpofeofthem? 

Sir  PETER. 
Four  to  Cornhill,  three  to  Almack's,  and  the 
two  fickly  ones  I  Ihall  fend  to  my  borough  in 
Yorkftiire. 

YOUNGER. 
Ay!  what,  have  ihc  provincials  a  reliih  for 
turtle? 

Sir  PETER. 
Sir,  it  is  amazing  how  this  country  improves  in 
turtle  and  turnpikes;  to  which  (gives  me  leave 
to  fay)  we,  from  our  part  of  the  world,  have  not 
a  little  contributed.  Why,  formerly,  Sir,  a  brace 
of  bucks  on  the  mayor's  annual  day  was  thought 
«  pretty  moderate  bleffing.  BQl  wc.  Sir,  have 
polifh'd 
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their  palates.  Why,  Sir,  not  the  meaneO  mem^ 
ber  of  my  corporation  but  can  diftinguifh  the 
pafli  from  the  pee. 

YOUNGER. 
Indeed '. 

Sir  PETER. 
Ay,  and  fever  the  green  from  the  (hell  with 
the  fkill  of  the  ableft  anaiomift. 
YOUNGER. 
And  they  are  fond  of  it  ? 

Sir  PETER. 
Oh,  that  the  confumption  will  tell  you.     The 
Hated  allowance  is  fix  pounds  to  an  alderman,  and 
five  to  each  of  their  wives. 
BEVER. 
A  plentiful  provifion, 

Sif  PETER. 
But  there  was  never  known  any  wafic:    the 
mayor,  recorder,  and  redor,  arc  permitted  to  eat 
as  much  as  they  pleafe. 

YOUNGER. 
The  entertainment  is  pretty  expenfive. 
Sir  PETER. 

Land-carriage  and  all.    But  I  contrived  td 
fmuggle  the  Ian  that  I  fent  them. 
BEVER. 
Smuggle!  I  don't  underftand  you. 

Sir  PETER. 

Why,  Sir,  the  rafcally  coachman  had  always 

charged    me    five    pounds    for    the    carriage. 

Damn'd  dear!     Now  my  cook  going  at    the 

fame  time  into  the  country,  I  made  him  clap  a 

capuchin  upon  the  turtle,  and  for  thirty  fhillings 

put  him  an  infide  paflcnger  in  the  Doncafter  fly. 

YOUNGER. 

A  happy  expedient. 

BIVER. 
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SEVER. 

Oh,  Sir  Peter  has  infinite  humour. 

Sir  PETER. 
Yes,  but  the  frolick  had  like  to  have  proved 
fatal. 

YOUNGER, 
How  fo? 

Sir  PETER. 

The  maid  at  the  Rummer,  at  Hatfield,  popp'd 
her  head  into  the  coach,  to  know  if  the  company 
would  have  any  breakfaft:  Ecod,  the  turtle.  Sir, 
laid  hold  of  her  nofe,  and  flapp'd  her  face  with  his 
fins  till  the  poor  devil  fell  into  a  fit.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 
YOUNG  KR, 

Oh,  an  abfolute  Rabelais. 
BEVER. 

What,  1  reckon,  Sir  Peter,  you  arc  going  to 
the  Square? 

Sir  PETER. 

Ycsj  I  extremely  admire  Sir  Thomas.  Yon 
know  this  is  his  day  of  affembly;  I  fuppofe  you 
will  be  there :  I  can  tell  you,  you  are  a  wonderful 
favourite. 

Am  I? 

Sir  PETER. 
He  fays,  your  natural  genius  is  fine;  and  when 
polifh'd  by  his  cultivation,   will  furprize  and 
a[toni{b  the  world. 

BEVER. 
I  hope,  Sir,  I  (hall  have  your  voice  with  the 
public. 

Sir  PETER. 
Mine!  O  fie,  Mr.  Bcver. 
BEVER. 
Come,  come,  you  arc  no  inconfiderable  patron. 

Sir    PiiTER, 


BEVER. 
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Sir  PETER. 

He,  he,  he.  Can't  fay  but  I  love  to  encourage 
the  am. 

BfiVER. 
And  have  contributed  largely  yourfelf. 

YOUNGER. 
What,  is  Sir  Peter  an  author? 
Sir  PETER. 

0  fie !  what  me  ?  a  mere  dabbler ;  have  blotted 
my  fingers,  'tis  true : — fome  fonnets,  that  have 
not  been  thought  wanting  in  fait, 

BEVER. 
And  your  epigrams. 

Sir  reTER. 
Not  entirely  without  point. 

BEVER. 
But  come.  Sir  Peter,  the  love  of  the  arts  is  not 
the  folc  caufe  of  your  vifits  to  the  houfe  you  arc 
going  to. 

Sir  PETER. 
1  don't  underftand  you. 

BEVER. 
Mifs  Juliet,  the  niece. 

Sit  PETER. 
Ofic!  what  chance  have  I  there?  Indeed,  if 
Lady  Peppcrpot  Ihould  happen  to  pop  off — 
BEVER. 

1  don't  know  that.  You  arc.  Sir  Peter,  a  dan- 
gerous man ;  and,  were  I  a  father,  or  uncle,  I 
ftiould  not  be  a  little  (hy  of  your  vifits. 

Sir  PETER. 
Pftia  !  dear  Bevcr,  you  banter. 

BEVER. 
And  (unlefs  I  am  extremely  out  in  my  guefs* 
that  lady — 

Sir  PETER. 
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Sir  PETER. 
Hctf!  what,  what,  dcarBcvcr? 
'  BRVER. 

But  if  you  fliould  betray  me— 

Sit  PETER, 
May  I  never  eat  a  bit  of  green  fiit,  if  I  do ! 

BEVER. 
Hints  have  been  dropp'd. 

Sir  PETER. 
The  devil !  come  a  little  this  way. 

BEVER. 
Well  made ;  not  robuft  and  gigantic,  'tis  true, 
but  extremely  genteel. 

Sit  PETER. 
Indeed  > 

BEVER. 
Features,  not  entirely  regular;  but  marking, 
with  an  air  now,  fuperior;  greatly  above  the  — 
vou  underftand  me  ? 

'  Sir  PETER. 

Perfeflly.    Something  noble;  expreflivcof— 
fafliion. 

BEVER. 
Right. 

Sit  PETER, 
Yes,  I  have  been  frequently  told  fo. 

BEVER. 
Not  an  abfolute  wit  j  but  fomething  infinitely 
better:  an  enjouemenl^  a  fpirit,  a — 
Sir  PETER. 

Gaiety.    1  was  ever  fo,  from  a  child. 

BEVER. 
In  fliort,  your  drefs,  addrefs,  with  a  thoufand 
other  particulars  that  at  prefent  I  can't  recolle<^. 

Sir  PETER. 

Why,  dear  Bevcr,  to  tell  thee  the  truth,  I  have 

always  admired  Mifs  Juliet,   and    a   delicate 

creature 
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creature  flic  is :  fweet  as  a  fugar^cane,  ftrait  as  a 
bamboo,  and  her  teeth  as  white  as  a  negro's. 
BEVER. 
Poetic,  but  true.     Now  only  conceive.    Sir 
Peter,  fuch  a  plantation  of  pcrfeiftions  to  be  de- 
voured by  that  caterpillar  Ruft. 
Sir  PETER. 
A  liquorilh  grub !    Are  pine-applcs  for  fuch 
muclcworms  as  he?    I'll    fend  him  a    jar    of 
citrons  and  ginger,  and  poifon  the  pipkin. 
BEVER. 
No,  no. 

Sir  PETER. 
Or  invite  him  to  dinner,  and  mix  rat's<bane 
along  with  his  curry. 

BEVER. 
Not  fo  precipitate;  I  think  wc  may  defeat  him 
without  any  danger. 

Sir  PETER. 
How,  how? 

BEVER. 
I  have  a  thought — but  we  muft  fettle  the  plan 
with  the  lady.    Could  notyou  give  her  the  hint, 
that  1 1hould  be  glad  to  fee  her  a  moment. 

Sir  PETER. 

rn  do  it  direaiy. 

BEVER. 
But  don't  let  Sir  Thomas  perceive  you. 

Sir   PETER. 
Never  fear.     You'll  follow  ? 

BEVER. 
The  inftant  I  have  fettled  matters  with  hcrj 
but  fix  the  old  fellow  fo  that  Ihe  may  not  be 
mifs'd. 

Sir  PETER, 
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Sir  PETER. 
I'll  nail  him,  I  warrant;  I  have  his  opinion 
to  beg  on  this  manufcripc 
BEVER. 
Your  own  ? 

Sir  PETER. 
No. 

BEVER. 
Oh  ho!  what  fomething  new  from  thedodor, 
your  chaplain  ? 

Sir  PETER. 
He !  no,  no.    O  Lord,  he's  eloped. 

BEVER. 
How? 

Sir  PETER. 
Gone.    You  know  he  was  to  dedicate  his  vo- 
lume of  fables  to  me:   fo  [  gave  him  thirty 
pounds  to  get  my  arms  engraved,  to  prefix  (by 
way  of  print)  to  the  frontifptece;  and,  O  grief  of 

FrieB  \  the  dodor  has  moved  off  with  the  money, 
11  fend  you  Mifs  Juliet.  [£«/. 

BEVER. 

There,  now,  is  a  fpccial  protedlor!  The  arts,  t 

think,  can't  but  flourifh  under  fuch  a  Mecsnas. 

YOUNGER. 

Heaven  vifits  with  a  tafte  the  wealthy  fool. 

BEVER. 
True;  but  thenj  to  jultify  the  difpenfation. 

From  hence  the  poor  ire  doirh'd,  the  hnogrjr  fed, 
EortuDCt  to  bookfcllen,  to  aaihoM  breid. 

YOUNGER. 
The  diflribution  is,  I  own,  a  little  unequal: 
and  here  comes  a  moft  melancholy  inftance; 
poor  Dick  E)aAyl,  and  his  publiflier  PuE 

Enter 
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EtUtr  Da£lyl  and  Puff. 

PUFF, 
Why,  then,  Mr.  Daftyl,  carry  them  to  fome- 
body  ctfe ;  there  are  people  enough  in  the  trade; 
but  I  wonder  you  would  meddle  with  poetry ; 
you  know  it  rarely  pays  for  the  paper. 
DACTYL. 
And  how  can  one  help  it,  Mr.  Puff?  Genius 
impels,  and  when  a  man  is  once  lifted  in  the  fer- 
vice  of  the  Mufes— 

PUFF. 
Why  let  him  give  them  warning  as  foon  as  he 
can.    A  pretty  fort  of  fervice,  indeed !  where 
there  are  neither  wages  nor  vails.    The  Mufes! 
And  what,  I  fuppofe,  this  is  the  livery  they  give. 
Gadzooks,  I  had  rather  be  a  waiter  at  Ranelagh. 
BEVER. 
The  poet  and  publifher  at  variance  1   What  is 
the  matter,  Mr,  Daiftyl  ? 

DACTYL. 

As  Gad  Ihall  judge  me,  Mr,  Bever,  as  pretty  a 

poem,  and  fo  polite ;  not  a  monal  can  take  any 

offence ;  all  full  of  panegyric  and  praife. 

PUFF. 

A  fine  charafter  he  gives  of  his  works.    No 

offence !  the  greateft  in  the  world,  Mr.  Dadlyl. 

Panegyric  and  praife !  and  what  will  that  do  with 

the  public?     Why,   who  the  devil  will  give 

money  to  be  told  that  Mr.  Such-a-onc  is  a  wifer 

or  belter  man  than  himfelf?  No,  no;  'tis  quite 

and  clean  out  of  nature.     A  good  foufing  fatire, 

now,  well  powder'd  with  perfonal  pepper,  and 

feafoned  with  the  fpirit  of  party ;  that  dcmolilhes 

a  confpicuous  charaifter,  and  finks  him  below 

our 
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our  own  level  j  there,  there,  we  are  pleafed  i 
there  we  chuckle,  and  grin>  and  tofs  tne  hal& 
crowns  on  the  counter. 

DACTYL. 

Yes,  and  fo  get  cropp'd  for  a  libel. 
PUFF. 

Cropp'd !  ay,  and  the  luckieft  thing  that  can 
happen  to  you.  Why,  I  would  not  give  two 
pence  for  an  author  that  is  affaid  of  his  ears. 
Writing,  writing  is,  (as  I  may  fay.l  Mr.  Daftyl, 
a  fort  of  warfare,  where  none  can  be  vidtor  that 
is  the  lead  afraid  of  a  fear.  Why,  zooks,  Sir,  I 
never  got  fait  to  my  potridge  till  I  mounted  at 
the  Royal  Exchange. 

BEVER. 

Indeed  < 

PUFF. 

No,  no :  that  was  the  making  of  me.  Then 
my  name  made  a  noife  in  the  world.  Talk  of 
forked  hills,  and  of  Helicon!  romantic  and  fa- 
bulous ftuflr.  The  true  Caftalian  ftream  is  a 
fhower  of  eggs,  and  a  pillory  the  poet's  Far- 
naflus. 

DACTTU 

Ay,  to  you  indeed  it  may  anfwer;  but  what  do 
we  get  for  our  pains? 

PUFF. 

Why,  what  the  deuce  would  you  get?  food, 
fire,  and  fame.  Why  you  would  not  grow  fat ! 
a  corpulent  poet  1$  a  monfter,  a  prodigy !  No, 
noj  fpare  dietis  a  fpurto  the  fancy;  high  feed- 
ing would  but  founder  your  Pegafus. 
DACTYL. 

Why,  you  impudent,  illiterate  rafcall  who  is 
it  you  dare  treat  in  this  manner  ? 

»UFP. 
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PUFF. 
Heyday  1  what  is  the  matter  now? 

DACTYL. 
And  is  this  the  return  for  all  the  obligations 
you  owe  me?  But  no  matter  ?   the  world,  the 
world  (hail  know  what  you  are,  and  how  you 
have  ufed  me. 

PUFF. 
Do  your  worft;  I  defpifc  you. 

DAcmrL. 
They  fhall  be  told  from  what  a  dunghill  you 
fprang.     Gentlemen,  if  there  be  faith  in  a  finner, 
that  iellow  owes  every  fbilling  to  me. 
PUFF. 
To  thee! 

DACTYL. 
Ay,  Sirrah,  to  me.    In  what  kind  of  way  did 
1  find  you  ?  then  where  and  what  was  your  ftatc  ? 
Gentlemen,  his  fliop  was  a  fhed  in  Moorfields ; 
his  kitchen  a  broken  pipkin  of  charcoal ;  and 
his  bed-chamber,  under  the  counter. 
PUFF. 
I  never  was  fond  of  expence;  I  ever  minded 
my  trade. 

DACTYL. 
Your  trade !  and  pray  with  what  flock  did 
you  trade  ?  I  can  give  you  the  catalogue  ;  1  be- 
lieve it  won't  ovcrburrhen  my  memory.  Two 
odd  volumes  of  Swift;  the  Life  of  Moll  Flanders, 
with  cuts ;  the  Five  Scnfes,  printed  and  coloured 
by  Overton  j  a  few  claflics,  ihumb'd  and  blotted 
by  the  boys  of  the  Charterhoufc;  with  the  Trial 
of  Dr.  Sachcverel. 

PUFF. 
Malice! 

DACTYt. 
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DACTYL. 

Then,  Sirrad,  I  gave  you  my  Canaing:  uwas 
(be  6rfl;  fee  you  afloat. 

PUFF. 
A  grub. 

DACTYL. 
And  it  is  not  only  my  writings :  you  know. 
Sirrah,  what  you  owe  to  my  phytic. 

BBVER. 
How!  a  phyficiaa? 

DACTYL. 
Yes,  Mr.  Sever;  phyHc  and  poetry.     Apollo 
is  the  patron  of  both:  Opiferque  per  or^em  dieor. 

FUFF. 
His  phytic  I 

DACTYL. 
My  phytic !   ay,  my  phytic :  why,  dare  you 
deny  it,  you  rafcal !   What,  have  you  fofgoc  my 
powders  for  flatulent  crudities  ? 
PUFF, 
No. 

DACTYL. 
My  cofmetic  lozenge,  and  fugar  plumbs? 
PUFF. 

No. 

DACTYL. 
My  coral  for  cutting  of  teeth,  my  potions, 
my  lotions,  my  pr^nancy  drops,  with  my  pafle 
for  fuperfluous  hairs  ? 

PUFF, 
No,  no;  have  you  done? 

DACTYL. 
No,  no,  noj  but  1  believe  this  will  fuffice  for 
for  the  prefent. 

PUFF. 
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PUFF. 
Now  would  not  any  mortal  believe  that  lowed 
my  all  to  thii  fellow. 

BEVER. 
Why,  indeed.  Mr,  PufT.  the  balance  does  feem 
in  his  favour. 

PUFF. 
In  his  fiivourt  why  you  don't  give  any  credit 
to  him :  a  reptile,  a  bug,  that  owes  his  very  being 
tome. 

DACTYI- 
1.1.1! 

PUFF. 

You,  you !  What,  I  fuppofe,  you  forget  your 

garret  in  Wine-ofHce-courr,  when  you  nirnilh'd 

paragraphs  for  the  Facthing-poft  at  twelve-pence 

a  dozen. 

DACTYL. 
FiiUon. 

PUFF. 
Then,  did  not  I  get  you  made  colleiftor  of  ca- 
fualties  to  the  Whitehall  and  St.  James's?  but 
that  poft  your  lazinefs  loft  you.  Gentlemen,  he 
never  brought  them  a  robbery  till  thehighwayman 
was  going  to  be  hang'd  i  a  birth  till  thechriften- 
ing  was  over;  nor  a  death  till  the  hatchment 
was  up. 

DACTYL. 
Mighty  well ! 

PUFF. 

And  now,  becaufe  the  fellow  has  got  a  little  in 

flclh,  by  being  puff  to  the  play-houfe  this  winter, 

(to  which,  by  the  bye,  I  got  him  appointed,)  he 

is  as  proud  and  as  vain  as  Voluire.     But  I  (halt 

foon  have  him  under;  the  vacation  will  come. 

DACTYL. 

Let  it. 
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PUFF. 
Then  ]  fliall  have  hinLiheaking  and  cringing, 
hangii^  about  me,  and  begging  a  bit  of  tranfla- 
tion, 

DACTYL. 
I  beg,  I,  for  tranflation ! 

PUFF, 
No.  no,  not  a  line;  not  if  you  woi^Id  do  it  for 
two-pence  a  fheet.    No  boil'd  beef  and  carrot  at 
mornings;  no  more  cold  pudding  and  porter. 
You  may  take  your  leave  of  my  (hop. 
DACTYL. 
Your  fhop !  then  at  paniog  1  will  leave  you  a 
legacy. 

BEVER. 
Ofie,  Mr.  Daayl! 

PUFF. 
Let  him  alone- 

DACTYL. 
Fray,  gentlemen,  let  me  do  myfelf  juflice. 

BEVER. 
Younger,  rcHrain  the  publifhcr's  fire. 

YOUNGER. 
Fie,  gentlemen,  fuch  an  illiberal  combat— it 
is  a  fcandal  to  the  republic  of  letters. 
BEVER, 
Mr.  DaAyl,  an  old  man,  a  mechanic, beneath— 

DACTYL, 
Sir,  I  am  calm ;  that  thought  has  reftored  mc. 
To  your  inGgniflcancy  you  are  indebted  forlafety. 
But  what  my  generofity  has  faved,  my  pen  Ihall 
deftroy. 

PUFF. 
Then  you  mtxR  get  fomebody  to  mend  it. 
DACTYL. 

Adieu! 

purr. 
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K;ff. 
Farewel ! 

[Daffyl  mid  P^  exeunt  Jevertdtj, 

SEVER. 
Ha.  ha,  ha !  come,  let  us  along  to  the  fquare. 

Blocklicaib  wiih  reafon  wicked  win  aUior, 
B«t  4iu>cc  *iili  diiBce  ii  bub'roai  civil  war. 

[Ejtemt. 


BND  or  THE  FIRST  ACT. 


ACT 


byGoogIc  - 


THE    PATRON. 


SCENE     CONTINUES. 

Enter  Sever  and  Tourer. 

YOUNGER. 

Poor  Daiflyl  l  and  dwells  fuch  mighty  rage  in 
]itttc  men?  1  hope  there  is  no  danger  of  blood- 
Ihed. 

BEVER. 

Oh,  not  in  the  lead :  the  gens  valumy  the  nation 

of  poets,  though  an  irritable,  arc  yet  a  placable 

people.     Their  mutual  interefts  will  foon  bring 

them  together  again. 

YOUNGER. 
But  ihall  not  wc  be  late?  The  critical  fenate  is 
by  this  time  afTembled. 

BEVER. 
]  warrant  you,  frequent  and  full;  where 

Srately  Bulb,  puFd  by  cv'iy  (jaiUi 
Sib,  like  Apollo,  on  his  forked  hill. 

But  you  know  I  mud  wait  for  Mifs  Lofty ;  I  am 
now  totally  direfted  by  her.  She  gives  me  the 
key  to  all  Sir  Thomas's  foibles,  and  prefcrlbes 
the  moft  proper  method  to  feed  them;  but  what 
good  purpofe  that  will  produce— 

TOUNGEB. 
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YOUNGER. 

Is  (he  clever,  adroit  ? 

BEVER. 

Doubtlefs.  I  like  your  alking  the  queftion  of 
me. 

YOUNGER. 

Then  pay  an  implicit  obedience :  the  ladies, 
in  thefecafes.  generally  know  what  they  are  about. 
The  door  opens. 

BEVER. 

It  is  Juliet,  and  with  her  old  Ruft.  Enter, 
Frank :  you  know  the  knight,  fo  no  intrudu^ion 
is  wanted.  [Exit  TouMger.']  I  Ihould  be  glad  to 
hear  this  reverend  piece  of  lumber  make  love  j 
the  courtlhip  muft  certainly  be  curious.  Good- 
manners,  (land  by;  by  your  leave  I  will  Hllcn  a 
little.  [Beofr  ulins.^ 

Enter  Juliet  and  Rufl, 

JUUET. 
And  your  collcflion  is  large  ? 

RUST. 
Moll  curious  and  capital.    When,  Madam, 
will  you  g^ve  me  leave  to  add  ycnir  charms  to  my 
catalogue? 

JULIET. 

O  dear !  Mr.  Ruft,  I  fhall  but  difgrace  it. 

Befidcs,  Sir,  when  I  marry,  I  am  refolv'd  to  have 

my  hufband  all  to  myfelf:  now,  for  the  pofTenion 

of  your  heart  I  fhall  have  too  many  competitors. 

RUST, 
How,  Madam!  were  Prometheus  alive,  and 
would  animate  the  Helen  that  (lands  in  my  hall, 
(he  (hould  not  coft  roe  a  (igh. 

JULIBT. 
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JULIET. 

Ayi  Sir,  there  lies  my  greateft  misfortune. 
Had  1  only  thofe  who  are  alive  to  contend  with» 
by  afliduity,  affedion,  cares,  and  carelTes,  I  might 
fecure  my  conqueft :  though  that  would  be  diffi- 
cult; for  I  am  convinced,  were  you,  Mr.  Kuft, 
put  up  by  Chriftie  to  audion,  the  Apollo  Bel- 
videre  would  not  draw  a  greater  number  of 
bidders. 

RUST. 

Would  that  were  the  cafe,  Madam,  fo  I  might 
be  thought  a  proper  companion  to  the  Venus  de 
Medicis. 

JULIET. 

The  flower  of  rhetoric,  and  pink  of  politencfs. 
But  my  fears  arc  not  conBned  to  the  living;  for 
every  nition  and  age,  even  painters  and  ftatuaries, 
confpire  againd  me.  Nay,  when  the  Pantheon 
itfelf,  the  very  goddefles  rife  up  as  my  rivals, 
what  chance  has  a  mortal  like  me I  mall  cer- 
tainly laugh  in  his  face.    [Afide."} 

RUST. 
She  is  a  delicate  fubjed. GoddelTes,  Ma- 
dam !  zooks,  had  you  been  on  Mount  Ida  when 
Paris  decided  the  conteft,  the  Cyprian  queen  had 
pleaded  for  the  pippin  in  vain. 

JULIET. 
Extravagant  gallantry. 

RUST. 
In  you.  Madam,  arc  concentered  all  the  beauties 
of  the  Heathen  mythology :  the  open  front  of 
Diana ;  the  luftre  of  Pallas 's  eyes, — 

JUtlET, 
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JULIET. 

Oh,  Sir! 

RUST. 

The  chromatic  muHc  of  Oio,  the  bloomii^ 
graces  of  Hebe,  the  cmpereal  port  of  queen  Juno, 
with  the  delicate  dimples  of  Venus. 

JULIET. 
I  fee.  Sir,  antiquity^  has  not  engrofs'd  all  your 
attention:  you  are  no  novice  in  the  nature  of 
women.  Incenfe,  I  own,  is  grateful  to  raoA  of 
my  fex  j  but  there  are  times  when  adoration  may 
be  difpenfed  with. 

RUST. 
Ma'am ! 

JUUET. 
I  fay,  Sir,  when  we  women  willingly  wave  our 
rank  in  the  (kies,  and  with  to  be  treated  as 
mortals. 

RUST. 
Doubtlcfs,  Madam  :  and  are  you  wanting  in 
materials  for  that?  No,  Madam;  as  in  dignity 
you  furpafs  the  Heathen  divinities,  fo  in  the 
charms  of  attradlion  you  beggar  the  queens  of 
the  earth.  The  whole  world,  at  different  periods, 
has  contributed  it's  fcveral  beauties  to  form 
you. 

JULIET. 
The  deuce  it  has !     [AftdeJ] 

RUST. 
See,  there,  the  ripe  Afiatic  pfrfei5Hon,join'd  to 
the  delicate  foftnefs  of  Europe !  In  you.  Madam, 
I  burn  to  poflcfs  Cleopatra's  alluring  glances,  the 
GrccJ' profile  of  queen  Clytemneftra,  the^  Roman 
nofc  of  the  emprcfs  Popasa — 

JULIET. 
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JUUET, 
With  the   majeftic   march   of  qu«en  Befs. 
Mercy  on  me,  what  a  wonderful  creature  am  I ! 

RUST 
In  (hort,  Madam,  not  a  feature  you  have,  but 
recals  to  my  mind  fome  trait  in  a  medal  or  buft. 

]UUET. 
Indeed !  Why,  by  your  accounr,  I  muft  be  an 
abfolute  olio,  a  perfed  lalamongundy  of  charms. 

RUST. 
Oh,  Madam,  how  can  you  demean,  as  I  may- 
fay,  undervalue — 

JUUET. 
Value!  there  is  the  thing;  and  to  tell  you  the 
truth,  Mr.  Ruft,  in  that  word  Value  lies  my 
grcateft  objeiftion. 

RUST. 
I  don't  understand  you. 

JULIET. 

Why  then  I  will  explain  myfelf.  It  has  been 
faid,  and  I  believe  with  fome  fhadow  of  truth, 
that  no  man  is  a  hero  to  his  valet  de  cbainhre: 
now,  I  am  afraid,  when  you  and  1  grow  a  little 
more  intimate,  which  I  fuppofe  muft  be  the  cafe 
if  you  proceed  on  your  plan,  you  will  be  horribly 
difappointed  in  your  high  expcdations,  and  foon 
difcover  this  Juno,  this  Cleopatra,  and  princefs 
Popxa,  to  be  as  arrant  a  mortal  ai  madam  your 
mother. 

RUST. 

Madam,  I,  I,  I— 

jUfclET. 
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JULIET. 

Your  patience  a  moment.  Being  therefore 
delirous  to  prefcrve  your  devotion,  I  beg,  for  the 
Aiture,  you  would  pleafe  to  adore  at  a  diftance. 

RUST. 
To  Endymion,  Madam,  Luna  once  liftened. 

JULIET. 
Ay,  but  he  was  another  kind  of  a  mortal :  you 
nuy  do  very  well  as  a  votary ;  but  for  a  hufband 
— mercy  upon  me! 

RUST. 
Madam>  you  are  not  in  earned,  notferious! 

JULIET. 
Not  ferious!   Why  have  you  the  impudence 
to  think  of  marrying  a  goddefs  ? 

RUST. 
1  (liould  hope — 

JULIET. 
And  what  fliould  you  hope?  I  Bnd  your  devo- 
tion rcfcmbles  that  of  the  world;  when  the 
power  of  (inning  is  over,  and  the  fprightly  firft- 
runnings  of  life  are  rack'd  off,  you  otfer  the  vapid 
dregs  to  your  deity.  No,  no:  you  may,  if  you 
pleafe,  turn  monk  in  my  fervicc.  One  vow,  1 
believe,  you  will  obferve  better  than  mod  of 
them,  chaftlty. 

RUST. 
Permit  mc — 

JULIET. 

Or,  if  you  mud  marry,  take  your  Julia,  your 

Portia,  or  Flora,  your  Fum-fam  from  China,  or 

your  ^yptian  Oliris.     You  have  long  paid  your 

addrclfes  to  them. 
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RUST. 
Marry!  what,  marble  ? 

JULIET. 
The  propcreft  wives  in  the  world ;  you  can't 
chooreamifsi  they  will  fupply  you  with  all  that 
you  want. 

RUST. 
Your  uncle  has,  Madam,  confented. 

JULIET. 
That  is  more  than  ever  his  niece  will.  Con- 
fented! and  to  what?  tobefwath'd  to  a  moulder- 
ing mummy ;  or  be  lock'd  up,  like  your  medals, 
to  canker  and  ruft  in  a  cabinet!  No,  no;  2  was 
made  for  the  world,  and  the  world  fhall  not  be 
robb'd  of  it's  right. 

SEVER.  [Ajide. 

Bravo,  Juliet !  Gad,  fhe's  a  fine  fpirited  girl. 

JULIET. 
My  profile,  indeed !     No,  Sir,  when  I  many, 
I  mud  have  a  man  that  will  meet  my  full  face. 

RUST. 
Might  ]  be  heard  for  a  moment? 

JULIET. 
To  what  end  ?  You  fay,  you  have  Sir  Thomas 
Lofty's  confent ;  I  tell  you,  you  can  never  have 
mine.  You  may  fcreen  me  from,  or  expofe  me 
to,  my  uncle's  rcfentment;  the  choice  is  your 
own :  if  you  lay  the  fault  at  my  door,  you 
will,  doubtlefs,  greatly  diftrefs  me;  but  take 
the  blame  on  yourfelf,  and  1  fttall  owq  myfelf 
extremely  obliged  to  you. 
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«UST. 
How!  cooSdk  mylelf  in  the  £uik? 

JUUKT. 
Ay;  for  the  bdl  thing  that  a  man  can  do, 
when  be  finds  be  can't  be  beloved,  is  to  akc 
care  he  is  not  heartily  bated.    Thcic  is  no  other 
alternative. 

RUST. 
Madam,   I  {ba'n't  break  my  word  with  Sir 
Thomas. 

JUUKT. 
Nor  I  with  myfelf.    So  there's  an  end  of  our 
conference.    Sir,  your  very  obcdieru. 

RUST. 
Madam,  I,  I,  don't — that  is,  let  mc — But  no 
matter.     Your  fervant.  fExii. 

JULIET. 
Ha.  ha,  ha! 

Enter  Bever  frtmt  behind., 

BEVER. 

Ha,  ha,  ha!  Incomparable  Juliet!  How  the 
old  dotard  trembled  and  tottered  ;  he  could  not 
have  been  more  intlam'd,  had  he  been  robb'd 
of  his  Otho. 

JUUET. 

Ay  i  was  ever  goddels  fo  familiarly  ufed  ?  In 
my  confcience,  I  began  to  be  afraid  that  he  would 
treat  me  as  the  Indians  do  their  dirty  divi- 
nities ;  whenever  they  are  deaf  to  their  prayen, 
they  beat  and  abufe  them. 

BEVER. 
But,  after  all,  we  are  in  an  aukward  fiiuation. 
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JULIET. 

How  fo  ? 

SEVER. 
I  have  my  fears. 

JULIET. 
So  have  net  I. 

SEVER. 
Your  uncle  has  refolved  that  you  (hould  be 
married  to  Ruft. 

JULIET. 
Ay,  he  may  decree;  but  it  is  I  that  mull 
execute. 

SEVER. 
But  fuppofe  he  has  given  his  word. 

JUUET. 
Why  then  let  him  recal  it  again. 

SEVER. 
But  are  you  fure    you    flull  have  courage 
enough — 

JULIET. 
To  fay  No?    That  requires  much  refolution, 
indeed. 

SEVER. 
Then  I  am  at  the  height  of  my  hopes. 

JULIET. 

Your  hopes  I  Your  hopes  and  your  fears  are 
ilUfounded  alike. 

SEVER. 
Why,  you  are  determined  not  to  be  his. 

JUUET. 
Well,  and  what  then? 

BKVER. 
What  then  !  why  then  you  will  be  mine. 

JULiE  r. 
Indeed!  and  is  that  the  natural  confequence? 
Whoever  won't  be  his,  mull  be  your's.    Is  that 
the  Icsic  of  Oxford  ? 

PEVER. 
Madam,  I  did  flatter  myfelf— 
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JUUET. 

Then  you  did  very  wrong,  indeed,  Mr.  Bever: 

you  fhould  ever  guard  againft  flattering  yourfelf; 

for  of  all  dangerous  parafltes,  felf  is  the  worfl. 

SEVER. 

I  am  aftonlfh'd ! 

JUUET. 
Aftoniih'dl  your  are  mad,  I  believe!  Why,  I 
have  not  known  you  a  month.  It  is  true,  my 
uncle  fays  your  father  is  his  friend  ;  your  fortune, 
in  time,  will  be  eafy;  your  figure  is  not  remark- 
ably faulty;  and  as  to  your  underftanding,  palT- 
able  enough  for  a  young  fellow  who  has  not  feen 
much  of  the  world:  but  when  one  talks  of  a 
hulband — Lord,  it's  quite  another  fort  of  a — 
Ha,  ha,  ha !  Poor  Bever,  how  he  (tares  \  he  Hands 
like  a  ftatue! 

BEVER. 
Statue,  indeed.  Madam ;  I  am  very  near  pe- 
triBed. 

JULIET. 
Even  then  you  will  make  as  good  a  hufband  as 
Rud.  But  go,  run,  and  join  the  affcmbly 
within :  be  attentive  to  every  word,  motion,  and 
look  of  my  uncle's;  be  dumb  when  he  fpeaks, 
admire  all  he  fays,  laugh  when  he  fmirks,  bow 
when  he  fneezes;  in  Inort.  fawn,  flatter,  and 
cringe;  don't  be  afraid  of  over-loading  his  fto- 
mach,  for  the  knight  has  a  noble  digeftion,  and 
you  will  find  fome  there  who  will  keep  you  in 
countenance. 

BEVER. 
I  fly.    So  then,  Juliet,  your  intention  was  only 
to  try — 

JULIET. 
Don't  plague  me  with  impertinent  quellions : 
march !  obey  my  diredtions.    We  muft  leave  the 
iflUe 
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iflue  to  Chance ;  a  greater  friend  to  mankind 
than  they  are  willing  to  own.  Oh,  if  anjr  thing 
new  fliould  occur,  jou  may  come  into  the  draw- 
ing room  for  further  inllru<ftions.  [EMeuntfeve- 
raTly. 

SCENE. 
A  ROOM  IN  SIR  THOMAS  LOfTVi  HOUSE. 

^/>  Thomas,  Rujly  Puff",  DaiJyIy  aad  others,  di/arvend 
fitting. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Nothing  new  to-day  from  ^mafl'us  > 
DACTYL. 

Not  that  I  hear. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Nothing  critical,  philofophical,  or  political  ? 

PUFF. 
Nothing. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Then  in  this  difette,  this  dearth  of  invention, 
give  me  leave,  gentlemen,  to  diltribute  my 
flores.  I  have  here  in  my  hand  a  little,  fmart, 
fatyrical  epigram ;  new,  and  prettily  pointed : 
in  ihort,  a  produtflion  that  Martial  himfelf  would 
not  have  blufli'd  to  acknowledge. 

RUST. 

Your  own.  Sir  Thomas? 

Sir  THOMAS. 
O  fie!  no;  fent  mc  this  morning, anonymous 

DACTYL. 
Pray,  Sir  Thomas,  let  us  have  it. 

ALL. 
By  all  means;  by  all  means. 
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Sit  THOMAS. 

ToPbilUi. 

Thinkfl  thiM,  fend  Phillii,  Strephon  told  ihce  tne^ 
AngcI*  ire  painied  hii  to  look  lUu  yon  : 
Another  flory  all  the  town  will  tell; 
Phillit  piinci  fair — lo  look  likein  an-gd. 

ALU 
Fine !  fine !  very  fine ! 

DACryL. 
Such  an  cafe  and  fimplicity. 

PUFF. 
The  turn  fo  unexpeded  and  quick. 

RUST. 
The  fatirc  fo  poignant. 

Sit  THOMAS. 
Yes;  I  think  it  poffeffes,  in  an  eminent  de- 
gree, the  three  great  epigrammatical  requifites ; 
Brevity,  familiarity,  and  fevcrity. 

FtulUg  pain tt  fair— to  look  like  an  an-gel. 
DAC1YL. 

Happy  !     Is  the  Phillis,  the  fubjeiA,  a  fecret  i 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Oh,  dear  me!  nothing  perfonal;  no;  an  im- 
promptu j  a  mciejfud'e/pril. 
PUFF. 
Then,  Sir  Thomas,  the  fecret  is  out  j  it  is  your 

own. 

DACTYL. 
That  was  obvious  enough. 

PUFF. 
Who  is  there  elfe  could  have  written  it  ? 

RUST. 
True,  true. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
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Sir  THOMAS. 

The  name  of  the  author  is  needlcfs.  So  it  ia  an 
acquitition  to  the  republic  of  letters,  any  gentle- 
man may  claim  the  merit  that  will. 

PUFF, 
What  a  noble  contempt ! 

DACTYU 

What  grcatncfs  of  mind ! 

RUST. 

Scipio  and  Lzlius  were  the  Roman  Loftys. 

Why,  I  dare  believe  Sir  Thomas  has  been  the 

making  of  half  the  authors  in  town:  he  is,  as 

I  may  lay,  the  greatclt  manufadlureri  the  other 

poets  are  but  pedlars,  that  live  by  retailing  his 

wares. 

ALU 
Ha,  ha,  ha !  well  obferv'd,  Mr.  Ruft. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Molle  alque  facetum.  Why,  to 
purfue  the  metaphor,  if  Sir  Thomas  Lofty  was 
to  call  in  his  poetical  debts,  I  believe  there  would 
be  a  good  many  bankrupts  in  the  Mufe's 
Gazette. 

ALL. 
Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Sir  THOMAS. 
But,  a  ;>ro;)i9j,  gentlemen;  with  regard  to  the 
eclipfe:  you  found  my  calculation  exaft  ? 

DACTYL. 
To  a  digit. 

Sir  THOMAS. 

Total  darknefs,  indeed !  and  birds  going  to 
roofl:!  Thole  philomaths,  thofe  almanack- 
makers,  are  the   mod   ignorant  rafcals — 
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PUFF. 
It  is  atnazinz  where  Sir  Thomas  Loftjr  Itores 
all  his  knowledge. 

DACTYU 
It  is  wonderful  how  the  mind  of  man  can 
contain  it. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Why,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  that  circumflance 
has  a  good  deal  engaged  my  attention;  and  I 
believe  you  will  admit  my  method  of  folving 
the  phenomenon  philofophical  and  ingenious 
enough. 

PUFF. 
Without  queftion. 

ALL. 
Doubtlefs. 

Sii  THOMAS. 
I  fuppofe,  gentlemen,  my  memory^  or  mind, 
to  be  a  chefl  of  drawers,  a  kind  of  bureau; 
where,  in  feparate  cellules,  my  different  know- 
ledge on  different  fubjedls  is  ftored. 

RUST. 
A  prodigious  difcovery ! 
ALL. 
Amazing ! 

Sir  THOMAS. 
To  this  cabinet  volition,  or  will,  has  a  key;  fo, 
when  an  arduous  fubjeft  occurs,  I  unlock  my 
bureau,  pull  out  the  particular  drawer,  and  am 
fupply'd  with  what  I  want  in  an  inftant. 

DACTYL. 
A  Malebranch! 

PUFF. 
A  Boyle! 

ALL. 
A  Locke! 

Enier 
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Enter  Servant. 

SERVANT. 

Mr.  Bever.  [Exit, 

Sir  THOMAS. 
A  young  gentleman  from   Oxford,   recom- 
mended to  my  care  by  his  Bithcr.    The  univer- 
lity  has  given  him  a  good  folld  E)oric  founda- 
tion! and  when  he  has  received  from  you  a  few 
Tufcan  touches,  the  Ionic  and  Corinthian  graces, 
1  make  no  doubt  but  he  will  prove  a  compofite 
pillar  to  the  republic  of  letters,  [Enlfr  Bever.'] 
This,  Sir,  is  the  fchool  from  whence  fo  many 
capital  maimers  have  ifTued;  the  river  that  en- 
riches the  regions  of  fcience. 
DACTYL. 
Of  which  river,   Sir   Thomas,    you    arc  the 
fourcc:  here  we  quaff;  et  purpurea  bihimus  ere 
neSar. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Purpurea!  Delicate,  indeed!  Mr.  Datflyl.  Do 
you  hear,  Mr.  Bever?  Bihimus  ore  neitar.  You, 
young  gentleman,  mud  be  indruifted  to  quote; 
nothing  gives  a  period  more  fpirit  than  a  happy 
Latin  quotation,  nor  has  indeed  a  finer  etTcdt  at 
the  head  of  an  efTay.  Poor  Dick  Steel !  I  have 
obliged  him  with  many  a  motto  for  his  fugitive 
pieces. 

PUFF. 
Ay,  and  with  the  contents  too;  or  Sir  Richard 
is  foully  belied. 

Enter  Servant. 
SERVANT. 
Sir  Roger  Dowlas. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Fray  detire  him  to  enter.    [Exit  Servant.']  Sir 
Roger,  Gentlemen,  is  a  confiaerable  £aft-India 
pro- 
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proprietor ;  and  fecms  defirous  of  coUedling  from 
this  learned  aiTembly  Mtie  rhetorical  flowers, 
which  he  hopes  to  flrew>  with  honour  to  himfelf, 
and  advantage  to  the  company,  in  Leadenhatl 
Street.  |  Enler  Sir  Roger  Dowlas. '\  Sir  Roger,  be 
feated.  This  gentleman  has,  in  common  with 
the  greateft  orator  the  world  ever  faw,  a  fmall 
natural  infirmity;  he  flutters  a  little:  but  I  have 
prefcrib'd  the  fame  remedy  that  Demoflhenes 
ufed,  and  don't  defpair  of  a  radical  cure.  Well, 
Sir,  have  you  digefted  thofe  general  rules? 

Sir  ROGER. 

Pr — ctt — y  well,  I  am  obli — g'd  to  you.  Sit 
Thomas. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Have  you  been  regular  in  taking  your  tiniflure 
of  fage,  to  give  you  confidence  for  fpeaking  in 
public  ? 

Sir  ROGER. 
Y — es.  Sir  Thomas. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Did  you  open  at  the  lad  general  court  ? 

Sir  ROGER. 
I  attem — p— ted  fo — ur  or  fi — vc  times. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
What  hindered  your  progrefs? 

Sir  ROGER. 
The  pe — b — bles. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Oh,  the  pebbles  in  his  mouth      But  they  are 
only  put  in  to  pradife  in  private ;  you  Ihould 
take  them  out  when  you  are   addrefling   the 
public. 

Sir  ROGER. 
Yes;  I  will  for  the  fu — turc. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
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Sir  THOMAS. 
Well,  Mr.  Ruft,  you  had  a  tele-a-tiU  with  my 
niece.     A  propos,  Mr.  Bcver,  here  offers  a  fine 
occalion  for  you;  we  (hall  take  the  liberty  to 
trouble  your  Mufe  on  their  nuptials.    O  Love! 
O  Hymen  I  here  prune  thy  purple  wings  j  trim 
thy  bright  torch.    Hey,  Mr.  Bevcr? 
BEVER. 
My  talents  are  at  Sir  Thomas  Lofty's  diredlionj 
tho'  I  muft  defpair  of  producing  any  perform- 
ance worthy  the  attention  of  fo  complete  a  judge 
of  the  elegant  arcs. 

Sir  THOMAS. 

Too  modeft,  good  Mr.   Bever.    Well,  Mr. 

Rult,  any  new  acquifition,  iinceour  laA  meeting, 

to  your  matchlefs  collci5lioD? 

RUST. 

Why,  Sir  Thomas,  I  have  both  loft  and  gained 

fince  I  faw  you. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Loll !  I  am  forry  for  that. 

RUST. 
The  curious  farcophagus,  that  was  fent  me 
from  Naples  by  Signior  Belloni— 
Sir  THOMAS. 
You  mean  the  urn  that  was  fuppofed  to  con- 
tain the  dull  of  Agrippa ! 

Suppofed!  no  doubt  but  it  did. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
I  hope  no  (iniftcr  accident  to  that  ineftimable 
relic  ol  Rome. 

RUST. 
It's  gone. 

Sir  THOMAS, 
Gone!  oh,  illiberal!   What,  ftolen,  Ifuppofc, 
by  Ibme  connoiiTeur } 
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RUST. 
Worfe,  worfe !  a  prey,  a  martyr  to  ignorance : 
a  houfemaicl,  that  I  hired  lalt  week,  miflook  it 
for  a  broken  green  chamber-pot,   and    fent  it 
away  in  the  dulV-cart. 

Sir  THOMAS. 

She  merits  impaling.    Oh,  the  Hun ! 

DACTYL. 
The  Vandal ! 

ALL. 
Thc  Vifigoth ! 

RUST. 
But  I  have  this  day  acquired  a  treafurc  that 
will  in  fome  meafure  make  me  amends. 
Sir  THOMAS. 

(ndeed !  what  can  that  be  f 

PUFF. 
That  mull  be  fomcthing  curious,  indeed. 

RUST. 
It  has  cod  me  infinite  trouble  co  get  it. 

DACTYL. 
Great  rarities  are  noc  had  without  paina. 

RU5T. 
It  is  three  months  ago  fince  I  got  the  firft  fcent 
of  it,  and  I  have  been  ever  fince  on  the  hunt; 
but  all  to  no  purpofe. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
I  am  quite  upon  thorns  till  I  fee  it. 

RUST. 
And  yefterday,  when  I  had  given  it  over,  when 
all  my  hopes  were  grown  defperate,  it  fell  into 
my  hands,  by  the  moll  unexpeftcd  and  wonder- 
ful accident. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
^todopianti  divutn  promilten:  nemo 
Auderet,  vohenda  diet  en  allu/tl  ii/tro, 
Mr.  Bever,  you  remark  my  quotation  ? 

SEVER. 
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BEVER. 

Mod  happy.    Oh,  Sir,  nothing  you  fay  can 
be  loft. 

RUST, 
I  have  brought  it  here  in  my  pocket  j  I  am  no 
churl  i  I  love  to  pleafure  my  friends. 
Sir  THOMAS. 

You  are,  Mr.  Ruft,  extremely  obliging. 

ALL. 
Very  kind,  very  obliging,  indeed. 

RUST. 

It  wa3  not  much  hurt  by  the  fire. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Very  fortunate. 

RUST. 
The  edges  are  foil'd  by  the  link;  but  many  of 
the  letters  are  exceedingly  legible. 

Sir  ROGER. 
A  li — ttle  roo — m,  if  you  p — leafe. 

RUST. 
Here  it  is;  the  precious  remains  of  the  very 
North-Britain  that  was    burnt  at   the    Royal- 
Exchange. 

Sir   THOMAS. 
Number  forty-five  ? 

RUST. 
The  fame. 

BEVER. 
Youarealucky  man,  Mr.  Ruft. 

RUST. 
I  chink  fo.   But,  Gentlemen,  I  hope  I  need  not 
give  you  a  caution :  hufh — filence — no  words  on 
this  matter. 

DACTYL. 
You  may  depend  upon  us. 
RUST. 
For  as  the  paper  has  not  fuffercd  the  law,  I  don't 
know  whether  they  may  not  feize  it  again. 

Sir  THOMAS. 


:,.;,l,ZDdbyG00gle 


4+  THE  PATXOM. 

Sir  THOMAS. 

With  US  you  are  f«fe  Mr.  Ruft.  Well,  young 
gentleman,  you  fee  we  cultivate  all  branches  of 
fcience. 

BEVER. 

Amazing,  indeed!  But  wberrweconfideryou, 
Sir  Thomas,  as  the  diredlin^athe  ruling  planet, 
our  wonder  fublides  inan  inmnt.  Science  firft  Taw 
the  day  with  Socrates  in  the  Attic  ponico;  her 
early  years  were  fpent  with  Tully  in  the  Tufculan 
fliade ;  but  her  ripe,  maturer  hours,  flie  enjoys 
viih  Sir  Thomas  Lofty,  near  Cavendilh-Square. 

Sir  THOMAS. 

The  moft  claflical  compliment  I  ever  received. 
Gemlemen,  a  philofophical  repaid  attends  your 
acceptance  within.  Sir  Roger,  you'll  lead  the 
way.  \^Exemi  all  but  Sir  Thomas  and  Bever.'\  Mr. 
Bcvcr,  may  1  beg  your  car  for  a  moment  ?  Mr. 
Bcver.  the  friendfliip  I  have  for  your  father,  fe- 
cured  you  at  firft  a  gracious  reception  from  me; 
but  what  I  then  paid  to  an  old  obligation,  is  now, 
Sir,  due  to  your  own  particular  merit. 
BEVER. 

I  am  happy.  Sir  Thomas,  if — 
Sir  THOMAS. 

Your  patience.  There  is  in  you,  Mr.  Bercr, 
a  fire  of  imagination,  a  quickncfs  of  apprchcnfion, 
a  folidity  of  judgment,  join'd  to  a  depth  of  dif- 
cretion,  that  J  never  yet  met  with  in  any  fubjed 
at  your  time  of  life. 

BEVER. 

I  hope  1  {hall  never  forfeit — 

Sir  THOMAS. 
I  am  fure  you  never  will ;  and  to  give  you  a 
convincing  proof  that  I  think  fo,   I    am  now 
going  to  truft  you  with  the  moft  important  fecrct 
of  my  whole  life- 

BKVER. 
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SEVER. 
Your  confidence  does  me  great  hoaour. 

Sir  THOMAS- 
But  this  muft  be  on  a  certain  condition. 

BEVER. 
Name  it. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
That  you  give  me  your  folemn  promtfe  tocom- 
ply  with  one  requcft  I  Ihall  make  you. 
BEVER. 
There  is  nothing  Sir  Thomas  Lofty  can  aflc, 
that  I  (hall  not  chcarfully  grant. 
Sir  THOMAS. 
Nay,  in  fedl,  it  will  be  ferving  yourfelf. 

BEVER. 
I  want  no  fuch  inducement. 
Sir  THOMAS. 
Enough.    But  we  can't  be  too  private.    £Sbutt 
ibe  Jqor.j    Sit  you  down.    Your  Chriftian  nam^ 
I  think,  is — 

BEVER. 
Richard. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
True;  the  fame  as  your  father's.    Come,  Ictus 
be  familiar.    It  is,  I  think,  dear  Dick,  acknow- 
ledged, that  the  En^Iilh  have  reached  the  higheft 
pitch  of  pecfedion  in  every  department  of  writ- 
ing but  one — the  dramatic. 
BEVER. 
Why  the  French  critics  are  a  little  fevere. 

Sir  THOMAS. 

And  with  reafon.    Now,  to  refcue  our  credit, 

and  at  the  fame  time  give  my  country  a  model, 

[/havs  a  manufcript'\  fee  here. 

BEVER. 

A  play  ? 

Sir  THOMAS. 
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Sir  THOMAS. 
A  ebef  £  oeume. 

BEVER. 
Your  own? 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Speak  lower.    I  am  the  author. 

SEVER. 
Nay,  then  there  can  be  no  doubt  of  it'a  merit. 

«r  THOMAS. 
Ithinknot.  You  willbccharm'dwiththe  fubjed. 
BEVER. 
What  is  it.  Sir  Thomas  ? 

Sir  THOMAS. 

I  Ihall  furprize  you.    The  ftory  of  Robinfon 
Crufoe.     Are  not  you  ftruck? 
BEVER. 
Mofl  prodigioufly. 

Sir  THOMAS. 

Yes;  Iknewthe  very  title  would  hit  you.    You 

will  find  the  whole  fable  is  finely  condutfled,  and 

the  charader  of  Friday,  qualis  ab  incepto,  nobly 

fupponed  throughout. 

BEVER. 
A  pretty  difficult  tafk. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
True;  that  was  not  a  bow  for  a  boy,  Thepiece 
has  long  been  in  rehearfal  at  Drury-lane  play> 
houfc,  this  night  is  to  make  its  appearance. 
BEVER. 
To-night? 

Sir  THOMAS. 
This  night. 

BEVER. 
I  will  attend,  and  engage  all  my  friends  to  fup- 
port  it. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
That  is  not  my  purpofe ;  the  piece  will  want  no 
fuch  alHllance. 

BEVER. 
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SEVER. 
I  b«g  pardon. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
The  manager  of  that  houfc  (who  you  know  is 
a  writer  himfelO,  finding  all  the    anonymous 
things  he  produced  (indeed  fome  of  them  wretch- 
ed enough,  and  very  unworthy  of  him)  placed  to 
his  account  by  the  public,  is  determined  to  exhibit 
no  more  without  knowing  the  name  of  the  author. 
BEVER. 
A  reafonable  caution. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Now,  upon  tny  promifc  (for  I  appear  to  patro- 
nize the  play)  to  announce  the  author  before  the 
curtain  draws  up,  Roblnfon  Crufoe  is  aavertifed 
for  this  evening. 

BEVER. 
Oh,  then,  you  will  acknowledge  the  piece  to  be 
your's? 

Sir  Thomas, 
No. 

BEVER. 
How  then  ? 

Sir  THOMAS. 

My  deligii  is  to  give  it  to  you. 

SILVER. 

To  me! 

Sir  THOMAS. 
To  you. 

BEVER. 
What,  me  the  author  of  Robinfon  Crufoe! 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Ay. 

BEVER. 
Lord,  Sir  Thomas,  it  will  never  gain  credit: 
fo  compleat  a  produ^ion  the  work  of  a  (tripling! 
Befides,  Sir,  as  the  merit  is  your's,  why  robyour- 
fclf  of  the  glory? 

Sir  THOMAS. 
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Sir  THOMAS. 
I  am  entirely  indifferent  to  that. 

BEVER. 
Then  why  take  the  trouble? 

Sir  THOMAS. 

Myfondnefs  forlctcers,and  loveof  mycountry. 
Bc(ides,  dear  Dick,  though  the pauci  ^  jeUSi,  the 
chofen  few,  know  the  full  value  of  a  performance 
like  this,  yet  the  ignorant,  the  profane,  (by  much 
the  majority,)  will  be  apt  to  think  it  an  occupa- 
tion ill-futted  to  my  time  of  life. 
BEVER. 

Their  cenfure  is  praife. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Doubtlefs.    But,  indeed,  my  principal  motive 
is  my  fricndftiip  for  you.  You  are  now  a  candidate 
for  literary  honours,  and  I  am  detcrmin'd  to  fix 
your  fame  on  an  immoveable  bafis. 
BEVER. 
You  are  moft  exceflivcly  kind ;  but  there  is 
fomething  fo  didngenuous  in  Healing  reputation 
from  another  man — 

Sir -THOMAS. 

Idle  puniftilio ! 

BEVER. 

It  puts  me  fo  in  mind  of  the  daw  in  the  fable — 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Come,  come,  dear  Dick,  I  won't  PifFcr  y^ur 
modelly  to  murder  your  fame.     But  the  com- 
pany will  fufpett  fomething ;  we  will  join  them, 
and  proclaim  you  the  author.    There,  keep  the 
copy;  to  you  I  conlign  it  for  ever;  it  fliall  be 
a  fecrct  to  latcft  porterity.    You  will  be  fmothcr'd 
with  praife  by  our  friends;  they  Ihall  all  in  their 
bark  to  the  playhoufc,  and  there 
Alicndant  fail, 
Purfue  the  triumph,  and  partake  the  gaie. 

END  OF  THE  SECOND  ACT. 
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ACT      III. 

SCENE    CONTINUES. 
Enter  Bnitr  Reading. 

So  ends  the  firft  aft.  Come,  now  for  the  fecond. 
"  Aft  the  fecond,  (hewing*' — the  coxcomb  has 
prefaced  every  aft  with  an  argument  too,  in 
humble  imitation,  I  warrant,  of  Monf.  Diderot — 
"  fhewing  the  fatal  effefts  of  difobediencc  to 
parentsj"  with,  I  fuppofe,  the  diverting  fcene  of 
a  gibbet;  an  entertaining  fubjeft  for  comedy. 
And  the  blockhead  is  as  prolix — every  fcene  as 
long  as  a  homily.  Let's  fee ;  how  does  this  end  ? 
"  Exit  Crufoe,  and  enter  feme  favages,  dancing 
a  faraband."  There's  no  bearing  this  abominable 
trafh.  \_Enter  yuliet .']  So,  Madam ;  thanks  to  your 
advice  and  direftion,  1  am  got  into  a  fine  (ituation. 
fUUET. 
What  is  the  matter  now,  Mr  Bever? 

BEVER. 
The  Robinfon  Crufoe. 

JULIET. 

Oh,  the  play  that  is  to  be  afted  to-night. 

How  fecret  you  were.*  Who  in  the  world  would 

have  guefs'd  you  was  the  author } 

SEVER. 

Mc,  Madam ! 

JULIET. 
Your  title  is  odd ;  but  toa  genius  every  fubjed 
is  good. 

BEVER. 
You  are  inclined  to  be  pleafant. 

jUUET. 

Within  they  have  been  all  prodigious  loud  in 
the  praife- of  your  piece  j  but  I  think  my  uncle 
rather  more  eager  inan  any. 

BEVER. 
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BBVER. 

He  has  reafon ;  for  fiidicrly  fcmdnefi  goes  far. 

mLlET. 

I  don't  underftand  you. 

SEVER. 

Youdon'c! 

JULIET. 
Ka 

BEVER. 
Nay,  Juliet,  this  ii  too  much ;  you  know  it  is 
none  of  my  play. 

JULIET. 
Whofe  then? 

BEVER. 

Your  uncle's. 

JULIET. 
My  uncle's !  then  how,  in  the  name  of  wonder, 
cvne  you  to  adopt  it  ? 

BEVER. 
At  his  eameft  requeft.     I  may  be  a  fool ;  but 
remember,  Madam,  you  are  the  caufc. 
JULIET. 
This  is  ftrange ;  but  I  can't  conceive  what  his 
motive  could  be. 

BEVER. 
His  motive  is  obvious  enough;  to  fcreen  him- 
felf  from  the  infamy  of  being  the  author. 
JULIET. 
What,  is  it  bad,  then  ? 

BEVER. 

Badi  mofl  in&rnal! 

JULIET. 
And  you  have  confented  to  own  it? 

BEVER. 
Why,  what  could  I  do?  he  in  a  manner  com- 
pell'd  me. 

JULIET. 
I  am  extremely  glad  of  it. 

BKVSa, 
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SEVER, 
Glad  of  it!  why,  I  tell  you,  'tis  the  moft  dull, 
tedious,  melancholy — 

JULIET. 
So  much  the  better. 

SEVER. 
The  mod  flat  piece  of  frippery  that  ever  Grub- 
ftreet  produced. 

JUtlET. 
So  much  the  better. 

BEVER. 
It  will  be  damn'd  before  the  third  aifl. 

JUUKT. 
So  much  the  better. 

BEVER. 

And  I  Ihall  be  hooted  and  pointed  at  where- 
cver  I  go. 

JULIET. 
So  much  the  better. 

BEVER. 
So  much  the  better !  zounds !  fo,  I  fuppole, 
you  would  fay  if  I  was  going  to  be  hang'd.    Do 
you  call  this  a  mark  of  you  friendthip? 
JUlJET. 
Ah,  Bever.  Bever!  you  are  a  miferable  poH- 
tician.    Do  you  know,  now,  that  this  is  the 
luckieft  incident  that  ever  occurr'd  ? 
BEVER. 
Indeed! 

JULIET. 
It  could  not  have  been  better  laid,  had  we 
planned  it  ourfelves. 

BEVER. 
You  will  pardon  my  want  of  conception:  but 
thefe  are  riddles — 

JULIET. 

That  at  prefent  I  have  not  time  lo  explain. 

But  what  makes  you  loit'ring  here?  "Pm  fix 

o'clock,  as  I  live  I  Why,  your  pUy  is  begun ;  run, 

run, 

C,.;,l,ZDdbyG00gle 


52  THE   PATtOK. 

run,  to  the  houfe.    Was  ever  author  fo  lirtlc 
anxious  Tor  the  fate  of  his  piece  ? 
BEV£R. 
My  piece ! 

JULIET. 

Sir  Thomas  !  1  know  by  his  walk.     Fly,  and 

pray  all  the  way  for  the  fall  of  your  play.  And,  do 

you  hear,  if  you  find  the  audience  too  indulgent, 

inclined  to  be  milky,  rather  than  fail,  fqueezc  in 

a  little  acid  yourfelf.    Oh,  Mr.  Bcver,  at  yourre- 

turn  let  me  fee  you,  before  you  go  to  my  uncle ; 

that  is,  if  you  have  the  good  luck  to  be  damn'd. 

BEVER. 

You  need  not  doubt  that.  Exit. 

Enter  Sir  Ibmas  Lofty. 
Sir  THOMAS. 
So,  Juliet  J  wasnotthacMr,  Bever? 

JULIET. 
Yes,  Sir. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
He  is  rather  tardy;  by  this  time  his  caufe  is 
come  on.     And  how  is  the  young  gentleman  af- 
fected?  for  this  is  a  trying  occaiion. 
JULIET. 
He  fccms  prctry  certain,  Sir. 
Sir  THOMAS. 
Indeed,  I  think  he  has  very  little  reafon  to  fear: 
I  conff  fs  1  admire  the  piece  ;  and  feel  as  much  for 
it's  fate  as  if  the  work  was  my  own. 
JULIET. 
That  I  mod  linccrely  believe.    I  wonder.  Sir, 
you  did  not  choofc  to  be  prcfent. 
Sir  THOMAS. 
Better  not.     My  afFcdions  arc  ftrong,  Juliet, 
and  my  nerves  but  tenderly  ftrung;  however,  in- 
telligent people  are  planted,  who  will  bring  me 
every  aift  a  faithful  account  of  the  procefs. 

JULIET. 

DiqilizDdbyGoOgle 
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JULIET. 
That  will  anrwer  your  purpofc  as  well. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Indeed,  I  am  paflionately  fot^  of  the  arts>  and 
therefore  can't  help— did  not  foinebody  knock? 
no.  My  good  girl,  wilt  you  ftep,  and  take  care 
that  when  any  tx>dy  comes  the  fervants  may  not 
be  out  of  the  way.  [Exit  Juliet.'}  Five  and  thirty 
minutes  pad  fix  j  by  this  lime  the  firff  adt  muft  be 
over :  John  will  be  prefently  here.  I  think  it  can't 
fail ;  yet  there  is  fo  much  whim  and  caprice  in  the 
public  opinion,  that — This  young  man  is  un- 
kiiowui  They'll  give  him  no  credit.  Ihadbctter 
have  own'd  it  myfelf :  Reputation  goes  a  grcar 
way  in  thefe  matters:  people  are  afraid  to  find 
fault;  they  are  cautious  incenfuringthe  worksof 
a  man  who — hulh!  that's  he:  no;  'tie  only  the 
fhutters.  After  all,  I  think  1  have  chofe  the  bed 
way :  for,  if  it  fucceeds  to  the  degree  I  expeft,  it 
will  beeafy  tocirculate  the  real  name  of  the  author; 
if  it  falls,  I  am  concealed,  my  fame  fuffcrs  no  — 
There  he  is.  \_Loud knocking.}  1  can'tconceive  what 
kept  him  fo  long.  {_Entcr  J'Jja.'l  So,  John  ;  well ; 
and — but  you  have  been  a  monllrous  while, 
JOHN. 
Sir,  I  was  wedged  fo  ciofe  in  the  pit  that  I 
could  fcarcely  get  out. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
The  houfe  was  full  then?" 

JOHN. 
As  an  egg,  Sir. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
That's  right.     Well  John,  and  did  matters  go 
fwimmingly?  hey? 

JOHN. 
Exceedingly  well.  Sir. 

Sir  1  HOMAS. 

Exceedingly  well.  I  don't  doubt  it.  What,vaft 
clapping  and  roars  of  applaufe,  I  fuppofe, 

lOHK. 
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JOHN. 
Very  well.  Sir. 

Sir  THOMAS. 

Verywell.Sir!  Youaredainn'dcoftive.Ithink. 
But  did  not  the  pic  and  boxes  thunder  again? 
JOHN. 
I  cin'c  fay  there  wai  over  much  thunder. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
No !  Oh,  attentive,  I  reckon.  Ay,  attention ! 
that  is  the  true,  folid,  fubllantial  applaufe.  All 
elfe  may  be  purchafed ;  hands  move  as  they  are 
bid  :  but  when  the  audience  is  huQied  ftitl,  afraid 
of  lofing  a  word,  then — 

JOHN. 
Yes,  they  were  very  quiet  indeed.  Sir. 

Sir  TH<MAS. 
I  like  them  the  better,  John ;  a  flrong  mark  of 
their  great  fcnfibility.    l^d  you  fee  Robin  ? 
JOHN. 
Y«,  Sir;  he'll  be  here  in  a  trice  j  I  left  him 
lift'nit^  at  the  back  of  the  boxes,  and  charged 
him  to  make  all  the  hafie  home  that  he  could. 

Sir  THOMAS. 

That's  right,  John ;  very  well ;  your  account 
pleafes  me  much,  honeft  John.  [  Exit  yolm.^  No, 
I  did  not  expert  the  Brfl  i&  would  produce  any 
prodigious  effeA.  And,  after  all,  the  firft  a<3  is 
but  a  mere  introdudtion;  juft  opens  the  bufmefs, 
the  plot,  and  gives  a  little  infight  inio  the  cha- 
racters: fo  that  if  you  but  eng^e  and  intereft  the 
houfe,  it  is  as  much  as  the  bed  writer  can  flatt — 
Ikmckiiig  wiiboul]  Gadfo !  what,  Robin  already  1 
why  the  fellow  has  the  feet  of  a  Mercury.  [Enter 
Roiin.}  Well,  Robin,  and  what  news  do  you  bring? 
ROBIN. 

Sir,  1. 1, 1, 

Sr  THOMAS. 

Stop,  Rolnn,  and  recover  your  breath.    Now, 
Robin. 

ROBIH. 
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ROsm. 

There  has  been  a  woundy  uproar  below. 

Sr  THOMAS. 

An  uproar  I  what;  at  the  plmjrhoufe  ? 

Ay. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
At  what  i 

ROBIN. 
I  don't  know :  belike  at  the  words  the  plajr-folk 
were  talking. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
At  the  players !  how  can  chat  be  ?  Oh»  now  I 
b«^n  to  conceive.     Poor  fellow,  he  knows  but 
little  of  plays.    What,  Robin,  I  fuppofe,  hallow- 
ing,  and  clappii^  and  knocking  of  fticks? 
ROBIN. 
Hallowing !  ay,  and  hooting  too* 

Sir  THOMAS. 
And  hooting! 

ROB^N. 
Ay,  and  hilTing  to  boot. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Hiding  I  you  mud  be  niiftaken. 

ROBIN. 
By  die  mats,  but  I  am  not. 

Sir  THOMAS. 

Impoflible !  Oh,  moft  likely  fomc  drunken, 
diforderly  fellows,  that  were  diuurbtng  the  houfe 
and  interrupting  the  play ;  too  common  a  cafe ; 
the  people  were  right:  they  dcfcrv'd  a  rebuke. 
IXd  not  you  hear  them  cry.  Out,  out,  out  ? 
ROBIN. 

Noa }  that  was  not  the  cry ;  'twas  OfT,  off,  off! 
Sir  THOMAS. 

ThatwasawhimficalncKfe.  Zounds  I  thatinaft 
be  the  players.    Did  you  obfervc  nothing  clfe? 
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ROBIN. 
Belike  the  quarrel  firft  began  b«w«n  the 
gentry  and  a  black-a-moor  man. 
S)f  THOMAS. 
With  Friday  !    The  public  lafle  is  debauched; 
honeft  nature  is  too  plain  and  fimple  for  their 
vitiated  palates!   [Enttr  Juliel.'\   Juliet,  Robin 
brings  me  the  flrangeft  Account  j  fome  little  dif- 
turbancc;  but  I  fuppofe  it  was  foon  fettled  again. 
Oh,  but  here  comes  Mr.  Staytape,  my  taylor ;  he 
is  a  rational  being;  y.x  fhallbe  able  to  make  fome- 
thing  ,o£.'him.  [Enter  Siaytape.]    So,  Staytapc; 
what, »  the  third  adl  over  al  ready  ? 
STAVTAPE. 
Over,  Sir!  no;  n(M'nevi;r  will  b^. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
What  do  you  mean? 

STAYTAPE. 
Cut  Ihort. 

Sir.  THOMAS. 
I  don't  comprehend  yiou. 

.^TAYTAPE. 
Why,  Sir,  the  poet  has  made  a  'mi^akc  in 
meafuring  the  tafte  of  the  town;  the  goods,  it 
feems,didnot  fit;  (btheyjreturned  ihem  upon  the 
gentleman's  hands. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
ijRotyouratfeiflarionandquaintnefB,  you  puppv! 
Ipeak:-plain. 

STAYTAPE. 

Why,  then^iSir,  Robinfon  Crufoc  is  dead. 

Sir  THOMAS. 

Dead! 

STAYTAPK. 
Ay;  and,  whatisworie,  will  never  rife  any  more. 
You  will  foon  have  :rtt  the  particulars;  for  there 
were  four  or  fivt  ofyour  friends  clofe  at  my  heels. 

Sir  THOMAS- 
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Sir  THOMAS, 
Stay  tape,  Juliet,  run  and  Hop  them;  fay  I  am 
gone  out;  lamfick-,  I  am  engaged:  but,  what- 
ever you  do,  be  fure  you  don't  let  Bevcrcome  in. 
Secure  of  the.  vidory,  I  invited  them  to  the 
celebr — 

STAYTAPE, 
Sir,  they  are  here. 

Sit  THOMAS. 
Confound — 

Enter  Puff,  Daffyl,  and  Raj. 
RUST. 

A,  truly,  Mr.  Puff,  this  is  but  a  bitter  be- 
ginning; then  the  young  man  mud  turn  himfelf 
to  fome  other  trade. 

PUFF. 
Servant,  Sir  Thomas  i  I  fuppofe  you  have  heard 
the  news  of — 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Yes,  yos ;  1  have  been  told  it  before. 

DACTYL,. 
I  confefs,  I  did  not  fufpedt  it;  but  there  is  no 
knowing  what  effe<ftthefe  things  will  have  till 
ihcy  comfe  on  the  ftage. 

RUST. 
For  my  part,  I  don't  know  muchof  thefe  mat- 
ters; but  a  couple  of  gentlemen  near  me,  who 
feem'd  fagacious  enough  too,  declared  that  it  was 
the  vileft  ftuff  they  evirrhad  heard,  and  wondered 
the  players  would  adl  it. 

DACTYL. 
Yes;  I  don't  remember  to  have  feen  a  more 
general  diOike. 

PUFF. 
I  was  thinking  to  aik  you,  Sir  Thomas,  for  your 
imercll  with  Mr.  Bever  about  buying  the  copy: 
but  now  no  mortal  would  read  it.     Lord,  Sir,  it 
would  not  pay  for  paper  and  print. 

BUST. 
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RUST. 
I  rememtKr  Kennct,  in  his  Roman  Antiquiriei, 
mentions  a  plajr  of  Terence's,  Mr.  DaAyl.  thu 
was  terribly  treated;  but  thachcattributeitotlie 
people's  fondnefs  for  certain  fiinambuli,  or  rr^- 
danceri;  but  I  have  not  lately  heard  of  any  &- 
mous  tumblers  in  rown :  Sir  Thomas,  have  vou  ? 
Sir  THOMAS.  ' 

How  (hould  I ;  do  you  fuppofc  I  trouble  my 
head  about  tumblers  ? 

RUST. 
Nay,  I  did  not^ 

BEVER,  >wlw  -wkimt. 

Not  to  be  fpokc  with!  Don't  tdl  ro^  Sir;  he 
muft.  he  (hall. 

Sir  THOMAS. 

Mr.  Bever's  voice.*  If  he  is  admitted  in  his 

prefent  difpolition.  the  whole  fecret  will  ccrainly 

out.    Gentlemen,  Ibme  afiain  of  a  mod  intereft- 

ing  nature  makes  it  impoOible  for  me  to  have  the 

honour  of  your  com[»ny  to-night;  therefore  1 

beg  you  would  be  fo  good  as  to — 

RUST. 

Affairs !  no  bad  news  ?  I  heme  Mifs  Tuli  is  well. 

Sir  THOMAS, 
Very  well;  but  I  am  moft  exceedingly— 

I  (hall  only  juft  flay  to  fee  Mr.  Bever.     Poor 
Ud!  he  will  be  mofl  horribly  down  in  the  mouth: 
a  little  comfort  won't  come  amifs. 
Sir  THOMAS. 
Mr.  Bever,  Sirl  you  won't  fee  him  here. 

RUST. 
Not  here!  why  I  thtwght  I  heard  his  voice  but 
iufl  now. 

Sir  THOMAS, 

You  arc  miftakcn  Mr.  Ruftt  but— 

RUST. 
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RUST. 

May  be  fo ;  then  we  will  go.  Sir  Thomas,  my 
compliments  ofcondolencca  if  yfni  pleafe,  to  the 
poet. 

Kr  THOMAS, 
Ay,  ay. 

DACTVL. 
And  minej  for  I  fuppofe  we  Iha'n't  fee  him 
loon. 

PUPF. 
Poor  gentleman  I  1  warrant  he  won't  fliew  his 
head  for  thefe  fix  months. 

RUST. 
Ay,  ay:  indeed,  I  am  very  forry  for  him  j  fo 
tell  him>  Sir. 

DACTVL  and  PUFF. 
So  are  we. 

RUST. 

Sir  Thomas,  your  fervant.   Come,  Gentlemen. 

By  all  this  confufion  in  Sir  Thomas,  there  muft 

be  fomething  more  in  the  wind  than  I  know;  but 

I  will  watch,  I  am  refolved.  Exeunt, 

BEVER,  <wiibm. 

Rafcals,  (land  by  1  I  muft,  I  will  fee  him. 

Emlfr  SEVER. 

So,  Sir;  this  is  delicate  treatment,  after  alt  I 
have  fufiered. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Mr.  Bever,  I  hope  you  don't — that  is — 

BBVER. 
Well,  Sir  Thomas  Lofty,  what  think  you  now 
of  your  Robinfon  Crufoe?  a  pretty  performance ! 

Sir  THOMAS. 

Think,  Mr.  Bever!  I  think  the  public  are 
blockheads ;  a  taftelefs,  a  ftupid,  ignorant  tribe  i 
and  a  man  of  genious  deferves  to  be  damn'd  who 
writes  any  thing  for  them.  But  courage,  dear 
Dick  I  the  principals  will  give  you  what  the  peo- 

pie 
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pie  rcfufe ;  the  clofct  will  do  you  that  juftice  the 
fbge  has  denied:  pnnt  your  play. 
BEVER. 
My  play!  zounds.  Sir,  'tis  your  own. 

SU  THOMAS. 
Speak  lower,  dear  Dickj  be  moderate,  my 
good,  dear  lad! 

BEVER. 
Oh,  Sir  Thomas,  you  may  be  eafy  enough; 
you  are  lafe  and  fecurc,  removed  far  from  uiat 
precipice  that  has  dalhed  me  to  pieces. 
Sir  THO.MAS. 
Dear  Dick,  don't  believe  it  will  hurt   you. 
The  critics,  the  real  judges,  will  difcovcr  in  that 
piece  fuch  excellent  talents — 
BEVER. 
No,  Sir  Thomas,  no.     1  (hall  neither  flatter 
you  nor  myfelf;  I  have  acquired  a  right  to  (peak 
what  I  think.     Your  play.  Sir,  is  a  wretched 
performance;  and  in  this  opinion  all  mankind 
are  united. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
May  be  not. 

BFA'ER. 
If  your  piece  had  been  grcatiy  received,  I 
would  have  declared  .Sir  Thomas  Lofty  the  an- 
thor;  if  coldly,  I  would  have  owned  it  myfelf: 
but  fuch  dilgraceful,  fuch  contemptible  treat- 
ment !  I  own,  the  burthen  is  too  heavy  for  me ; 
fo.  Sir,  you  muft  bear  it  yourfclf. 

p;r  THOMAS. 
Me,  dear  Dick!  what  to  become  ridiculous  in 
the  decline  of  my  life  ;  to  deftroy  in  one  hour  the 
fame  that  forty  vears  has  been  building !  that  was 
the  prop,  the  fupport  of  my  age!  Can  you  be 
cruel  enough  to  delire  it? 

BEVER. 
Zounds !    Sir,    and    why    muft    1    be   yout 
rruich '  Would  you  have  me  become  a  volun- 
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tary  vklim?  No,  Sir,  this  caufe  does  not  merit 
a  martyrdom. 

Sir  THOMAS. 

I  own  myfelf  greatly  oblig'd;  but  perfevcre, 
dear  Dick,  perfevere;  you  have  time  to  recover 
your  fame:  I  beg  it  with  tears  in  my  eyes. 
Another  play  will — 

BEVER. 

No,  Sir  Thomas ;  I  have  done  with  the  ftage : 
the  Mules  and  1  meet  no  more. 
Sir  THOMAS. 

Nay,  there  are  various  roads  open  in  life. 
BEVER. 

Not  one,  where  your  piece  won't  purfuc  me. 
Iflgotothc  bar.theghoft  of  this  curfed  comedy 
will  follow,  and  hunt  mc  in  Wefliminfter.hall: 
nay,  when  I  die,  it  will  ftick  to  my  memory,  and 
I  Hiall  be  handed  down  to  pof^crity  with  the  au- 
thor of  Love  in  a  Hollow  Tree. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Then  marry:  you  arc  a  pretty  fmart  figure; 
and  your  poetical  talents — 
DEVER. 
-\nd  what  fair  would  admit  of  my  fuit,  or 
family  with  to  receive  me?  Make  the  cafe  your 
own.  Sir  Thomas;  would  you? 
Sir  THOMAS. 
Wiilv.infinitc  pleafure. 

BEVER, 
Then  give  me  your  niece ;  her  hand  ftiall  feat 
up  my  lips. 

Sir  THOMAS. 

What,  Juliet?  willingly     But  are  you  ferious, 
do  you  really  admire  the  girl? 
BEVER. 

Beyond  what  words  can  exprefs.  It  was  by  her 
advice  I  confentcd  to  father  your  play. 

Sir    THOMA«, 
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Sir  THCMA8. 

What,  is  Juliet  appriz'd  ?  Here,  Robin,  John, 
run  and  call  my  niece  hither  this  moment.  Thai 
giddy  baggage  will  blab  all  in  an  inflanL 

BEVER. 
You  are  millaken;  the  is  wifer  than  you  are 
aware  of. 

EMfr  Juiiet, 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Oh,  Juliet!  you  know  what  hashappcn'd. 

JUUET. 
I  do.  Sir. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Have  you  reveal'd  this  unfortunate  (ecrcc. 

JULIET. 
To  no  mortal,  Sir  Thomas. 

Sir   THOMAS. 

Come,  give  me  your  hand.    Mr.  Bevcr,  child, 

for  my  fake,  has  renounced  the  ftage,  and  the 

whole  republic  of  letters ;  in  return  1  owe  him 

your  hand. 

JUUET. 
My  hand  1  what,  to  a  poet  hooted,  hifTed,  and 
exploded  !  You  muft  pardon  meiSir. 

bir  THOMAS. 

Juliet,  a  trifle :  the  moft  they  can  fay  of  Him, 
is,  that  he  is  a  little  wanting  in  wit;  and  he  has 
fo  many  brother  writers  to  Keep  him  in  counte- 
nance, that  now.a-days  that  is  no  reflection  at  all. 
JULIET. 

Then,  Sir,  your  engagement  to  Mr.  Ruft. 

Sir  THOMAS. 

I  have  found  out  the  rafcal ;  he  has  been  more 
impertinently  fevere  on  my  play,  than  all  the  reft 
put  together;  fo  that.  I  am  determined  he  (hall 
be  none  of  the  man. 

Enter 
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Enter  Raft. 
RUST. 
Are  you  fo.  Sir?  what,  then,  I  am  to  be  facri- 
ficed,  in  order  to  preferve  the  fecrct  that  you  arc 
a  blockhead }  But  you  arc  out  in  your  politics; 
before  night  it  (half  be  known  in  all  the  coffee- 
houfes  in  town. 

Sit  THOMAS. 
For  Heaven's  fake,  Mr.  Ruft! 

RUST. 

And  to-morrow  I  will  paragraph  you  In  every 

news-paper ;  you  fhall  no  longer  impofe  on  the 

world;  I  will  unmaflc  you;  the  lion's  flcin  (hall 

hide  you  no  loi^r. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Juliet!  Mr.  Bever!  what  can  I  do? 

BRVER. 
Sir  Thomas,   let   me   manage  this  matter. 
Harkee,  old  gentleman,  a  word  in  your  ear :  you 
remember  what  you  have  in  your  pocket? 

RUST. 

Hey!  how!  what? 

BEVER. 
The  curiofity  that  has  coft  you  fo  much  pains. 

RUST. 
What^my^neas!  my  precious  relii^  of  Troy! 

You  muft  give  up  that,  or  the  lady. 

JULIET. 
How,  Mr.  Bever ! 

BEVER. 
Never  fear;  I  am  fure  of  my  man. 

RUST. 
Let  me  conflder — As  to  the  girl,  girls  are 
plenty  enough;  I  can  marry  whenever  I  wilt: 
but  my  piper,  my  phcenix,  that  fprings  frcflj 
from  the  names,  that  can  never  be  match'd. — 
Take  her. 

BBVER. 
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BEVER. 

And,  as  you  Jove  your  own  fecret,  be  carefbl 
of  ours. 

RUST. 
I  am  dumb. 

Sir  THOMAS. 
Now,  Juliet. 

JULIET. 
You  join  me,  Sir,\to  an  unfortunate  bardj  but, 
to  procure  your  peace — 

Sir  THOMAS. 
You  oblige  me  for  ever.    Now  the  fecret  dies 
with  us  four.     My  tault.    I  owe  him  much: 

Beiiyoutcire  to  (ben' it ; 
And  bldi  chc  man,  tho'  I  lure  damn'd  the  poet. 


Exeunt  Omrus. 
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